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A coLLoatnr in oloudland. 

SCENE — Cloudland, nigh to midnight of the last day of the Old Year, The Incomparahle Sage of Fleet Street and “ La 
Mancha’s Matchless Knight ” mounted on their respective wooden horses, 

Mr. Punch {spurring the Spotted One). Yoicks ! Tallyho ! ! Hark forward ! ! I Something like space-consuming 
speed this, eh, my dear Don ? Who talks now of a Horseless Age ? 

Bon Quixote {fuming the peg of Malambruno’s magic steed). Only your scientific and sensational journals, who, 
dryasdust dogs ! are, after all, endless leagues behind Merlin the Enchanter, and the magic-aided heroes of old romance. 

Mr, Punch, Kim up, my timber-built timber-topper, and spotted space-devourer ! As though the much-talked of 
motor-carriage, auto-cycle, or petroleum-propelled tram-car of these mouthing days of modernity might compare with the 
Trifaldi’s steed, my spotted Pegasus, or even the peripatetic carpet of Persian story ! Speed you well, valorous knight ! 

Bon Quixote, Heaven guide thee, undaunted Sage ! Hah ! How you fly aloft 1 How you cut the air more swiftly 
than an arrow ! ! How you mount, and soar, and astonish the world below ! ! I 

Mr, Punch, Haha ! Ours is no imaginary, bellows-blown flight, as was yours, worthy knight, when seated with 
Sancho on the wooden crupper of Olavileno, pressed aforetime by the valourous Petee of Provence, and the fair Magalona ! 

Bon Quixote, Nay, indeed. Sir Knight of the Spotted Bucephalus — for thou art no chivalry-scorning Tkifaldt — we 
are not now blindfolded, and thy Pegasus, thy Brilladoro, thy Bayarte, thy Frontino, thy Olavileno el Aligero — or Wooden- 
Peg the Winged — might give a lead even to my renowned Rosinante I 

Mr, Punch, Blindfolded? Nay, dear knight, I am the Dazzling Illuminator, not the Bewildering Biinler ! 

Bon Quixote, I plainly perceive that thou art a Progressive. 

Mr, Punch, I am a Progressive Moderate and a Moderate Progressive. Badge me not therefore in any less compre- 
hensive fashion, 0 Knight of the Rueful Countenance. 

Bon Quixote, I presume, Sir Sage, that those same Progressives, however, who claim to initiate all the forthright 
movement of the Age, did originate and invent the motor-carriages, auto-oycles, and other the horseless locomotive vehicles 
of which we spake but now ? 

Mr, Punch, Who better than yourself should know, my dear Don, that all are not Progressives who make a stir about 
Progress ? Like the circumgyrators in the game of “ Giant’s Stride,” many of them ramp round in a circle, and “ get no 
forrader.” I am the only true and trustworthy Progressive, and my auto-motor cuts all records ! 

Bon Quixote, And is it propelled by petroleum ? 

Mir. Punch, By nothing so crude, flaring, and fuliginous, dear Don, It is motived ** by — ^L ight 1 
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I Don Quixote, Wondrous macliine ! How would I like to mount it ! Is it in likeness of a horse ? 

* Mr. Punch, Say not the witlings and wiseacres that we are on the verge of a Horseless Age ? 

Don Quixote, They do. But, by the bones of my beloved Bosinante, the idea liketh me not. The horse is indeed a 
noble animal 

Mr. Punch, And will continue to be ** useful to man,” our current cyclo-and-auto-motormania notwithstanding. The 
cycle doubtless hath its utility, and even charm, though in certain of its characteristics it seems qualified to give mankind the 
, hump ! 

I Don Quixote, And womankind the wobbles 1 

Mr. Punch, When lovely woman stoops to wheeling, 

And finds too late that bikes betray, 

Beauty, and grace, and finer feeling 
She ’ll see the sex hath chucked away ! 

Don Quixote. Verily, had my peerless Dulginea herself bestraddled a spinning-wheel in ungraceful posture and un- 
seemly garb, I, her sworn knight, should have deemed her the victim of diabolic enchantment. Why, even the affiicted 
duenna, with her fair cheeks beard-begrown by enchantment, she whom Sanoho called the Countess Three-Skirts, would not 
I — save under dire compulsion — have donned the modern divided skirt and mounted the man-saddled steed of steel. Art 
sure, Sir Sage, that after all it is not enchantment that hath so far unsexed your afEicted damosels and duennas, and that 
’tis not my duty in their defence to lay lance in rest 

Mr, Punch. Nay, sweet soul of chivalry, Mayfair is not La Mancha, and you may safely leave its fair denizens to the 
defence — or, if need be, chastening — of that knightly lance of to-day, my own invincible and unerring baton. But, verily, 

I ’twere a punishment not ill-deserved by certain of our mannish maidens and male-mimicking matrons did Malambruno clap 
bristly scrubbing-brush hairs upon them as upon your distressful Duenna of Toledo. 

Don Quixote. Verily, Sir Sage, we are mounting skyward, dawn-ward, New Year- ward in a wondrous manner ! Thy 
spotted steed is surely Pegasus itself, for Skyworld is full of myriad voices of wisdom and melody. 

Mr, Punch. But my Auto-Motor, comparable only with the Sun God’s glowing chariot, shall outsoar and outshine 
even our present empyrean flight. 

Voice {suddenly sounding behind them). Wuff! Wufl! Wuff! 

Don Quixote (looking round). Saints preserve us I What is this new marvellous enchantment ? Hath Sirius itself 
broken loose ? — doth the Dog Star follow our trail ? 

Mr, Pmich, What seest thou, Sir Knight ? 

Don Quixote {with awe), I behold, as it were, an aerial fire-wheeled car, shapen in the guise of a Titanic Tome, 
coruscating comet-like in its career, whereon is mounted — jes, verily — a Dog — a Dog of Dogs ! What, Sir Punch, may be 
this portent ? 

Mr. Punch. Why, my dear Don Quixote — who seems scarcely the Quixote Quicksight of the nursery rhyme — what 
should it be but Tobias himself with that promised specimen of my Auroral Autocar, or Mirific Motor-Carriage, self-impelled, 
self-steered, self-lighted, self-heated, the most peerless outcome of the true Progressive spirit, the true acme of sure and 
speedy Progress ; in other words, dear Don, and at your entire service, my 




Pmikflr aitlr %almt ! ! ! 




A PATH OP PEACE. 

{The Baltic Canal, June 22, 1895.) 

[“ Peace reigns over th.e whole fleet,” Daily ^ews ” Special.} 

A woKZ of Peace, whereto from near and far 
G-ather the iron-hosomed brood of war, 

Like new Sfcymphalian birds, whose claws and wings 
The warrior welcomes and the ^oet sings. 

Oh, gentle Peace, how strange in our strange day. 

Thy mailed retmue, thine armed array ! 

Those dower^deck’d obelisks, that silken rope,— 

Bright illustrations of the Tales of Hope, — 

The royal speeches and the loyal cheers, 

Disguise misgivings as they silence fears. 

Bat Denmar&s memories, and the thoughts of Prance, 

As through the stream that yacht’s white bows advance, 
Breaking that slender cord from bank to bank. 

Might move reflections strange. Yet let us thank 
Adventurous skill which gives our ships to-day 
A shorter passage and a safer way I 
Not war alone, but trade, will take the track 
That shuns the wild and stormy Skager Rak ; 

And may Brunsbuttel’s now familiar name 
Be little linked with Empire’s big War-Q-ame 
May battle-echoes in the Baltic cease. 

And the Canal be a new Path for Peace 

OXJR BOOXING-OPPICE. 

Otje B. a. (^.e., “Baron’s Assistant”) begs to congratulate Mr. 
Gekald Campbell very heartily on the success of The Joneses and the 
Asterisks (Jows Lane). It is no easy task to write a story in a series 
of what may be called monological dialogues,— dialogues, that is to 
say, in which only one party speaks while the rest are understood,-^ 
and yet to keep that lightness of touch and that sparkle of wit 
without which dialogues become mere barren boredom. This is the 
task that Mr. Campbell has brilliantly accomplished. The Joneses 
and the Asterisks is as keen and telling a piece of social satire as it 
has been the B. A.’s good fortune to come across for many a long day. 

Thursday, June 27, Mid-day. The Baron opens ventilators, doors, 
windows. Then, at haphazard, he takes up a book. Its title. What 
is heat ? , . , Answer immediately given hy thermometer, “ 95® in 
the shade.” That ’s heat ! And if that isn’t, what is ? The second 
title of book is, A Peep into Nature^ s Most Hidden Secrets, But 
the Baron is not Paul Pry ; he doesn’t want to peep ; at aU events he 
cannot undertake any exertion until about Noveinber, say, when he 
will be delighted to peruse the work of Mr. Peepebicb: Hovenden. 
P.L.S., P.G.S., F,R.M.S.,— “Three single Pellows rolled into one.” 
“ Let me descend to the iee-ceUar, or in cool grot let me sit, 
with a soothing iced beverage and a choice Havannah; let me 
read there About the North Pole., and Gunter^ s Tales of Ices^^^ 
quoth the Buebeneb Bakon be Booe-Woems, 


8HAKSPEAEE ON THE SITUATION. 


Caius Marcius Coriolanus 
TuUus Avfidius 


Me. Ch-mb-el-n. 
L-eb S-l-sb-ey. 


Act IV, , Sc. 4. Antium [Downing Street) , Before Aufidius*s House, 

Cor, 0 world, thy slippery turns ! Priends now fast sworn, 

Whose double bosoms seem to wear one heart, 

Whose hours, whose bed, whose meals, and exercise, 

Are still together, who twin, as ’twere, in love 
XJnseparable, should, vdthin this hour, 

On the dissension of a doit, break out 
To bitterest enmity : so, fellest foes, 

Whose passions and whose plots have broke their sleep, 

To take the one the other, by some chance. 

Some trick, not worth an egg, shall grow dear friends, 

And interjoiu their issues. So with me : 

My birth-place hate I, and my love ’s upon 

This enemy town, * * * * 

Avf, {entering. Sc. 6). Say, what ’s thy name ? 

Cor. My name is Caius Maecius, who hath done. 

To thee particularly, and all the Yolces, 

Great hurt and mischief . . , Now, this extremity, 

Hath brought me to thy hearth. 

Avf. 0 Maecius, Maecius 1 

Each word thou has spoken hath weeded from my heart 
A root of ancient envy. If Jupiter 
Should from yond’ cloud speak divine things, 

And say, “ ’Tis true,” I’d not believe them more 
Than thee, all noble Maecius.— Let me twine 
Mine arms about that body, where against 
My grained ash a hundred times hath broke, 

.... I do contest 

As hotly and as nobly with thy love 
As ever in ambitious strength I did 

Contend against thy valour. . . , Why, thou Mars 1 I tell thee 
We have a power on foot ... 0, come, go in, 

And take our friendly senators by the hands .... 

Cor, You bless me, gods 1 

Auf, Therefore, most absolute Sir, if thou wilt have 
The leading of thine own revenges, take 
The one half of my commission. But come in ; 

Let me commend thee first to those that shall 
Say “ Yea ” to thy desires. A thousand welcomes 
And more a Mend lhan e’er an enemy ; 

Yet, Maecius, that was much. Your hand I most welcome I 

\_Exeunt CoEiOLANUS and Auklbius. 

Toby’s Mem. — Wednesday, July S. — “ Dog Days begin.” Go 
down to coast. “My baxk is on the sea ! ” Avoid going south for 
fear of the Muzzie-man. 


VOL, CIS, 





IN THE SHADE. 

Lord R-s-h-ry, *Who *d bb a Ministeb?” Sir W, V. H-rc-rt, **Who, indeed? Why I wohldn^t do it if they asked mb ! 
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HOW ROMANTIC! 

She, *‘I SAT, THIS IS PRETTY AWFUL I PoOR LITTLE MiSS MesSUP !— It SAYS HERE THAT *S 
SHE DISCOVERED HE WASNT REALLY A BAEON 1 ' ” 

Ee, *‘Well. Think op the poor Johnny when he pound out she wasn't really an Heiress 


Shortly after the Wedding 


THE CANDIDATE'S TADE MECUM. 

QuesUon, Why do you desire to enter the House of Commons ? 

Answer, Because, u I am honoured by my fellow-men by being 
chosen to represent them, it is my ambition to serve them faithfully 
and maintain in all its glorious integrity the time-honoured heritage 
of this mighty empire. 

Q, Yes, so you have said in your address to the electors ; but have 
you no other reason for wishing to occupy a seat in Parliament ? 

A, Certainly. The prestige bestowed by the letters “M.P. ’ is 
pleasing, and if the honour ultimately culminates in a baronetcy or a 
knighthood the distinction will be gratifying to my wife. 

Q. Then you would not be adverse to receiving promotion in the 
line to which you have referred ? 

A, Eo; because I should consider that I acted merely as a trustee 
to my constituents— that I, in fact, appeared in the character of their 
personal representative. 

Q, Yes, you said something of the sort the other evening at a 
canvassing meeting in reply to a question put to you by one of your ; 
voters ; but surely the decoration would be desirable for some other 
consideration ? 

A, It undoubtedly would have a certain market value in the City 
in the eyes of promoters of public companies of limited liability. 

Q. What measures have you taken to secure election beyond 
issuing the very admirable address to which I have, more than once, 
referred ? 

A, For the last two or three years I have assiduously nursed the 
constituency. 

Q. What do you mean by nursing a constituency ? 

A, Obtaining a stake in the shape of land and a house in the 
division, and making myself generally popular amongst my fellow- 
ratepayers. 

Q. How can you become popular ? 

A, By subscribing largely to local charities and mstitutio^, 
laying foundation stones, and opening fancy bazaars vdth untiring 
energy. 

Q, What considerations weigh with you when you are invited to 
add your name to a subscription-list ? 

A, I take care to make the sum I give a little larger than that 
contributed by my opponent, and take it as a general rule that lawn 


tennis is of more importance than dispensaries, and polo, from a 
benevolent point of view, takes precedence of associations established 
to relieve dire distress, 

Q, Is there any other method which may be adopted with advan- 
tage by those desirous of nursing a constituency ? 

A, Speaking frequently in assembly rooms, taking nursery 
gardens for the same purpose, and generally improving trade in the 
neighbourhood. 

Q, Then the money paid for the hirings to which you refer is 
commercially popular ? 

A, It is, and (joined of course to the eloquence of my friends and 
myself) should distinctly infiuence the election. 

Q, Aad should you be elected, what do you suppose you will have 
to do ? 

A, To thoroughly enjoy the honour of being able to treat the House 
of Commons as a club, and being asked by the lexers of my Party 
to all their entertainments, I shall see my name in every newspaper 
report when I have happened to take part in a popular ronction. I 
shall find that I have mounted the social ladder by leaps and bounds, 
and be able to pleasurably patronise or cut direct those who now 
be oome my inferiors. 

Q, And what consideration will support you- in your general 
demeanour ? 

A, The conviction that all I do, and have done, is and has been 
I actuated by the purest patriotism. 


“DALY NEWS I SPECIAL 

Once again we welcome the return of Miss Ada Reran, with 
James Levtis the Lively, and Mrs. Oelbert the Good, to Daly’s, in 
Leicester Square. But so short is their season, and so many are the 
pieces announced, that to take more than a snap-shot at any one of 
them is impracticable, seeing that the Daly changes are weekly. Ere 
anyone sees these lines Augustin Daly’s train of thoi^ht will have 
passed over, and beyond them. The Mailroad of Love will have 
served its purpose, and become a siding. Two Gentlemen of Verona 
will be travelling first-class on Sbakspearian main line leading to 
Midsummer Eighths Dream, which, with its fairy revels and its 
music, will represent the terminus of this short journey. When 
will Daly & Co. come to stay? 
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THE SOMALIS AT SYDENHAM. 

In the Stibles, 


Mrs. Keyveve. Yery. I wonder if they get any wedding presents. 

Mr. Frivell. Rather. The sportsman in the rusty wig gave 'em 
Beowninq-’s poems and an afternoon tea-kettle, and the Johnny with 
the feathers in his wool presented her with a dressing-bag. The 
photo-frames, card-cases and carriage-clocks are all laid out in one of 
the huts, according to the savage oiistom of the country, guarded by 
a detective in the disguise of a wedding guest, armed with poisoned 


Miss Simplicia JSmpson {looking at the native saddles on PH'^-frames, ca.rd-cases and carriage-clocks are 
brackets). I oppose tho^ are what they put on the ostriches I the huts, according to the savage oiistom of the country, guarded by 

ATcornpX. They ride osfeches, a detective in the disguise of a wedding guest, armed with poisoned 

Miss Simpson {in a tone of pity and reproof). That only shows spews. -cr -n t o 

you 've never read your Swiss Family Robinson ! , Mrs. Keyveve. HoT^illy you are ! Look, they re rolling along a 

^ A Gobe-mouche. Well, I never see a white lamb with a black 'ed great wicker- basT^t. What can they have in it -the bnde s luggage, 

before ; that is a curiosity, ain’t it i’ perhaps f Why, it 's an enormous snake ! See, it 's crawling 

Not arf such a curiosity as if it 'ad 'ad a out ! 

black 'ed be’ind. It’s the bride’s gomg-away dress, that 's all. Some- 

A Censorious Lady {before a row of baby elephants). Oh, arenH one ought to tell her that boas aren’t worn this seasoi^though. 
they horrid! Look at their horrid little eyes. {As one of them pro- ^Arriet {in the Sixpenny Fromenade, to ’Ahey). What are they 
irudes a predatory trunk.) Oh. get away, do ! They are the most miking all that row about-are they suwosed to be torking, or what ? 
hideous creatures I 've ever seen I Look at that one, all wiinkled ^Arry {vaguely). I expect they 're declarin' war— against somebody 
and baggy like an old man. See, it’s wagging its head about like or other. . r j ix, x Txi.i x j • x- i • » 

a Chinese doll! I do think they ’re quite loathsome, don’t you ? *Arriet {reflectively). 1 wonder if that little bit of 'air stmkin up 

JSer Companion (a more Tolerant Ferson). fellers ed like that. Look 

I daresay they would'nt look so bad if they all th^ httle nippers runnm about---(M>tif A 


I were varnished up a bit. A 

In the Osteich Faem. 

The Keeper {who apparently considers his S 

Show as moral as Aetemtjs Wabd’s—^o the 
Fuhlie generally). I 've come over here From ^ 

California, whose golden waters kiss The 
mouth of her Sunny Sands, and where there / / A 

air strawberries all the year round. On the ^ 

farm where I Eve there were only fourteen ^ 

days in all of lasst year when we had no o/ 

strawberries. The most Glorious climate In jL 

the World; and, if anyone don’t believe it. 
all they've got to do is to die; and then, if 
they've been good, they'll go there, and find 
out for themselves. I 'm not under Con-tract 
To say a single word here, but I want to talk n 

to you about these birds, because they’re 
generally misunderstood. They walk en-tirely 
From the Toe, which gives them the graceful. 
springy action you see. They air aU named I 

after the weatest people now living on airth. 

^ This one dose to the rails is called Jim Biaee. Wj I 

Mark well the Peculiarities, Life, Habits, and f i | 

Characteristics of the Ostrich, and yon will all \m I 

of yon go away And lead A moral Efe. The B 

only absolootly Purrfect Being on this ole W j 

Umverse is the bird now passing in front of ✓ 1 

me. Her name is Gajx Hamilton, and She has j | 

The Smallest Feet of anyone here present, and W! Jr \ 

the Smallest Head. She has only one ounce of urn I 

brains inside of it, and that is Sufficient for ff|/| | 

her requirements, and nobody would have any vi | 

use for more if they did not suffer From swelled m ij 

heads. . . . Yes, little girl, you 're purrfeetly 
right— the ostrich does run zig-zag, which is A | f m 

Fact that is Unknown to many Scientific men. 

The kick of the ostrich is as quick as light- 

j^^-^qmcker 'n lightning, be-cause you can 

see lightning, but you cannH see an ostrich’s xi 

kick, which is four kicks to the second, and they are^ yer 

kiUs a man^ every time. At certain seasons 

it is Impossible to go among these birds except On horseback, and 

pra-'nd^ a stout pole with a fork at the end for Self-defence. 

of these birds are here on Sale, and there is a large demand for 
them for Gentlemen’s Parks and Country seats. 

A Su^rban Sumounst {to his Wife). What d’ye say to gettin’ a 
pair on ’em fur our back-yard, eh ? j & 

WtJt WTeVx fCi 


ne, don’t you ? | *Arriet {reflectively). I wonder if that Kttle bit of ’air stickin’ up 

grows out of that feller's 'ed like that. Look 

f at all them Ettle nippers runnin' about— 

an air of discovery ) — I expect they belong to 
some of ’em. 

[ The Somalis perform a war-dance^ which 
seems to consist in squatting down opposite 
one another in a double row^ chanting 
Razza-JECo ! ITo-hod-ho-ho / ” or words 
to that effect, while two of the party dodge 
between the ranks and cluck like^ poultry, 

* after which all rise, knock their wooden 

\ shields together until they lose further 

interest in the affair, and stroU away 
satiated. 

f Mrs. Keyveve. Is that really their war- 

dance? It's very much the same as the 
marriage dance, isn't it ? 

Mr. Frivell {a contented bachelor). Yes; 
subtle beggars, these Somalis. 

^Arry {during the Sham Fight). ’Ark at one 
on ’em 'owlin' “Oo-oo-oo!" he's took bad 
agen ! Good -ole Mop 'Ed got one in that time ! 

“ Olla-oUa-olla I he's sayin' the other bloke 
'it 'imonthe jor. 

^Arriet. There ' s one keeps sayin’ ‘ ‘ Pudd’n " J 
as plain as possible. There agen— “ Pudd'n I " 
d'jear ’im ? They orter bring that young 
Shazaedee chap to see this; he’d feel at 
’ome ’ere, among all these Injians, wouldn’ ’e ? 

^Arry. They ain’t Inimns^they he Afrikins, 
didn’t you know that much ? 
jif ^Arriet. Oh, you ’re so partickler, you are ! 

Mrs. Keyveve {during the Dromedary Race) . 
spsick one must feel on those wobbly 

/ Mr. Frivell. The Camel has been beautifully 

called the “ Ship of the Desert." 

A Husband {confidentially, to his neigh- 
bour). Yer know, the Missus ain’t enjoyin^ all 
this, she aint— you see. I’ll arsk her, and 
you ’ear what she sez. {To his “Missus,’') 

“ There they are, yer see— Comia’ ’Ome from ^ \ rvv 


Southend ! ” 


.yyvvuuu Hu ^ Missus'^ {with self-vepTession). Oh- 

middlin’. 

Husband {insistently). Ah, I know what that means ; yer don’t 
care about it. Now, do yer ? 

His “ Missies It’s well enough— in its way, ( With irrepressible 
candour.) I’d sooner see the Mow’ork Minstruels. 


W ^ 9 ^ y'® gettiu’ a Husband {to his neighbour, with a mixture of chagrin and com- 

^ Didn’t I teS yer? That’s where it Is. Tdon't know a 

to 'anff ^6 waJwnl snpiyse isgoin’ more severer criteek anywheres than what my ole woman is ! 

loUonm*? ar^^^^Nnt gieat houtlan^sh beasts Mm Simpson. Look at those dear ostriches running after one an- 

I’ve enough work cm other -d opening 


ly ands without no austridges ! 

[^Shefans herself violently with her programme, and 'ENEETiare- 
auced to explain that his suggestion was not seriously intended. 

In the Stands — ^dxteino the Native Display. 

rsrnap, o* the 


^Arry {with his characteristic eye for analogy — as the entire 
caravan parades past in procession). There they are, yer see— 
Cornin’ ^Omefrom Southend! 


I t'frrf’flmfag Z ?»« Skaii, by Db&kees aitd Bbatjth'ci.lt Lbss.-Oot exoellenteon- 

I ^ ^ temporary the NoHhern Whig aUows a correspondent to call 

I hriXdSkd^mT ^ ^ attention to the nuisanee of oy&g in Malone Park. Apparently 

Mr. FrivM ranov that ’a tha Km. 1« in w. uv v i. • o?Ti o* kingdom ” have followed the lead 

down.i»anemgwith^d 6 nlvMiSnV 5 ifi^i‘f of the heg^ers of Batterer, ” and ‘ made them^ves asonroeof 


offimaWde^ bedesc^ed. When this happens, the eyolUt can appropri- 

^aangcteigy. A Simple but impressive ceremony. ately alter his ride (by entting off a letter) around Malone to Xlnna . 
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pi!*: 

i'f '''® ■I''' 



UNLUCKY SPEECHES. 

JosJ. “ ^TT’lL hath a mob DMTB HOMEl' 
Guest, Yes ; that *8 the best of it I ” 


DRESS A LA PREMiIrE MODE. 

[A IHalogue Pastoral and Sartorial,) 

Lady and 

ner Modiste, Time — The passing hour. 

Modiste, ISTo, Madame, it is utterly impos- 

w! ^ear silks and satiui l^ey 

nave guxte gone out. ^ 

what am I to wear ? 

Jaodit^, Flowers, Madame, flowers Of 

K fSioM 

Sent?imt 


-Are they not rather expensive ? 

, I charge more 

tor them than velvet or hrccade, ' And, of 
course, if you choose to wear your dresses 
more than once, your maid can get them re- 
^^^J^withnewflowers at an almost fabulous 

I do not think a gown ever looks well 
when worn a second time. 

vi’ quite so. 

Well, woidd you l^e a charming dress of 

Hoop's sleeves of 

of vari4^teSe?“ ^ 

faSlnV Since the 

lasnion tor real flowers has come in we are 


I supplied daily from all parts of the world, and 
have a large stock always at hand on the pre- 
mises. Why, our greenhouses are the finest 
in London, WiU you want any other costume 
to-day ? 

Zadg, Only one for .a small dance to- 
morrow, I want something cool and quiet. 

Modiste, You can scarcely do better than 
wear a costume d^JSden^ or as it is facetiously 
termed in England, “ a dress for Eve,^^ It 
is an arrangement in oak leaves and apples d 
la mode de la premiere femme du monae. 

Lady, YeryweU. Let me have it home by 
eleven. 

Modiste, You can depend upon my punctu- 
ality, Madame, If you axe careful not to 
dance too much it will last until 2 a.m., and 
permit of your partaking of supper. I would 
not say this with confidence of all the gowns 
I turn out, hut in this instance you will find 
leaves stronger than flowers. And now, 
Madame, permit me to take your measure. 

\_8cene closes in upon mysteries of the toilet. 


AFTER THE CONGRESS WAS OYER. 
{A SPrange FragmeTtt dealing with a Mystery,) 

Evert important question that could he 
considered had been thoroughly examined 
and decided. The delegates, who had come 
from North, South, East ard West, had ex- 
pressed their satisfaction with everything 
they had seen in London. As for the Britieh 
Empire generally, their admiration knew no 
bounds. “It was magnificent.” “It was 
beautiful.” ‘ ‘ It was grand.” And yet when 
they prepared to take their departure there 
was a shade of disappointment upon their ex- 
pressive countenances, 

“ I wish I could have understood it,” said one. 
It would have been a triumph of ingenuity 
to have comprehended it,” observed another. 

“ The queries of the Egyptian Sphinx were 
the easiest of conundrnms| in comparison,” 
added a third. 

And others chimed in to the same effect. 
But to the very last the delegates tried their 
best to solve the problem. At length the 
company departed. The hall in which the 
great assembly had been held was empty. 
There was one striking object in the deserted 
apartment. It was a book — a yellow- covered 
book. Evidently it had been much read. 
But, in spite of the fingering, there was no 
distinct evidence that the full meaning of its 
contents had been grasped by anyone, 

fiA the quiet of the night the moonbeams 
illuminated the title-page. 

, volume that rested so securely with its 
knowledge carefully concealed between its 
paper covers was Bradshaw's Railway 
Guide, 

Who Wouldn’t be an Aidebman ?— I have 
often wished to be an Alderman, and, after 
reading the foUowing extract from the Bir^ 
Daily Gazette^ I have fixed upon 
West Bromwich as the scene of my aldermanic 
labours. It must be glorious to joke with 
such ease : — 

'W’est Bromwich Alderman’s Joke.— 
lesterday morning when the West Bromwich 
guardians ^tered the Board Boom at the West 
liromwicli W orkhouse, the blinds were all drawn, 
and as a consequence the room presented a very 
gloomy appearance. The business was about to 
be commenced, when Alderman B. Williams 
objected to the blinds being lowered. He in- 
qmred whether their lowering had a political sig- 
ninc^ce, and whether the house was in mourning 
for the death of the Badical Government. If his 
assumption was true he considered they should 
not commence the business until the blinds were 
raised. (^Laughter.) Two of the largest blinds 
were then raised, but six others were allowed to 
remain down,'^ 
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OMNISCIENCE. 

Son of the House, *‘I 'm ooing to Oxford for a week, Mart, so 

MIND AND SEND MT LETTERS THERE. YOU KNOW WHERE OXFORD IS?” 

Mary Elizaleth Jcme {the smart new Parlourmaid who knows every- 
thmg), ‘‘Yes, Sir. Cambridge, of course!” 



KOUNDABOUT EEADINGS. 

Some of ns like our Englisli skort, others prefer it expandedt 
Some of us, for instance, might sajr that “ I^ero fiddled while Kome 
hurnt.” But this hald statement is obyicusly quite unsuited to the 
decorative instincts of the age, for in the Daily Telegraph, only last 
week, I read that “ a notorious Boman Emperor is credited with the 
performance of a violin solo during the raging of a serious oonfiagra- 
tion in the heart of his capital.” The omission of Hero's name 
gives to this sentence a delicate parliamentary fiavour, which brings 
it absolutely up to date. 


But what a noble example it is I Henceforward, for instance, if it 
should ever fall to my lot to write about Henry the Eighth of 
England, I shall feel a mere fool if I state that he married seven 
wives. Ho, no, A JBritish monarch, celebrated in the books of the 
historians as the Eighth, and hitherto the last of his name^ is re- 
ported, on the authority of the Ecclesiastical registers of his time, to 
have entertained so warm and overpowering an affection for the con- 
nubial condition commonly known as matrimony, as to have entered 
into it with a comparatively light heart on as many^ occasions as 
would equal the sum total of predecessors bearing his name who 
have supported the burden of the oroTvn of these realms. For a veij 
slight increase of salary I am prepared to double the length of this 
sentence without adding a single fact to it. 


Here, too, is a delightful extract from a gorgeously illustrated 
volume issued by a firm of house-agents in praise of what they very 
properly term “an imposing structure in red brick.” “It is difiS.- 
cult,” they declare (and after reading their description one can well 
believe it) “to conceive a more replete Town Mansion, embodying 
such artistic and delicate schemes or decoration, one where wealth has 
wrought such a revelation of harmonious and fitly fitments, or 
where the studious consideration of the minutest detail contributing 
to health, enjoyment and comfort has been more completely mani- 
fested. This, combined with its advantageous position removed from 
any main thoroughfare with its accompanying turmoil, renders it a 
perfect dwelling and an idealistic London Home.” 


Ho more by White Star or by 
Guion 

I leave my native land to roam. 
I ’ve purchased and I occupy an 
Idealistic London Home, 

Last year my London I to quit 
meant; ^ 

But now, with all an owner’s 
pride. 


I gaze upon each fitly fitment, 
And, lo, desire for fiight has 
died. 

Place me where schemes of deco- 
ration [increase. 

Give both to Art and Health 
Where Wealth has wrought a 
Bevelation — 

I ask no more, I rest in peace. 


Hext let us contemplate a pure gem of descriptive English from a 
sporting contemporary. It occurs in an account of the athletic contest 
between Cambridge University and the United Hospitals 

Scfucely a cloud flecked the blue heaven yesterday afternoon, and a 
dazzling sky burnished the Stamford Bridge grounds into an acre of reflected 
sunshine. What a pleasant spot the tryst of the premier athletic club on 
which to hold athletic revels ! It was not to be expected that the people 
would show a front at the carnival. So much to do nowadays, what with 
cycling at Hurlingham, and the Beauty wheel show on the Bow in Battersea 
Park. Equal to the occasion though proved many Enghsh girls, and it was 
pleasmg indeed to note their presence in the pavilion and enclosures. Bold 
as Britannia as a rule in this, the nineteenth century. And don’t forget this, 
innocent as a posy all the while. . . . Think of this now. W. Mendib- 
SON (C.U.A.C.), but by birth a J^'ew Zealander, figuratively speaking, gazed 
on the ruins (long jump ruins, of course) of Britishers at Stamford Bridge. 
It was with a chickened pulse that one watched the Hurdle Race. *Pon our 
soul ’twas a dimcult problem to solve a few steps from home to tell which 
would win, Pilkington or Lowe. The flag went up for the visitor from the 
hanks of the Cam. ^ Nevertheless, no one can assert but that the medical 
banner remained hoisted at the truck in honour of their representatives. 
Gallant seconds 1 ... Of course H. A. Munro gave us a taste of his quahty 
in the Three Miles. Verily he ran as though able to keep up pacing from 
sunrise to sunset. ’Twas a glorious victory that he gained. Neither must 
the plucky bid made by Horan be forgotten. Ah! if he had only been 
Mitnro I But he wasn’t, so there was no use in thinking about that. 

How melancholy are these might-have-beens. If Napoleon had 
only been Wellington. But he wasn’t. So there was no use in 
thinking about that. 

Henley Eegatta, I understand, is to be an international festival 
this year. A Dutch crew has entered for the Thames Cup, hut it is 
not stated that they carry a broom in their hows. Hor is it to be 
I inferred that they wiU make a clean sweep of the prize. Besides 
many English crews they will meet a crew from France. Then from 
I Toronto come four Argonauts sailing not for the Golden Fleece, but 
j for the Stewards’ Challenge Cup ; and from Ithaca, H.Y., eight 
! modern Trojans, undergraduates of Cornell University, have set out 
i intent on the capture of the Grand Challenge Cup. To all of them 
I Mr, Hunch extends the right hand of §:ood fellowship, though, 
i being British to the backbone, he cannot wish for their triumph over 
I his own gallant oarsmen. And amongst these he especially welcomes 
I Mr. C. W. Kent, the Hero of Leauder, who, having four times 
j stroked his crew to victory, is once more seated on the slide of honour 
! todefendpossessiou of the Grand, — ^K ent, the pride of joyous Moulsey, 
i whom at his birth the Fates endowed with the triple ^if ts of cunning, 
resource and courage, bidding him wield an indomitable oar in un- 
defeated crews. As when a fox, emerMg from the tangled covert 

But I cannot pursue the Yirgiliau method any further. Let the event 
next week speak for itself. Here ’s luck aU round, and majr the 
best crew he an English one. In any case, may the best crew win. 

The gentlemen from Cornell have brought over with them, in 
addition to their boats and oars, a terrible battle-cry, “ Cornell, yell, 
yell, I yell Cornell.” Manifestly the members of the London Rowing 
Club cannot model themselves on this, for to cry, “London, done, 
done, I’m done, Loudon” would, I trust, he as inappropriate as it 
would certainly be discou raging. 

My recent investigations into the condition of some of our great 
provincial citLes lead me to the depressing belief that something is 
always wron^ with some of their streets. Here, for instance, is 
“Hemo” writing to the Manchester Guardian to complain Hiat 
“ on Saturday evening the Bury Hew Road was filthy, whilst the 
odour was equal to that of the Ship Canal, but different. Formerly 
there seemed to be an effort made to have the road brushed up on 
Friday ready for Saturday and Sunday, when thousands of well- 
dressed and happy people — Jew and Gentile— promenade it on their 
way to breezy Kersal Moor.” But why, may I ask, should there be 
no well-dressed and happy Christians promenading on their way to 
Kersal Moor ? It may he that they have followed our local repre- 
sentatives,” who, “Hemo” suggests, “are enjoying: their holidays, 
or are immersed in golf,” which I take to he a defieate euphemism 
for bunkered. 


A Lite-at-Hight Riddle. — Q, "WKy is it probable that the 
supper provided by the Royal Academicians for their guests at their 
so%rie would be chiefly or entirely vegetarian ? A, Because all the 
dishes are “ R. A. dishes.” 
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THE TRUE TEST. 

^ “ PCcturedestler’s windm). “-Fixo ’Ebbbet, 
Mr^Scr.ver.‘'A.r ^ 


SCEAPS PEOM CHAPS, 

-mS 1° temper justice with jokes P 

Ixiis mportant question has been settled in 
W courts of law, but it 

has been left for bis Honour, Jndge Edge, to 
nse bs own name (instead of somebody else's) 
m me playful manner reonisite to excite 
the Court,” A soHoitor reeeatly 
”8^® ^**1 l>is Honour 
m ae Plymouth County Court a question of 

®* j ®®'“® months 

oonduottd his ailment with much 
warmth and inaoenraoy. . This combination 


of bad law and bad temper enabled the Judge 

w “Stand down? 

said his Honow; “if yon play with edg^ 
tools you must pay for it.” Thus triumphed 
tUe -Caw Md the Judge, and once more ‘^un- 
quenchable laughtw arose amongst the blessed 
gods ” up in the gallery. 

„ earthquake has been sadly 

ne^eoted. Therefore %. Chabies Datisoit, 
-^A,, -c^v^b,, of Birmingham, is writing a 

of BntithSarthquakes of the 
NinMh Century. With a ^ew to ddd to 
the eompleteness of this work, he has appealed 


to the readers of the Western Daily 
for “notices of British earthquakes, either 
past or future, of any kind and from any 
place whatev'er.’^ He specially desires to be- 
come acquainted with earthquakes “ of which 
descriptions aj^pear in the local press, or entries 
are m^e in private diaries. All local papers 


diaries would do well to dive into the past. 
There are so many remarkable phenomena not 
otherwise recorded. Here is one. “Dined 
with Beow last night. Insisted on walking 
home, instead of taking Beown^s advice and 
a cab. Had not gone far when strange thing 
happened. Pavement suddenly upheaved and 
hit me violent blow on forehead. Fell pros- 
trate. Taken home in dazed condition by 
friendly policeman. Ho time to observe ajffect 
of earthquake on adjoining houses. Shock 
very short, but exceedingly severe. In bed 
all day. Large bruise on forehead. Headache, 
&c.” ^ There must be many interesting entries 
of this kind in diaries which will afford valu- 
able material for Mr, Davison’s work. As 
to “ notice of future earthquakes,” which he 
requests, perhaps the Meteorological Office, 
the Geological Society and Zadkiel will 
kindly oblige with probable dates and other 
information. 


WiZAED Ain) WiTTiis.— Long life to the 
Glasgow Sir Walter Scott Club I It “pro- 
motes the study of Sir Waltee’s life and 
writings, and encourages a more familiar 
acquaintance with the localities rendered i 
classic by his pen.” Ninety members set off 
the other day to Edinburgh, and drove in four- 
-in-hands to the “beecny grove” at Melville 
Castle, the Esk and Dehmmond’s Hawthorn- 
den, and then on to the castle and chapel at 
Eoslin. Lunch at Dalkeith, dinner at the 
Balmoral Hotel at Edinburgh, and back re- 

B at eventide to Glasgy, “after the 
at and most successful excursion in 
the history of the club.” This is the way to 
keep up the dignity of literature. Far better 

tllS.Tl IrTnD’TlfTlOrwlB I An 



the Balmoral to wind up— it’s a Talisman 
to make the heart of Midlothian leap up I 

A Musicai. Teeat, A Peonotjncement 
AND A Hint,— Herr Nieisch’s performance 
is so brilliant, and has so much real fire in it, 
as to have given rise to the suggestion that, 
to express the diablerie of his effects, both 
jyEaWes of his name should be short, and 
that his style should be henceforward known 
as the Old Nickish” manner. When the 
^ance recurs, go and hear the symphony by 
Tschaikowskt, Only be prepared. To pro- 
nounce this name correctly you must take 
pungent snuff and sneeze violently while try- 
mg to utter the virord “ Whisky.” Take care 
to have a medical man ready at hand ; also a 
tailor, with needle, thread, and buttons. 

Feom the South Wales Daily News:— 

A S Groom, Coachman, or Groom-Gardener, 

^ plain; wife good Cook; or otherwise, if j 
required. Good references. | 

** if required,” is delicious. She 

would be a bad cook or an indifferent one 
if required.” So convenient ! 

Half-and-Half. 

(•After heading some recent Political Sjpeeehes.') 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTR4.CTED FfiOM THE DUET OF TOBY M.P, 


business-like speech, “ that for every man who has taken part in 
the noble conflict of Parliamentary life, the ehiefest of all am- 
bitions, whether in a majority or in a minority, must be ^to stand 




' ^ f 




House of Commons f Monday^ June 24 . — ^Baok to-day from the well with the House of Commons.” 
booming Baltic to wan Westminster. Given up the company of Kings How in this respect the Leader of the House through two Sessions 

of peculiar difldculty stands with both sides, testified to by a 
" ringing cheer, repeated when Prince Arts dr, who always does 

^ i M these things well, voiced the common feeling as he recognised in the 

' ' i f blushing Squire “one of the greatest ornaments of this House.” 

X “ That ^s all very well, Toby,” said the SquirEj when I offered him 

v; \ y ^X/iTi ' congratulations on deliverance from a situation long become in- 

' W Y \ » tolerable. “ You put it prettily. But I hope the experience of the 

^ ^ t; ^ lastfortnight will bealessonto you. You hadn’t been gone a week 

mM V and two days when the cordite bomb was exploded. Never forget 

^ 'yi'^ whatyoumust have learned in your nursery kennel; 

/ ^ "When the dog ’s away ] 

S/lCnl ^ ^ The rats will play,” 

lllifliil >*.. All business set aside. All Bills dropped save Seal Fisheries. This 

I m iil ^ ^ Cap’en Tommy Bowies, master of himself though Ministers fall, 

III I ill ^ ( jS^ proceeds to discuss as calmly as if nothiog had happened. Whilst 

I I 2 other Members already have their eyes on their constituencies and 

' ll " ^ ^ towards the door. Tommy, buttonholing Time as it were 

I I I j U - with his hooked arm, leisurely discusses the close season for Seal 

P " Business done, — The Government’s. 

Tuesday, — ^Honse met again, expecting further particulars about 
f\ 2 " the Ministerial crisis. Benches full, but not so crowded as yester- 

( ^ Again the Squire, Prince Arthur, and Joseph absent. The 

\ ^ ^ ^ two latter not expected. When they reappear they will sit side by 

M ^ A side on Treasury Bench. But where was the Squire ? 

I \^ / ft Preliminary business finished. House waiting for next move. 

( I\. Must be made by Squire. Where was he? Members tossed about 

. seats. AU eyes strained towards space behind Speaker’s chair, 

[ A whence Ministers approaching Treasury Bench emerge. Minutes 

" Cl 0 ^^ ^ \ it? passed ; Squire still tarried. Horrible rumour that cordite had 

done fresh stroke of work. Frepebich Milner said he dis- 
tinctly heard sound of explosion in neighbourhood of room of Leader 
^ of House. Another report was that Squire had been kidnapped, 

"iT shipped off to distant colonv by direction of new Secretaby of 

Jesse, the Pilot-Engine, clears the Line ! STATE. Whilst probability cf these wild guesses balanced, Squire 

entered, whole and hale. Had been waiting to hear from The | 
and Q-ueens which formed Don Currie’s daily fare ; descended to level Maskiss. Nothing had come, so must adjonm. 






Jesse, the Pilot-Engine, clears the Line ! 


of Commons, And what a state of things to come back to 1 
less than a fortnight ago, with House in almost comatose 
state. Even the Busy B’s had ceased to hum. Tanner no 
longer disturbed at hour of midnight by poignant curiosity 
as to when the Dook would retire. Silomio, his head ban- 
daged after latest buffeting by Edward Grey and Sydney 
Buxton, temporarily silent. Alpheus Cleophas for awhile 
content with management of House by “my right hon, 
friend the Chancellor op Exchequer,” In a moment, 
in the twinkling of St. John Brodbick’s eye, crisis and 
chaos come. Ministry blown up with charge of cordite, 
surreptitiously brought in; concealed under Front Opposi- 
tion Ben< h ; fired in the dinner hour. 

“Cordite?” said Tomlinson. “What is this cordite 
they’re all talking about ? Thought it was something they 
made trousers of.” 

“No, no,” said Private Hanbury, up in all military 
matters. “ Yon ’re thinking of corduroy.” 

House crowded from furthest bench of side galleries to 
gangway steps on floor. A buzz of excitement completes 
fulness of chamber. Only two empty seats. These on front 
benches, where Squire oe Malwood and Prince Arthur 
were wont to face each other. Joseph’s seat below gangway 
filled by Courtney, who, in honour of occasion, has put ou a 
white waistcoat and a sinile. Wears^ both throughout pro- 
ceedings. A loud cheer welcomes a:reival of Prince Arthur 
looking graver than usual. Three minutes later another rings 
forth, and the Squire of Malwood enters with slow step and 
countenance set, suitable to the obsequies of an assassinated 
Ministry. Jesse Collings comes in ; startled by cheer from 
Irish Members. 

“ Joe ’s not far off,” said Tim Healy, grimly. “ In times 
like these sends Jesse on ahead, like the pilot-engine that 
goes before Czar’s train. If there were any murderous plot 
on hand, by Justin McCarxecy or any other brigand, the 
blameless figure of Jesse would be blown into space, and 
J OSEPH would proceed on his journey with his hair unsinged.” 

On stroke of half -past three Squire of Malwood made 
formal announcement of familiar fact that Government had 
resigned ; The Markiss had been sent for ; Ministers kept 
their places only till their successors were appointed. 


Business House adjcurned. 



I would ask leave to say,” the Squire, with unwonted make me laugh! ” ^ , , , 

tremor in his voice, obseryed, bringing to close bis brief, Colonial Ch-mb'-rlrn, Well, hang it. Jokey old 


Theib. New Suits. 

Admiral G-schm, ‘*Oh, I say, Joey old man, what a comical costume! It docs 
ake me laugh ^ ** 

Colonial C^mb-flrn, « WeU, hang it. Jokey old boy, you can’t say much ! ” , 
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Wednesday.— settied: SamEB aMonnoea that Mabkiss Lm 
tindert^ea to form new Ministry, Writs moved for elections 
vacancies consequent on acceptance of office. Amongst West 
Birmingham, Joseph having undertaken to care for the glomes. 
Prospect of “ Oar Joe ” as Sage op Q,ueeh Aiote’s G-ate affection- 
ately caJlshim, sitting in Cabinet Council with The Mahhiss. steangely 
moves House, Irish Members in particular give vent to feenngs in 
cries that forebode lively times for new Minister. 

House lost crowded appearance of earlier days of week. Interest 
already transferred to constituencies. Gtoest among absentees. Sahe 
looking for him everywhere. Been reading article in magazine where 
Goest writes: — “ A lady resident in East London informed me that 
she once knew a man who was attending fourteen doctors at the same 
time. The man died.” 

Saee wants to know what was the matter with the-doctors ? Why 
the mm was attending them ? And whether this is cited as case of 
overwork, or of dea^ resulting from infectious disease ? ^ ^ 

The worst of Sark is that his curiosity is almost feminine in its 
intensity. 

Business Foundation stones of new Ministry laid, 

BLouse of Lords ^ Thursday ,— a crowded House. The 

Maekiss, not seen 
in his place since he 
became Prime Min- 
ister, now there 
faced by Eosebeev. 
Large attendance 
and eager interest 
explained by at- 
tempt to purloin 
Seals of SECRETAEr 
op Spate poe Wae. 
In dim and distant 
future this likely 
to rank with the 
Diamond l^ecklace 
Affair. Saek, who 
has been reading 
Radical newspapers 
on incident, tells me 
aU about it. 

As soon as Tote 
of Censure passed 
on Cawhell-Ban- 

NEEHAN, MaEHISS 
became possessed 
of ^ uncontrollable 
passion for instant 
possession of his 
seals of office. How 
was it to be done? 
Cawmell a Scotch- 
man * not easy to 
get loose property 
out of his grip. 
Maekiss. instinct 
with innuences of 
spacious times of 
Queen Elizabeth, 
not to be trifled 
with. Clapped his 
hands. Enter 
faithful henchman, 
one ScHOMBEBO. A 

„ , , stoutly-built man 

of ^ heroule^ strength, bow^ legs, grizzled beard, short thick 
hmr like hand-spikes standing th) above pair of ears resem- 
blmg nothing so much as Tower Bridge when, in opening, either 
flap stands out at angle of forty-flve degrees. A certain piquancy 
|iven to his features by front tooth protruding like tusk of wild. 

** ScHOKBEEG,” said The Maekiss, hoarsely, “I want Cawmel- 
Banneekan’s Seals. His address is 6, Grosvenor Place, S.W. He 
comes home late, with a latch-key. Take twenty stout fellows, as 
Iffie yourself as the country produces. Await his coming. Take 
the Seals, If he resists, a snt weasand will scarcely he noticed in a 
iwpnlatxon of (according to the last census) 4,349,166. But bring 

That is Sabk’s idea of the episode after reading the papers. The 
Maekiss s version differs iff some details. 

-Bemwsss d<me, ^T^ Maekiss, challenged by Rosebeet, says new 
Ministry have no pohcy at present. However, since Rosebery seems 
anxious on pcant, will send over to WEraELEv’s and see what can be 
done. 



SUNDERED LIVES. 


Bertie, “I thought you Two never met without Kissing. 
Anything the matter ? The Green-eyed Monster ? ’* 

Muriel. “Ko, you silly 1 HatsI*’ 

A DISCOVERY IN LIQUEURS. 

Sir, — You remember ATr. Squeers^s system of theoretical and prac- 
tical teaching, “ ‘ W-i-n-d^-e-r^s.'^ Go and clean ’em ” ? Of course 
you do ; and if the quotation is not letter perfect, it is its “ spirit,” 
which is more suited to my present theme, at all events. Well, Sir, 
“them’s my principles.” Accordingly, after reading your advice 
as to taking a Summer Sunday trip to Calais and back by Calais- 
Dozlvres, or one of the large boats in L. C. and D. service, I acted 
upon it, and went. The trajet was simply perfect ! Such weather I 
Sea so calm I Breeze refreshing ! Company distinguished I Com- 
mander Wattelbled, and First Lieutenant Caeini, with all hands, 
waiting to give us (at a price as fair and moderate as the Channel 
breeze on this occasion) excellent refreshment. But to sing their 
praise is not my point ; they do their duty, and pay it too, as we 
voyageurs have to do, on cigars, teas, and tobacco. I had time to 
refer to hotel’s list of wines and liqueurs, and among the latter there 
appeared a name which brought tears to the eyes of the wanderer 
far from his English home ; and that name. Sir, coming after 
“Hummel, and Marasqnin, and Whisky,” was “ Ola — 

“ j^m Gim” with an “m.” How far superior to “ Gin” with an “n.” 
It brought fo^ mind early days of catechism, “ ilf. or N, as the case 
may 5^.” This was a case of liqueurs. How preferable the soft liquid 
m ” to the less soft “ w ” iu maMng “ Gin ” into “ Gim ” ! And 
how much one would like to alter the spelling, and make it “ Old 
Tom Jim,^'* Would he not be seized upon by a French librettist as 
the very name, war excellence^ for a typical Ancient English Mariner 
in an opera? Don’t you see it? “ Capitaine John Smith; First 
Mate^ Old Tom Jim ” with song (nautical). Vive Gim ! Now, with 
my discovery, I regain the good ship, and, once aboard the lugger 
. . . by the way, there is an eighteen-penny tax now levied by the 
French on those who land at Calais. “ Happy Thought, Don’t 
Unhappy Thought^ if we don’t land in the pas-de- 
Calais^ the result will be pas de dejeuner. So — “bang goes sax- 
pence,” for “We don’t kill a pig every week.” 

Yours, Thomas lb Vieux. 

. one-and-sixpence extra on landing at Dover! 
All the “fun of the fare.^’ eh ? 
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OPERATIC NOTES. 

Monday.’- Qimi% new Opera, Faust Some people say they’ve 
heard it before. Others add, “ Yes, and more than onee this season.” 

Unwritten law in Codex Druriolanum is “ Ton 
can’t have too much of a good thing.” There 
different ways of dressing chicken ; 
so with Faust This time Faust comes and is 
served with /Sawce Jfar^rwm^e d VFmma 
Uncommonly good. Faust lui^meme d 
\ V Alvarez goes down nncommonly well. Mejlsto- 

Flan''on Sauce au hon diahle. a little overdone, 
perhaps, but decidedly a popular dish. Baton of 


B Bevionani keeps all the ingredients well stirred 
np. House full. 

Tuesday. — Carmen. Madame Bellincioki 
and Signor Ancona going strong. Capital house, 
spite of shadow of dissolution being over us aU. 

Wednesday. — Nozze di Figaro^ with Emma 
Eames as Countess, singing charmingly, and 
looking like portrait of Court Beauty by Sir 
Petee Lely. MaureUAlmaviva all right for 
voice, but not up to his Countess in aristocratie 
appearance. However, this is in keeping with character of nobleman 
whose most intimate friend is his own barber, and who makes love 
to the barber’s fiancee who is also his wife’s/emme de chamhre. 


violent language over so small a matter as the rejection of some 
plans, A quarrel, however, has taken place in the Town Council, 
and terrible words have been spoken ; — 

“In the course of a discussion on the rejection or some plans, Mr. Mar- 
GRETT accused the ^ acting chairman of the Streets Committee (Mr. 
Parsonage) with being influenced by personal and political motives against 
the person (Mr. Barnfield) who sent them in. Mr. Parsonage warmly 
retorted with the lie direct, and told Mr. Margrett that he knew he was 
lying. Mr. Lenthall accused Mr. Parsonage of being ‘slip-shod’ in 
his method of bringing up the minutes of the Streets Committee, because 
he had passed over without comment a dispute between the Corporation and 
the Board of Guardians. While denying this imputation, Mr. Parsonage 
said he would even prefer to be ‘ slip-shod ’ than to follow Mr. Lenthall’s 
example of giving utterance to a long-winded and frothy oration over such a 
trumpery matter as a road fence.” 

After this I quite expected to read that some one— • 

... raised a point of order, when 
A chunk of old red sandstone took him in the abdomen, 

And he smiled a sort of sickly smile and curled upon the floor ! 

And the subsequent proceedings interested him no more. 

But the matter seems to have dropped, and everything to have 
ended peacefully— a great and bitter disappointment to all lovers of 
ructions. 


EOUNDABOUT READINGS. 

At the Oxford and Cambridge Athletic Sports on Wednesday Ipt, 
great surprise was expressed at the defeat of the hitherto invincible 
Mr. C. B. Fey by Mr. Mendelson in the Long Jump. Mr. 
Mendelson, who comes to ns from Hew Zealand, has not only done 
a fine performance, hut he has also jumped into fame. It is at any 
rate obvious that it is quite impossible for him to represent Ms 
University in the High Jump, for 

With a musical name (though he varies the spelling), 

This youth from New Zealand is bound to go far. 

He couldn’t jump high, since (it ’s truth I am telling) 

No master of music e’er misses a bar. 

The Long Jump, snatched like a brand from the biming, practi- 
cally gave the victory in the whole contest to Cambridge, who also 
won the Weight, the Mile, the Three Miles and the Q,uarter. 

The light Blues triumphed, fortune being shifty ; 

They cheered FitzHbrbert sprinting home in fifty. 

For strength the weight-man’s parents have a hot son. 

Witness the put of youthful Mr. Watson. 

Lutyens, who always pleases as he goes, 

Eomped in, his glasses poised upon Ms nose. 

And none that day with greater dash and go ran 
Than the light Blue three-miler, Mr. Horan, 

Uttrtng the practice of the crews for Henley Regatta there has 
been one exalted contest, wMch I cannot remember hearing of in 
former years. My Sporting Life (of wMoh I am a diligent and a 
constant reader) informed me that “at one time it did seem as 
though Jupiter rluvius was about to swamp Old Boreas, but the 
latter proved too tough.” Qruite a sporting event, evidently. Why, 
oh why, was not Old Boreas present when Pelion was piled upon 
Ossa ? The whole course of (pre) Mstory might have been changed, 

A Newcastle contemporary has been discussing the art of adding 
to the beauty of women by the use of cosmetics, &c. May I commend 
the following extract to the notice of the ladies of England ? 

I “ No woman is capable of being beautiful who is capable of being false. 
The true art of assisting beauty consists in embellishing the whole person by 
the ornaments of virtuous and commendable qualities. How much nobler 
I is the contemplation of beauty when it is heightened by virtue ! How faint 
and spiritless are the charms of a coquette, when compared with the loveli- 
ness of innocence, piety, good-humour, and truth— virtues wMch add a new 
softness to their sex, and even beautify their beauty ! That agreeableness 
possessed by the modest virgin is now preserved in the tender mother, the 
prudent friend, and the faithful wife. Colours artfully spread upon canvas 
may entertain the eye, but not touch the heart j and she who takes no care : 
I t© add to the natural graces of her person, noble qualities, may amuse as | 
j a picture, but not triumph as a beauty.” ' 

Cheltenham is a pleasant place. I quote from a memory wMoh 
, is, I kuow, miserably defective : 

I Year by year do England’s daughters 

In the fairest gloves and shawls 
Troop to drink the Cheltenham waters, 

And adorn the Cheltenham balls. 

This is not the place that one would naturally associate with 


Even in aquatic matters Ireland is a country of surprises. In the 
Eight-oared race the other day for the “ Pembroke Cup,” there was 
a dead-heat between the Shandon Boat Club and the Dublin Uni- 
versity Boat Club. In the row-off, the Irish Independent says that 
“ Boat Club caught the water first, but after a few strokes Shandon 
forged in front. After the mile mark, Shandon were rowing 
eighteen against the Boat Club’s nineteen or twenty. In the next 
three hundred yards Boat Club dropped to seventeen, the others 
being steady at nineteen all through. About one hundred and fifty 
yards off the fishery step the Boat Club quickened up to forty and 
i got within two feet of their opponents. Then,' amid the greatest 
excitement, Boat Club got in front and won by a canvas.” A stroke 
oar who can row a race at nineteen to the minute all through is 
steadier but certainly less versatile than one who can spring 
suddenly from the rate of seventeen to the rate of foi^. As 
admirable as either is the genius of the reporter who describes the 
event. 

Mr. H. M. Hynbman is the Socialist candidate for Burnley, He 
advocates “ the immediate nationalisation and socialisation of r^- 
ways, mines, factories, and the land, with a view to establishing 
organised oo-oneration for production and distribution in every 
department under the control of the entire community. There shonld 
be a minimum wage of thirty sMllings a week in all State and Muni- 
cipal employment, as well as in State-created monopolies,” There’s 
a modest and practical programme for you I But this windy gentle- 
man’s opponents may reply that they prefer the system of each for 

Mmself, and d 1 take the Hynbman, to all the verbiage of the 

Socialist froth-pot. 

Many reasons have been given for the fall of the late Q-ovemment. 
It has been left to a correspondent of the Birmingham Daily Post 
to discover the real and only one. “ It is most unfair,” he says, “to 
hold them entirely responsible for all the shortcomings, blxmders, and 
failures wMoh distorted their administration. How could they help 
these things ? Has it never oceiirred to you that the Government of 
Lord Kosebeey was the ‘13th’ Parliament of Q,ueen Yictobia? 
Can anybody reasonably expect good government from, a 13th Par- 
liament ? It is out of all question.” What persifiage^ what wit I 

I soEEOw over the new town clock of Dalkey. In my Freeman^ s 
Journal I read that, at the monthly meeting of the Dalkey Town- 
ship Commissioners, a letter was read from Messrs, Chancelloe 
Sons, stating that the new town clock could not be made to strike- 
hut Ihey eoxSd make a new clock for ilOO. The letter was marked 
read— and no wonder. If it can’t strike, it had better be wound up, 
and Dalkey is obviously the place to wind it. Otherwise there 
seems no reason in the TownsMp’s name, 

Clevedon is, I believe, in Somerset, Anyone m search of a 
sensation ought to have gone there last week, for it is stated that 
“Mr. VicTOE Hosiki’s Spectral Opera Company commenced a week’s 
engagement at the Public HaH ou Monday evening,” I cannot 
imagine a spectral hasso or tenoi'e rdhusto. And^ in any case, why 
should the unfortunate operatic spectres he harried into giving public 
performances ? 

Musical Honoues I !— The friends of Sir Heney Jambs, a.C., 
M,P., will celebrate Ms being raised to the peerage by serenadmg 
with “ The Aylestone Chorus. 
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“VIVA L’lTALIA!” 

AdmiraZ PunO, (to TlaZia, o% the occasion of her Med visUing EngUnd). •' Weloomb, uia Bxixa, to you amb'youb spibkdid Ships 1 I comb op ah ou) Itauah Pamilt mysblp I 
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HEE PEEVIOUS SWEET- 
HEAET. 

Wednesday, — Yiolet has ac- 
cepted me, this very day, the hap- " 
piest of my life. She is the 
sweetest and prettiest woman in 
the world. I have loved her long 
and passionately. She has not 
loved me long, and she could never 
love me passionately. She is rather 
unemotional. Even when I kissed 
her this afternoon for the first 
time she was qnite calm. She teUs 
me she has once loved, as tho^h 
she oonld never love again. Her 

f reyions sweetheart was a Captain. 

am a mere writer. His name 
was Perct Piantaoenet Chol- 
MONDELET. MineisJoNES. I hope 
that in time she may forget him. 

Thursday, — Meet her in the 
Row, and sit nnder the trees. She 
is fond of horses. So am I, but I 
j do not ride often. She mentions 
that Captain Cholmondiley was 
a splendid rider. Listen patiently 
to what she tells me. 

Friday, — To the Opera with “ 
Yiolet and her people. She does 

not care for Gounod’s Faust, H 

Prefers a burlesque with comic 
son^s. Says the Captain sang 
comic son|rs admirably, with banjo 
accompaniment. When it’s well 
done, 1 also like that. Tell her so. 

This encourages her to further 
reminiecences. Of course, she is 
right to conceal nothing from me 
now we are engaged, but frank- 
ness, even engaging frankness, 
may be carried too far. Manage 
to change the subject at last, and 
then unfortunately the Soldier’s 
Chorus reminds her of a parody in 
an amateur burlesque which Cap- 
tain Cholmondeley and so on. 

Saturday, — Meet her at Hurl- 
ingham. She is so fond of polo. 

She says the Captain was a splen- 
did player. I expected that. A 
sort of Champion of the World. 

Of course, I never played in my 

life. Listen to an account of his 

exploits. Rather bored. 

Sunday,’- Tip the river. Y ery hot d ay. 




FREsr* 
















SO THAT DOESNT COUNT. 

Abb you sure they ’be quite Fresh?” ‘*Wot a Question to abst! Can’t yer see 
THEY ’re Alive ? ” “ Yes ; but you ’be you know I ” 

Delightful to lounge in | letter of farewell. I read it critically. It is very short. Point out 


the shade and smoke. Yioiet more energetic. Compels me to exert to her nine mistakes in speUing, and four in grammar. She gays I 
myself. She says the Captain could do anything in a boat. No am brutal. Indignation. Argument. Scorn. Tears, Farewell. 


myself. She says the Captain could do anything in a boat. No am brutal. Indignation 

doubt, I am prepared to hear that he shot the Falls of Niagara in a 

punt. He was a wonderful genius. I am tired of hearing of him. 

Monday, — To Mr. Montqomeey-Mumby’s dance. Yiolet there q-rE 

of course. We boHi like dancing. Get on charmingly together. 

Suddenly something reminds her of the ever-lamented Captain quite sure tn* 


GREAT WHEEL GOSSIP. 


Farewell 


Suddenly something reminds her of the ever-lamented Captain Are you quite sure that it is sale r i. x xv 

P, P. C. I suggest that he has said good-bye to her for ever, as his _ th^e have been aR^rts of stones ab^t this sort of thmg, 
initials show. She does not see the little joke. Have to explain it to J ^on t believe it. The ^^^ce went, you^ow. 

T mi . _ . •_ TiT« J T^x ^x V^x /ill vrAct i\T T'nnTI +nOT. 'ft ftll lUOnT.- iVrt’ttr TCTA UTA ATT. riA’W 


her. Then she says it is a very poor joke. No doubt it is*, but she . yfs, of co^se. Th^ that’s fright. Now we we off. How 
needn’t tell me so. Annoying. A certain coolness between us, interesting I We can see the tops of the houses I But what axe we 
Tuesday ,— To like French play with Yiolet and her aunt. She .. j. .. 

understands French very welL Seems to think a lot of me because Oh, for other passragers to get into t^ cars, 

I know something of several languages. Ask her if Captain Chol- i^ut twee-quartere of w hour, ‘ Well, nc 

MONDELEY was 'fend of learning languages. Am prepared to hear there is a mi^and we cant see 

that he was a second Mezzofanti, On the contrary, it seems that — J®®; can. Why, that must be eitns 
he couldn’t speak a word of anything but English, and that he Hyde Pa^ Battersea Park, 

didn’t speak very much that was worth hearing even in that. The Jcu t thir^ there is much an it why 

only French he could understand was in a menu. Apparently he People getting in and out. W^, now w 

never read anything else in any language, except the sporting papers minutes of it, I shaJl be glad to be Imme. 

in English. Have at last found some&ng he could not do. i)e- here we we. Now we can get out. Co 

lighted. Unfortunately show this. Yiolet begins to defend him. Ho, we^ow’tl We ham missed the Ian 


use Oh, for other passengers to get into the oars. How long does it take? 

OL- About three-quwters of an hour, ■ Well, now we we off again. 

,ew Why, there is a mist, and we can’t see ^ything. 
tat Oh, yes, we can. Why, that must be either Eensmgton Gwdens, 
he Hyde Pwk Comer, or Battersea Park. 

Che Oon’t think there is much in it. And why are we stopping ? 
he People getting ia and ont. Well, now we have had thirty-five 
lers minutes of it, I shall be glad to be home. 


Oh, here we we. 
No, we can’t I 


Now we can get ont. Come, that is nice I 
We ham missed the landing^ and ham to go 


I say he must have been rather a duffer. She retorts that I can’t round again, ^ . t x-l* i xi. v x -p xt, v-i • • 

plavpolo. What has that to do with it? Again a coolness between us. two journeys I think the best way of thoroughly eujoymg 

Wednesday,— It is all over I We have parted for ever. She the Wheel is to sit fast, dose your eyes, and think of something elsel 
oould never forget that confoxmded Captain. Asked her this mom- * X fact. July 6, Mr, TmohU Representative was taken round twice — 
ing, when she was telling me of his shooting elephants, or alligators, the second time against his will— in company with an indignant shareholder 
or rabbits, or sparrows, or something wonderful, why she did not and several impatient, yet sorrowful, passengers, who complained of missing 
marry bim. She says it was broken off. She shows me his last appointments, &c., in consequence of their “ extra ” turn. 
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IN THE EARUS COURT INDIA. 

In Bombay Street, Indian City. Time— About Eight p.m. 
A Matron {to her friend, as they approach the natives at work) 


you see, if we douH look sharp, we shan’t he in time to secure an 
outside table at the Restaurant. Much jollier dining in the open air. 

Mis Cousin Imogen, Oh, it’s too hot to ifAmA of food. I’m not 
in the least hungry— are you, Belle ? 

Belle, No ; I ’d ever so much rather see the Burmese dancers and 


A Matron Ho her friend, as they approach the natives at work). Belle, ISO ; i/a ever so muuu uaxiuers ana 

Evfr^brseemVfofsSe here, my dfar. lust the place to get a the Indian conjurors. I don’t want to waste the best part of the 
JiverytMiig seems ior s^e aere, y ffive her something evening over dinner ; we might have some of that moe Indian tea 

X Uri aKeTdomf and a |iece of cake by-and-by, perhaps if ihere’s 
taWef oh Sblol^l... See, Jane, this one is making glass . ^ ^ t^Afess o/Mr. Gott^at. 

bmriea ’ ^ Well ^711011 wonlS. think it rather shabby if I Energetic Leader (to hts party, who arefaznt, hut pursuing). No, 
ewf her ^pai of aoseT I^ght get one apiece for Coot and there s nothme pwti^ar to see here. I teU you what my plan is. 
fSffiBE-^r^ts so ™teM for any little attention of We ’ll go andjo the Kinetoscopes ^d Phonographs, haye a look 

that sort— though I shoulwi’t like to encourage a taste for finery ; at the Great Wheel, and some sh^s at Jhe Rifle Range, cross over 
v^Ttr^doyW veU when we come back. . . . Perhaps one oi and take a turn on the Switchback, flmsh ^ 


bangles Well, no, Emily wonld t. 

gave her a pair of those. I might get 
Phoebe — servants are always so grateful 
that sort— though I shouldn’t like to en 




' ‘‘l / /' 


"wit sapper at Spiers and 

/ / Pond’s, and a stroll 

es, yon make a “ Stands smiling feebly.” ^a darkened 

-n,. interior representing a cooUe sleeping m an Indian hut, which a 
mis my^ ^ leopard is stealtMly entering). Ah, now I do call that something hSe.' 

3BBIB, my man, x m tmnJsmg^ your mither wouldna’ just approve Lovelv I ainH it ? 


those brass dinner- 
gongs— there’s alarge 
one, I see, marked 
seven-and-sixpence — 
hut I’d rather give 
her something quteter 
—something she ’d 
value for its own sake. 

. . , Now one of those 
chased silver howls— 
twenty-five-and-nine- 
penee? Well, it seems 

a little and though 

I was always verv fond 
of her moQier, Emily 

was never 1 must 

^AiViAoverit. . , . She 
might like a set of 
beetle -wing mats — 
only they *re not likely 
to entertain much. . . . 
How would one of 
these embroidered 
tablecloths — eh? oh, 
I ’m sure I ’ve seen 
them much cheaper at 
Liberty’s; and be- 
sides {After a 

prolonged inspection 
of various articles at 
various stalls,) After 
all, I shall he going to 
Tunbridge WSls next 
week. I think I’ll 
wait. I might see 
something there I 
1 liked letter, you 
^owl 

A Wife {to her hus-‘ 
hand, who is examine 
ing the stock of a 
native shoemaker 
with interest). No, 
Charles. I put up 
with a great deal for 
the sake of your 
society of an evening ; 
hnt if you imagine I 
am going to have yon 
sitting opposite me 
with your feet in a 
pair of slippers sepa- 
rated into two horrid 
toes, yon make a 




dreadful things down and come away. 


“ Stands smiling feebly.” 


^BBiE my^,rVtluDk^;yo«xiith«^^^^^^ L^^dy I ' 

^m^takkm ye to ao » as ypn Burmese dMoing- Mrs. Mo^ It ’s heautifuL ’Ow ever they cau do it all ! (After 

T.piWT.V mflTi witJoot ne^tff ® ft® « pame.) Why, I do belieye there ’s a animal of some sort up at the 

®“dl Can you see him, SamsonP 

Inim bodies yu .their snake-chaimin’ an’ no gofiess Mr. Moul. A ammall wheii^? Ab T 


doms^ ^ Ride nn fViA filAT\Vm>n ?9 SMHe-chairmn an ao godless Mr, Moul, A animal! where? Ah, I can make out somethink 

Se?forMe^r^''’™^®™^”““^ so mony houny sichts to be Jfrs. ^o«l. Well, I niyer j so there isl To think o’ that now. 

iJw YbiTyes^ ySy hi- powere of observation. 

*^^ow ^ ^ ^ ^ Indian Thea.tre. 

Mis Ckmsin Beiu! But they may have stonned hr fhen T he^squats on the st<we and takes out serpents 

just see him finiRb the pattern * it ’stf>o ^ haskets). Here is a sna-ake— no bite— Bombay cobra, vem 

Mr, Gourm, I— er^on’t wnt to Mrrv von^vnn VnnTtr atiItt audience,) Bisbeegeobra, 

want to Aurry you, you know, only, dis smabl cobra. ( One of them erects its hood and strikes at Ms foot. 
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which he withdraws promptly,) No bite, verri mocb nice sna-ake. 
{^JEfe plays a tune to them ; one listens coldly and critically the others 
slither rapidly towards the edge of the platform^ to the discomposure 
of spectators in the front row ; Magician recaptures them hy the tail 
at the critical moment^ ties them round his neck and arms, and then 
puts them away, like toys,) Here I have shtone ; vend good Inglis 
sbtone. I bold so. (Closing it in his fist,) G-o away, shtone. Goto 
Chicago, Leeverpool, Hamburg. (Opening fist,) Shtone no dere. I 
shut again. (Opening fist,) One, two, Inglis shillings. (Singling 
out a Spectator.) Ton, Sar, come np here qneeck. Comonn I 

The Spectator, Not me ! Not among all them snakes yon ’ve got 
there -don’t yon think it ! 

The Magician and a Tom-tom player (together), Yerri nice 
sna-akes~no bite. Comonn, help play. 

Angelina (to Enwru, as the invitation is coyly hut firmly declined), 
EjDWiisr, do go n^ and help the man—to please me. And if yon find 
him ont in cheating, yon can expose him, yon know. 

[Edwtn' clambers up and stands, smiling feebly, at Magician’s 

side amidst general applause. 

The Magician (to Edwin). Sit down, sit down, sit down. Now 
yon connt— how menni sillings ? Dere is seeks. 

Edwin (determined not to be taken in), Eonr, yon mean. 

The Magician, ^ I tell you seeks. Count after me— One, tree, five, 
seeks. Shtill onli four, yon say ? Shut dem in your hand— so. Now 
blow, puff s at his fist,) Open your hand, and count. One, 

two, tree, four, five, seeks, summon, ight, nine, tin, like, vise ! Dis 
Inglisman make money verri moch nice ; verri goot Inghsman. Put 
dem in your hand ag^, and shut. Hublo I Now open. 

[Edwin opens his fist, to discover in it two small and extremely 
active serpents, which he rejects in startled dismay, 

Angelina (to herself). How nasty of Edwin ! He must have felt 
them inside. 

The Magician (to Edwin). Yerri nice sna-akes ; but where is my 
monni? (Edwxn shakes his head helplessly,) Ah, dis Inghsman 
too moch plenti cheat. (He seizes Edwin’s nose, from which he 
extracts a shower of shillings,) Aha I Yerri goot IngUs nose— hold 
plenty monni ! 

Angelina (as Edwin returns to her in triumpH), No ; please turn 
your head away, Edwin. I can’t look at your nose without think- 
ing of those horrid shillings ; and oh, are yon quite sure yon haven’t 
got any of those horrid snakes np your sleeve? I do wish yon 
hadn’t gone ! [/Sb does Edwin. 

A Serious Old Lady (as the Magician produces from his throat 
several yards of coloured yarn, a small china doll, about a gross of 
ienpenny nails, and a couple of eggs). Clever, my dear ? I daresay ; 
but it seems to me a pity that a man who nas been given such 
talents shouldn’t turn them to better account I 


DALY NEWS, AND DRAMATIC NOTES. 

Ere these lines can appear, the Two Gentlemen of Verona and 
their two Ladies will have vanished from Daly’s Theatre like the 

baseless fabric of a 
dream, leaving, how- 

A ^ pleasant 

M recollection of the 

stageasit was, with 

W- ' Mb ?ood music, pictn- 

1*“' IwfW resqne co^tnm^ and 

In* ’ ^ IffilW dwell in our memo- 





nes as an excep- ! 
tionaJly attractive 
revival. 

Mr. Geoeoe 
Clarxe. the “stern 
parient,” appeared 
as something be- 
tween a Doge and a 
Duke, and equally 
good as either, yon 
bet; that is, “’low- 
ing,” as Uncle 


ELECTION INTELLIGENCE. 

Brybury-on-the-Focket, — ^Both candidates very busy. Meetings 
are being held aU day long at the principal hotels, and any number 
of livery-stable-keepers have promised to lend their carriages on the 
day of election. The agents on either side have an enormous staff of 
assistants, and trade was never known to be brisker during the 
present century. 

Crowncrushington,—Tin& will be a very near contest. As political 
feeling runs rather high, a number of extra beds have been prepared 
in the hospitals. The police have been reinforced, and the mifitary 
are close at hand, and every other preparation has been made to 
secure the declaration of the poll with as little friction as possible. ^ 

Meddle-cum-Muddleborough, — ^At present there are seven candi- 
dates, but as three of these have issued their manifestoes under some 
misapprehension it is not unlikely that the number will be reduced 
before the day of nomination. It is not easy to foretell the result, as 
since the establishment of the ballot every election has ended not 
only in surprise but stupefaction, 

Selfseekington, — It is not unlikely that there will be no contest in 
ihis important borough. The (until recently) sitting member has 
fixed the day that would naturally have fallen to the function of the 
returning officer for the laying of the foundation stones of his Baths, 
Wash-houses, Free Library and Town Hall, and the opening of his 
Public Park. 

WroUenborough,—The popular candidate has pledged himself to 
Fupporting Local Yeto, the Licensed Yiotuallers, Establishment, 
Disestablishment, Home Eule, the Integrity of the Empire, Anti- 
Yaccination, the Freedom of the Medical Profession, and many 
other matters of conflicting importance. The polling will be of a per- 
furctory character, as expenses axe being cut down on both sides. 

Zany-town-on-tne- Snooze,-— There will be no contest in this divi- 
sion, At present there is no intelligence of any sort to chronicle. 


Tag eoe the TESTmoNiAi.— “ The power of Grace, the magic of 
a name.” 


The Duke discovers the rope-ladder under good as either, you 
Yalentine’s cloak. . that is, “ ’low- 

“ The Rope Trick exposed.” UnJle 

Remus has it, that either Doge or Duke has passed the greater 
part of his life in the United States. Mr. Frank Worthing (nice 
seasidey name on a hot 
night in town) a gentle- 
manly - villainous Broteus, 
and Mr. John Craig an 1 

, equally gentlemanly - vir - # V 

taons Valentine, So “Gents a 

both ” are disposed of. Mr. 

James Lewis, as Launce, 
playing “the lead” to his 
dog, put ^ into the part new 
humour in place of the old 
which has evaporated by 
fluxion of time, Launce* s 
sly dog, very original; part (4' 

considerably curtailed. , . . Mifllrti yy 

I see that a descendant ' . 


of Tyrone Power appears 
as “Mine Host.” I did 
not gather from his costiune 
that he was “ a host in him- 
self,” but thought he was a 
Yenetian Judge or retired 
Doge;^ the latter sumoise 
receiving some confirmation 
from the fact that, while the 
singing was going on, he, be- 
ing somnolent, “ doge’d ” (as 
Mrs, Gamp would sayj in nis 
chair. Sleeping or waking his 
was a dignified performance. 
MissEmoT agraceful^yZ^?^a, 
who, as a Milanese brunette, 
is artistically contrasted with 






Miss Rehan as Julia. 

“ The Third Page iu her life.” 


Miss Ada Eehan, of Florentine fairness, as Julia, All that is wanting 
to this sketchy character Miss Rehan fills in, and makes the design 
a finished picture. Improbable that Broteus should never recognize 
Julia when disguised as a boy until she herself reveals her identity. 
However, it was a very early work of William’s^ mere child’s play. 

The most Clement of critics, our learned and ever amiable Scotus 
of the Daily Telegraph, speaking with authority from 
Ids column last Saturday, recalls to us how many English 
actors and actiesses have successfully played in French 
on the Parisian stage, and adds to the list the name^ of 
Martb Halton, who, excellent both in singing and acting 
as La Cigale at the Lyrto, will soon appeax at a new 
theatre in Paris, where she is to “create” French roles-- 
M-'g which, ‘Mile. MARiE,isaverypleasantwayofmakingyour 

bread. But if we have in this actress an English Chati- 
Yf MONT, why does not some such astute manager as Mr. 

Edwardes, the Universal Theatre Provider, induce Halt- 
on to Stay on— here, not only for her own “ benefit,” but 
for that of the Light Opera-loving public ? 
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THE OLD CHIEFTAIN’S FAREWELL 

[** The impending Dissolution brings into its 
practical and final form the prospective farewell * 
whicli I addressed last year to the constituency of 
Midlothian.’’ — Mr, Glmstone^s Farewell Letter to 
the Flectors of Micllothian,'\ j 

Air — JBums’s “ The FarewelV* 

It was a’ for our Glorious Cause 
I sought fair Scotland’s strand ; ! 

It was a’ for fair, rightfu’ laws 
To bless the Irish land. 

My dear ; 

To bless the Irish land. 

Mow a’ is done that mah. could do. 

And a* seems done in vain, 

Mv loved Midlothian, farewell, 

1 manna stand again, 

My dear ; 

I canna stand again. ^ 

Tor fifteen lang an* happy years, 

That ne’er may be forgot, 

"We have foregathered, loved, and fought. 
Fare farther I may not,. 

My dear ; 

T’are farther may I not. 

Yet say not that onr love has failed, 

Or that onr battle ’s lost ; 

Were I yet yonng I *d fight again. 

And never count the cost, 

My dear; 

And never count the cost. 

Thither we Ve won mony a fight, 

You follow!^ where I led ; 

I ' But now late Winter’s c hillin g snows 
Are gatherin’ round my hea3l, 

Mv dear ; 

Axe gatherin* round my head. 


And times will change, and Chieftains pass. 

Lang time I *ve borne the brunt 
Of war ; and now I *m glad to see 
Carmichael to the front. 

My dear ; 

Sir Tammy to the front. 

A champion stout, I mak nae doubt, 

He *11 carry on my task. 

To see ye braw and doing wcel, 

Henceforth is a’ I ask. 

My dear ; 

Henceforth is a’ I ask. 

True Soot aiQ I— Midlothian’s heart 
I won. Mow I fare far, 

And leave a yonnger chieftain, Tam, 

To lead the Lowland war, 

My dear; 

To lead the Lowland war I 

He turned .him right and round about 
Upon the Scottish shore. 

He gae his bonnet plume a shake. 

With “Adieu for evermore, 

My dear ; 

•Adieu fox evermore I 

“ itosEBEHT will from fight return, 

Wi* loss or else wi’ gain : 

But I am parted from my love, 

Mever to meet again, 

My dear ; 

Mever to meet again. 

“ When day is gone, and night is come, 

A* folk are fain to rest ; 

I *11 think on thee, though far awa’, 

While pulse throbs in this breast, 

My dear; 

While pulse throbs in my breast ! * 


OUR BOOKING-OmCE. 

Smith, Elder & Co. are carrying out a 
bappvthongbt in png ecting what they call 
the Movel Series, a title which is the least 
felicitous part of the business. It is designed 
to meet the views of those who desire to pos- 
sess, not to borrow (or indeed to steal) good 
books. Tbe volumes will not be too large to 
be carried in tbe pocket, nor too small to lie on 
the shelf, Meatly hound, admirably printed, 
they are to cost from two shillings up to four 
shiUings, presumably according to length and 
the inclusion of illustrations. The series leads 
off with The Story of Bessie Costrell^ by Mrs. 
Humphry Ward. The story, if not precisely 
pleasant, is' decidedly powerful. Once taken 
up, there is uncontrollable disposition to read 
on to the end, a yearning the size of the volume 
makes it possible conveniently to satisfy. The 
new series starts with a promise announce- 
ments of succeeding contributions seem likely 
to fulfil. The Baroh de Book-Worms. 


New Carillon at tke Royal 
Exchange. 

^ The tunes are admirably selected. Eirst 
air every morning, “ I know a Bank,” to be 
known as “ The Morning Air.” 

For Fanic Bays, — “Oh dear, what can 
the matter he I ” 

Bad Business “Mae luck about 

‘ the House.* ** 

Good Business, — “Here we go up, up, 
up I ” 

South African MarJcet Chorus, — “Mine 
for Evermore I ” 

This scheme of arrangement is to b 3 gene- 
rally known as “ The Bells'* Stratagem,'*'* 
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SCRAPS PROM CHAPS. 

A Eeai UircjaowNED EjNG.~At a 
meeiing of the Town Commissioners 
of Kinsale, a report of the proceed- 
ings discloses a conversation of a 
trnly remarkable kind— 

“The Chairman thought that if they 
paid Mr. Punch his quarter’s salary up to 
the 1st February they would be dealing 
very fairly with him, especially as they had 
appointed his son as nis successor. , . , 
Messrs. Kiely and P. S. O’Connor con- 
tended that as Mr. Punch was never dis- 
missed by them, and the non-performance 
of his duties was through no fault of his 
own, he was entitled to some remunera- 
tion.” 

We should think he was, indeed! 
Some remuneration, quotha ? Does 
not the mere fact that he hears a 
name honoured and revered in every 
corner of the globe entitle him to a 
pension on the very highest scale 
Imown to the L. G-. B. ? Not, we 
need hardly say, an “ old age” pen- 
sion. Peroetual youth is the pre- 
rogative 01 all Punches, And they 
“have appointed his son as his 
successor.” Well, of course! How 
can a Punch do anything but suc- 
ceed ? He would be a rum Punch 
if he didn’t I G-reetin gs to our distant 
kinsman of Kinsale I 


One Man, One Toppee!— In the 
Glasgow Herald somebody writes as 
foUows:- 

“ It is surely time Mr, Duncan saw to 
his bus-drivers’ hats! Such a miscel- 
laneous collection of seedy hats, I think, 
could not be found elsewhere ; they are a 
positive disgrace to the city.” 

The writer ought to have signed 
himself “Macbeth;” the “un- 
guarded Duncan,” whoever he may 
be, must be on his guard, or pas- 
sengers wiU strike for better hats. 



MAKING ALLOWANCES. 

The Little Minister, “How well you’re looking, Mac- 
CULLUM I ” 

The Big Farmer, “Wbel— I’m weel in Pairts. But I ’m 
OWBR MuCKLE to be WEEL all OWER at AIN TIME 1 ” 


All bus-drivers and conductors should 
wear silk hats, to typify the habitual 
softness of tbeir address. Why not 
put them into livery at once ? The 
company that did that would pro- 
bably attract no end of custom. No 
revolution like it, since the abolition 
of the box-seat! Uniform charges 
and uniformed conductors should be 
the future rule of the road. 


“Not Kilt, but Spacheless.”— 
At Clonakilty Sessions the other day, 
the following evidence was given: — 
“Patrick Feen was examined, and 
stated he resided at Dunnyeove, parish 
of Ardfield. . . . Gave defendant’s brother 
a blow of his open hand and knocked 
him down for fun, and out of friendship, 
{LaugMefi ,y'* 

What a good-natured, open- 
handed friend Mr. Patrick Feen 
must be! John Hegartt, the 
person assaulted, oorrohorated the 
account, and added, — 

“"When he was knocked down, he 
stopped there. {Laiighter,y^ 

In fact, he “held the field,” and 
“remained in possession of the 
gronnd.” Who will now say that 
the old humour is dying out in 
Erin? 


Op Dr. Tristram (Shandy) in the 
Inconsistory Court.— “0 Tris- 
tram ! Tristram I Tristram ! ” * 

“ And pray which way is this affair 
of Tristram at len^h settled by 
these learned men ? ” 

“ToSy” to Yorich, 


What a nice dish for lunch would 
be what we find mentioned in the 
Racing Order of the Day, i,e, Plate 
of 150 sous.” Excellent I To be 
washed down with a draught of 
Guineas stout ! 


BRIGGS, OB BALLIOL. 

Part I. 

Briggs was the gayest dog in Balliol, If there was a bonfire in 
the quad, and if the dons found their favourite chairs smouldering 
iu the ashes, Briggs was at the bottom of it. If the bulldogs were 
led a five-mile chase at one o’clock in the morniug, the gownless 
figure that lured them on was Briggs. If the supper at Yinnie’s 
became so uproarious that the Proctor thought it necessary to 
interfere, the gentleman that dropped him from the first-fioor window 
was Briggs. Anyone else would have been sent down over and over 
again, hnt— Briggs stroked the Balliol boat : Briggs had his cricket 
blue; Briggs was a dead certainty against Cambridge for the 
quarter and the hundred : in short, Briggs was indispensable to the 
College and the ’Yarsity, and therefore he was allowed to stay. 

But what is this ? A cnange has come over Briggs. He is another 

man. Can it he ? Impossible— and yet ? Yes, it began that very 

night. Everyone has heard of Miss O’Gress, the Pioneer. She 
came up to Oxford to lecture ; her subject was “ Man : his Position 
and Eaison d^UreP Briggs and I went to hear ; went in light 
laughing mood with little fear of any consequences. We listened to 
the O’Gress. “ There is no doubt,” she said, “ that Man was 
intended by Nature to he the Father. For this high callmg he 
should endeavour to fit himself by every means in his power. He 
should cultivate his body so as to render himself attractive to 
Woman. He should be taE,”— her eye fell on Briggs — “he should 
he handsome,”— still on Briggs— “ he should he graceful, be should 
be athletic.”- At this point her eye seemed fairly to feast on Briggs, 
and a enrious lurid light lowered in it. She paused a moment, I 
was sitting^ next to'BRiGGS, and I felt a shiver run through him, I 
looked at Ms face, and it was ghastly pale. I asked Mm in a wMsper 
if he felt faint? He impatiently motioned me to be silent, and 
remained, as I thought, like a bird paralysed beneath the gaze of a 
serpent. I heard no more, so anxious was I on my friend’s account ; 
nor could I breathe with any freedom until the audience rose and we 
were once again in the fresh air. 


The following day there was a garden-party at Trinity. Briggs 
said he was playing for the ’Yarsity against Lancashire, and there- 
fore could not go. Imagine my surprise then, when, as I was doing 
the polite among the strawberries and cream, I caught sight of Mm 
slinking down the lime grove at the heels of the O’Gress. I rubbed 
my eyes and looked again. Yes, it was Briggs indeed. The face 
I was nis ; the features were Ms ; the figure was his ; the clothes were 
Ms— but, tbe buoyant step? the merry laugh? where, where, oh I 
where were they ? 

* Hf * * 

The Long Yac. passed, and we were all up again for Michaelmas 
Term. There was a blank in our circle. “Where’s Briggs?” 
asked Brown. “Where’s Bbiqgs?” asked Trotter of Trinity. 
We looked at one another. What ! Nobody seen Briggs ? Not up 
yet ? — Better go and see. We went to his rooms. No Briggs there, 
and not a sign of his coming. We went to Jones. Jones knew no 
more than we; to Smith, Green, KoBiRTS-all equally ignorant. 
At last we tried the Porter, What ! hadn’t we heard the news ? 
News ? No ! What news ? The Porter’s face grew long. Why, 
Mr. Briggs, ’e weren’t cornin’ up no more. Not coming up? 
Not coming up? Nonsense! Impossible! — ^Fact, gentlemen, fact. 
The Master, ’e’d ’ad a note from Mr. Briggs, sayin’ as ’ow ’e 
wouldn’t be back agin. No one knew nothink more than that. No 
one could explain it. : 

There was despair in Balliol. What would become of us ? With- ' 
out Briggs we could never catch B. N, C. Magdalen would bump, 
us to a certainty, and we could hardly hope to escape the House, In 
football it would be just as bad. Keble and Exeter would simply 
jump^ on us, and not a single Balliol m^ would have his blue. The, 
position was appalling ; ruin stared us in the face ; the College was, 
iu consternation, for Briggs had disappeared. 


NOTE BY A NATIONALIST. 

“ Home Buie all Bound ! ” That cry is in the air : 

Wkat Ireland wants, though, is Home Buie all square. 
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f lonias 

Born, May 4, 1825. Died, June 30, 1895, 

Another star of Science slips 
toto tne Btadow of eclipse !— 

Yet no; the nowise gone, 

But burning still, and travelling on 
The nnbqm future to illume, 

Md dissipate a distant gloom. 

‘ Time man of Science be, yet more, 

Master of metapbysio lore, 

^ver of history and of art, 

He played a multifarious part, 
mth clear bead and incisive tongue 
^wered, on all be toncbed be flung 
Those rarer charms of grace and wit 
Great learning may not always hit. 

^ bis ** Hege lady Science ” true, 

He narrow^ not a jealous view 
To her alone, but found all life 
With charm and ethic interest rife. 

plain lore of germ and plant, 
With dreams of Hamilton and Kant, 
^ ^ts of the weat human plan, 
^gland in him has lost a Man. 

2^e great Agnostic, clear, brave, true, 
Tau^t more things, may be, than he 
deemed he knew. 

Business. 

{drawing up protpectus). Shall I 
Company” with a big C ? 

MmeH Broken Certainly, if it a sound 
It represents “Company” with a 


MR. BRIEFLESS, JUN., ON THE LONG 
VACATION. 

Hnfobtunatelt I was prevented, by an 
appointment of a semi-professional character 
—I had been desired by a maiden aunt to give 
her my advice upon a question of damage 
^sing out of a canine assault committed 
by her lap-dog— from being present at the 
General Meeting of the Bar, and conse- 
yiently was unable to table part in the annual 
deliberations of my learned and friendly col- 
leagues. From what passed on the occasion 
to which I refer, I gather that there was an 
indmation to call the Benchers of the Inns 
of Court to account. It seems to me— and I 
heheve that I am right in the opinion— that, 
so long as our Masters worthily represent the 
mgnity of the profession, we Members of the 
Inner and Outer Bar have no tangible cause 
for complaint. 

But I fancy the leading subject at the 
borensio Congress was the Long Vacation. 
Judmg from the numerous letters that have 
reached me from both branches of the pro- 
fession, this is a matter of the first import- 
ance to all of us, I have heeu asked by 
many of my learned and friendly colleagues, 
and my n^ly equally learned and even more 
fnendly ohents, to give my opinion on the 
aubjeot. One respected correspondent who 
hails from Ely Place, writes, “How could 
you posably recover from the wear and tear 
ot your arduous practice in Trinity Term, 
^h August and nearly the 

for recuperation?” I quite agree mth ISr 


Geoege — I should say, my respected corre- 
spondent— that as I near “the Long,” I do 
feel the need of rest— nay, even considerable 
rest. Then a learned friend who represents 
not only the Bar, but chivalry iu its forensic 
form, sends me a caricature of “ Dicky W.” 
that would suggest that were the holidays 
to be decreased, a wearer of a most distin- 
guished order, and an athlete of no small 
fame would be reduced to a condition of com- 
plete collapse. Once again, an ornament to 
our Bench— perhaps the greatest ornament- 
honours me with the suggestion that were 
we to lose a month of recreation, it might 
sadden the terraces of Monte Carlo, and 
eclipse the merriment of Newmarket Heath. 
It IS needless to state that all these com- 
munications have had weight with me. 
Still, I have deemed it desirable to approach 
the subject with an open mind. It seems to 
me (and no doubt to many others) that the 
question narrows itself into a matter of 
finance, I have therefore taken Poetengton 
into my counsels, and examined with imusnal 
care the pages of my Fee Book. After much 
consultation with my admirable and excellent 
clerk, and an exhaustive audit of the figures 
of my forensic honoraria^ I have come to the 
matured conclusion that the lengthening or 
the shortening of the Long Vacation does not 
anect me financially in the very least. 

{Signed^ A. Briefless, Jttnioe. 
Fump-handk Court, June 22, 1895. 

Footbaxl is to be played in aH the schools 
and colleges of Bussia. The champion of the 
game is kno'vm as Prince Khxeoff. 
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ON VIEW AT HENLEY. 

The most charaoteiistic work of that important official, the clerk of 
the weather. 

The young lady who has never been before, and wants to know the 
names of the eignis who compete for the Diamond Sonlls. 

The enthusiastic boating man, who, however, prefers Ixmcheon when 
the hour arrives, to watching the most exciting race imaginable. 

The itinerant vendors of “ coolers ” and other deHghtfnl comestibles. 

The tronpes of nigp:ers selected and not quite select. 

The house-boat with decorations in odious taste, and company to 
match. 

The “perfect gentleman’s rider” (from Paris) who remembers 
i boating at Asni^res thirty years ago, when Jxjies wore when rowing 
I lavender kid-gloves and high top-boots. 

The calm mathematician (from Berlin), who would prefer to see the 
races represented by an equation. 

The cute Yankee (from New York), who is quite sure that some of 
the losing crews have been “ got at” while training. 

The guaranteed enclosure, with band, lunch and company of the 
same quality. 

The “very best view of the river” from a dozen points of the 
compass. 

Neglected maidens, bored matrons, and odd men'out. 

Quite the prettiest toilettes in the world. 

The Thames Conservancy in many branches. 

Launches : steam, electric, accommodating and the reverse. 

Men in iannels who don’t boat, and men in tweeds who do. 

A vast multitude residential, and a vaster come per rail from town. 

Three glorious days of excellent racing, at once national and 
unique, 

ii aquatic festival, a pattern to the world. 

And before all and above all, a contest free from all chicanery, and 
the very embodiment of fairplay. 

PnoM A CoEEESPONDENT. — occasionally come across 
allusions to * Groves of Blarney,^ Which Groves was this ? There 
was a celebrated fishmonger known as * Groves of Bond Street ; ’ is 
Groves of Blarney an Irish branch of that family ? ” 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTKACTED EKOM THE DIARY OE TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons, Monday, July 1.— Presto I Quick trans- 
formation scene efiected to-day. Conservatives to the right ; Liberals 
to the left. Stupendous, far-reaching change ; one of those rarely 
hanpy events that please everyone. Hearing what people say, it is 
difficult to decide ^ich the more pleased, Liberals at Deing turned 
out, or Conservatives at springing in. On Ministerial side happiness j 
marred in individual oases by being left out of the Ministry, 

“I’m getting up in years now, Toby,” said The Majrkiss, “and 
I’ve had pretty long experience in making up Ministries. But I 
assure you I’ve been staggered during last week, including in 
special degree the last hour. The more offices assigned, the narrower 
becomes the basis of operation, and the more desperate the rush of 
the attacking party. You ’d be surprised if you saw the list of men 
who have asked me for something. As a rule they don’t put it in 
that general way. They know precisely what they want, and are 
not bashful in giving it a name, though they usually end up by 
saying that if this particular post is disposed of, anything else will 
do. In fact, Hke the cabman and the coy fare, they leave it to me. I 
am, as you know, of placid temperament, inclined to take genial 
views of my fellow-man. But I declare, if the process of forming a 
Ministry under my direction were extended beyond a fortnight, I 
should become a confirmed cynic.” 

Business done, — ^Parties change sides, 

Tuesday , — “ Quel four pour le ton JoeP^ said my Friend, 
dropping with easy grace into the French of Aldemey-atte-Sark, 

House fuU, considering the nearness of Dissolution. Members 
anxious above all things to meet their constituents, (grudge every 
hour that holds them from their embrace. StiU, it is well upon 
occasion to practise self-denial. Ten days or eyen a fortnight with 
constituents during progress of contest inevitable. Just as well 
not to anticipate. So House crowded to see Pbince Aethttb 
return. Slight fiush on his cheek as with swinging stride he comes 
to take up sceptre Peel once held, that Dizzy deftly wielded, that 
Gladstone of late laid down. After him, second only to him, 
Joseph— Joseph in his very best summer suit, appropriate to occa- 
sion when sun shines most brightly. Then Jokih, who hag 
descended to frivolity of white waistcoat, which casts ghastly pallor 
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over festive sceae. Last of aU, type ia these days of stera, unhead- 
inor Toryism, Michael Bjcks-Beach. , v, 

“Beach,” said Sark, comin? back to tke Eaglish tongue, has 
never either manoeuvred or wobbled. He is of the very ilqwer oi 
English political squirearchy. He has principles and convictions, 
and he sticks to them. So, when a Conservative Ministry arrives, he 
walks in last, and. on the Treasury Bench, takes any seat others may 
not have appropriated. Consider these things, Toby, my boy, 11 





























you ^re bringing up any pups to a political career, the study may he 
nsef d to you and them.” Private Hanburt got his stripes. After 
pegging away for years at Treasury, Prince Arthur now put him 
on to repd attacks, ^ Will do it well too. An admirable appointment. 
Bad thi^ about it is, that it breaks up a cherished companionship ; 
pa^ friends by the height and width and hack of Treasury Bench. 

Budne&s done. — ^Min&ters sworn in. 

Thur^dm^ — Kotable change come over Boltonparty in the 
last few days. Unmistakable Eetreat-from-Moscow look about 


him. When Liberal Q-overn- 
ment went out and Joseph 
handedTHE Markiss to thefront, 

Boltonpartt beamed with large ,) 

content. The Sun of Austerlitz 

“ Joseph,” he said,^ folding his 
arms in historic fashion, lettinjg 
his massive chin rest ^on his ^ 

manly chest, what time his noble MfB 

brow shone with the radiance of 

mighty thoughts, “ Joseph wiU mm 

never forget his early friend and M 

ally. It’s not as if at the last mm 

General Election I stood under 

his dag, won a seat, and laid it Mm 

at his feet. I fought North St. 

Paucras as a Home-Buler, cap- nlu 

tured it, and before new Par- 

Hament was many months old, iHl 

went over to other side, making ’ m 

early rift in lute of Gladstone’s - IB i 

majority. Some men in such ^ 

circumstances would have gone ' | 

back to their constituency and 1^ 

said, ‘Dear hoys, there’s amis- 

take somewhere. You elected 

me on a particular understand- 

ing. Since then I have taken 1 

another view of^he^sitnation a:^ 

return the trust you placed in 

my hand, and give you oppor- M lim m 

tmiity of electing me again, or 
choosing another man.’ ^That 

might have led to inconvenience. I lu Mfel iB 

Wouldn’t run any risk ; so kept 
my seat, and voted steadily with '"iTf J M 

J OSEPH. Suppose they won’t put P W l Im 

me in the Cabinet right od? But 
I shall have choice of fiwt-dass 

£iF’SS'&eSf?'d The .ewTec^y 

oftheTreaBury.Mr.H-nh-ry. 

Office, ^ Don’t know whether there ’s any particular uniform for 
Financial Secretary, If not, could soon knock one up from old 
portrait of the Emperor,” 

Day after day Boltonpartt stayed at home, expecting every hour 
to he sent for. Nothing came till Wednesday morning’s papers 
arrived, with the news that son Austen was Secretary to the Admi- 
ralty, Jesse OolungtS was installed at the Home Office, and Powell 
Williams— who never set a squadron in the field, and didn’t in any 
respect resemble the Emperor Napoleon— was Financial Secretary to 
the War Office ! ^ “ That ’s bad enough, Toby,” said Boltonparty, 
filing away an iron tear that coursed down his steel-grey cheek, 
“But there’s worse behind. What do you th’nk Joseph did 
when he heard I^as^t 

offered^ ine a statue! jCfO 

Akers-Douglas could 
pick up on reasonable 
terms an old statue of 

Napoieon ; with a li^e ^ 

serve, and &ere was a 

place r^dy^on tlm site ^ 

weie’s, ^There was, he - 

ture’ of Napoleon Cross- ^ ^ N 

^ouldn’t ^here he a 1 Jj I j nil ^ 

Eoa^S’ortk'’pJnorM? // /*3||H || H || [^^^ 

I This is man’s gratitude I / ^ 

r I’ve been cruelly Elba’d jA^g 

L on oiie side, and nothing 
, remains for me now but 
' St. Helena.” ‘ ■' 

Business done, — All, Toby runs down to his Constituency, 


Business done , — All, Toby runs down to his Constituency, 

Saturday ^ — Prorogation to-day, with usual imposing ceremony. 
On Monday, Dissolution. Off to the country. Of conrse no one 
opposes me in Barks. But must do the civil thing by my constituents. 
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TO A LADY HUMOEIST. 

Yojtr lau^li would oliase away 
the blues, 

Your smile is always sunny, 
One must be gay— who could re- 
fuse? 

Your “mission” is just to amuse; 
Discardmg all blue - stocking 
views. 

You fancy what is funny. 

You have no fads on Man’s De- 
scent 

From something quite atomic. 
On Diet, DisestaWishment. 

On Dress, Diminishing of Rent, 
Divorce or Dockyard Discontent — 
You seek for something comic. 

You wear no hygienic shoe. 

Your dress is never frightful. 
Your sense of humour makes you 
• ' too 

Alive to what you should not do. 
You laugh at folks, not they at 
you, 

■ You write what’s quite de- 
i-' Ughtful. 

So laugh, and always make us 


gray; 

■ Stem women are alarming, 

^ The boldest men, I need not say. 
Are simply scared by such as 
they. 

You do not bore us, anyway. 

Your conversation ’s charming. 



Unmetrical Adaptation of 
Molhie Burns* celebrated Line 
to the New Woman, whether 
in male attire on or off Bicycle, 
in her Club, driving her trap, doe,, 
8cc. — “A woman’s a woman for 
k^that.” 



OUR BOORINa-OFEICE. 

Of Mr. Athol Mathew’s J2Vs- 
tory of Bunch the Baron can at 
present say nothing, no copy of 
this work having as yet been 
brought to Our Booking Office, 
and without a ticket-of-leave, or 
ticket-for-leaves, granted by Mr, 
Bunch bimself , per the Baron de 
B.-W., the book of Mahtj (“Mono 
he is called and Mahu,” as 
Shieley Beooks used to quote 
from King Lear) will not have 
received the “ imprimatur,” Al- 
ready it appears, as we read in a 
letter from Mr. Eenet Spiel- 
MAHH (who, if any man living 
knows anything about Mr, 
Bunches history, is the Punchian 
Biographer and Historian par ex- 
cellence and “by appointment”) 
to the Daily Chromcle, Friday, 
July 12, that in Mr. Mathew’s 
book there are numerous errors 
on important matters. May- 
hew-manum est errareB But 
“ Herr Yoir Spielmann will put 
him right in his forthcoming 
book,” says Judiciotts 

Baeoh PE Book-Woehs. 

Covent G-arden Opera Peo- 
VEEB. — “When in doubt play 
BaustP 

‘ * Happy Thoxtuht 1 ’ ’ {Apropos 
of a recent case in the Maryle- 
bone Bolice Court), — ^What a good 
title for an old-fashioned panto- 
mime in the East End (where 
the real pantomimes used to be) : 

Sarlequin and the Mysterious 
Manx Mannikins ; or, Snapshot 
and the Demon Camera ! ” 


BEIGQS, OE BALLIOL. 

Part II. 

i • Two years passed, and never a syllable could I learn of Bnieos. 
Then I met Trottbs of Trinity at Piccadilly Circus. “ By the 
wav,” said he, “I suppose you have heard about poor old Briggs ? ” 

Ho ! ” I cried. ‘ ‘ What of him ? ” “ Oh^ I thought you would be 
sure to know, or I would have broken it to you more gently.” 
“Why?” I asked, with apprehension, “Has anything happened 
to him?” “Well,” he relied, with some hesitation, “I— er— I 
hardly like to tell you. You were such a friend of his.” “ You 

don’t mean to say that he is ? ” “ Dead ? Ho, poor fellow, not 

dead exactly, but worse than that, I fear. He has become a New 
Man, you see.” I looked at Trotter in bewilderment. “ Why^ou 
see, he is married — yes, he married the O’ (Stress, you know. Poor 
Briggs I I saw him yesterday, and, upon my word, I should 
scarcely have known him. But go and see him yourself ; you wiU 
never believe my story.” 

J Trotter wrote me the address on a card, and the next day I 
'called. The maid looked somewhat surprised when I asked for 
Mr, Briggs. He was at home, oh, yes, he was at home, but she 
^didn’t know whether he could see me or not, as he was feeding the 
"^baby. This announcement rather staggered me, but I pulled myself 
together sufficiently to assure her that I was an old friend of 
Ji&, Briggs; and, on learninpr this, she asked me to walk upstairs, 
;“;This is the nursery,” she said, when we had reached the topmost 
•stbrey. “ You will ^d Mr. Briggs inside.” 

H opened the door, and what a scene greeted mel There was 
BtoGS, my old friend Briggs, the gallant Briggs of Balliol, rocking 
ceaselessly to and &o the while he crooned in a low monotone to a 
.bun^e of pins and flannel that lay cradled in his arms. I sprang 
forward to grip him by the hand. He laid his finger on his lips, and 
in an agonised whisper murmured, “ Sh !-^You’ll wake the baby I ” 
I controlled myself, and sank into a chair, to which he motion^ me. 
Briggs hu^ea the infant anxiously for a minute or two until it was 
well asle^ ; then he turned to me^ and witb a sickly smile whis- 
pered, “ I’m glad to see you, Robinson, but please talk very gently, 
tOT fear of waking the Cutsababoo,” 


It grieved me to hear poor Briggs talk in this^ fashion, but there 
were a thousand questions I was burning to ask him. 

“ Oh, Briggs, why did you leave Balliol so suddenly ? ” Sh 1 ” 
he answered, loohing nervously round him. “ She took me aw^.” 
“ And why did you never write to anyone ? ” “ Sh ! She forbade 
me.” “Forbade you?” “Yes. yes, indeed. Oh, Robinson, you 
do not know my wife ! ” I was inwardly thanking my stws that I 
had not this honour when Briggs, overcome with his^ emotion, sud- 
denly Rung up his arms and covered his face with his hands.^ The 
action upset the equilibrium of the baby, which rolled off his lap, 
feU on the floor, and awoke with a scream. With a cry of dismay 
Briggs caught up the bundle, and tossed it violently up and down, 
addressing it the while in such intelligible terms as these — And 
did it wake its darling ducky Cutsababoo, it did 1 It was a naughty 
cruel Dada, it was ! ” . 

It would be hard to say which made the greater noise, Bmggs or 
the baby ; but Briggs had the staying power, and after a fight the 
baby gave it up. Briggs g^ed at it as it lay exhausted in ms ams, 
then turning to me, he said, “I think the Cutsababoo has done 
crying now, Robinson. Will you excuse me if I sing him to by- 
byes ? ” In olden days Briggs had a glorious baritone voice, and to 
hear him sing the Balliol Boating Song was a musical treat. I there- 
fore readily agreed to stay and listen. ^ “ The Duckydoo is very 
particular,” explained Briggs. “ He will only go to sleep to his 
own ickle tune, The New Lullaby, 

** Mummy is making the money, 
Cutsaba— Cutsababoo ! 

To buy a new bonnet for sonny, 

A jacket for Daddykius too. 
Daddy will dandle the Darling, 
And show him his beautiful toy. 
Hushaby, Pet ! Baby, don’t fret ! 
Sleepery, Peepery Boy ! ” 

Beiggs had just reached the end of the second verse when his 
keenly sensitive ear canght the sound of a latchkey turning in the 
door. A look of terror crossed his face. “It’ssAa.' IV^sheP* 
he cried. “ Oh, Robinson, if she flnds you here I Oh, if you love 
me, fly I ” I needed no second bidding. With a hasty gnp of the 
hand I hade my friend farewell, and this is the last that has been 
seen of Briggs of Balliol. 


“ Mummy has gone to the city, 
Cutsaba— Cutsababoo ! 

But Mummy wiU think of her Pretty, 
And buy him a little toy too. 

Daddy will dandle the Darling^ 

And show him his beautiful toy. 
Hushaby, Pet! Baby, don’t fret ! 
Sleeuerv- Peeuerv Bov ! 







THE MODERN MAID OF ATHENS. 

John BvZl {hedtatingly)» **Maid of Athens, ere we ‘part* ” Maid of Aihem* {mterrupt^^ ‘‘Think what you owe to Attic Art I” 

[At the inviiatioii of the Prince of Wales, a large meeting of these interested in the British School of Art at Athens was held on July 9 in St. James's Palace. The Prince of Wales said : 

“ I sincerely hope we may soon hear that the School has been placed in an assured position for ever .*^ — Times * British School of Archseology. 
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CUE EOE CAl^VASSEES. 

{By a Cynic, ) 

[“ In all the doubtful constituencies the result 
may be regarded as depending largely upon the 
persuasion and argument brought to bear upon indi- 
vidual electors .” — The Yorkshire FosU 

Peesuasion ? Argument ? Very nice names 
For Radical Caucnsites, Primrose Dames, 
And other retailers of party riddles. 

Ex parte statements, and taradiMles! 
Gregarious voters, of old bribes did you all : 
Now argument deals with the “ individual.” 
With the man—or his wife— you must seek 
occasion. 

Canvasser clever, to try “persuasion.” 

To “argue” that Blogqs is the likeliest 
chap 

To pour prosperity into your lap ; 

To “persuade” the Missus that that 
Mcduiai: 

Will deprive her “man” of his beer and 
work I 

Oh, sweet are the virtues, upon occasion. 

Of moral (or even wnmoral) ’suasion I 
When blankets run out and when money ’s all 
spent, 

Then, then comes the value of “ argument.” 
And if the “ argument ” takes the form 
Of orders and jobs in a perfect storm ; 

And when “ persuasion ” the future gauges 


’Twixt you and me, and the [Yorkshire) 
Eost ! 

A Dalx Saceieice io Shaespeaee.— 
Again, thanks to the enterprise of Mr. 
Augustin Daly, one of Shaespeaee’s 
comedies is rendered resplendent with ap- 
propriate accessories. A Midsummer Nighfs 
Dream, furnished with new illustrations, 
and sparingly curtailed by necessary “ cuts,” 
becomes more poetical than ever. Miss Ada 
Rehan is a “dream”, in herself, and Mr. 
Lewis, as an American playing in England, 
becomes “translated” every evening to the 
complete satisfaction of an appreciating and 
crowded audience. The play should run from 
Midsummer into Michaelmas. 


A HENLEY BARCAROLLE. 

[By a Barasyllabie Swain,) 

Mt lovylade, I peg and bray 
That you will pun nay joint to-day • 

And we will, dreaming o’er the stodge. 

In some remote lackwater hedge. 

We’ll take a man Joe, bandoline. 

And hick- cup, as we slop between 
The bangled tanks— we ^ sink and drip, 

And strum the things on board our ship. 

List to my lovesick, mew, and come 
Far from the giddy, higgling gum I 
Relaying hearses, we will croon, 

And through each glowering hide we ’ll spoon I 



A LABOUR OF LOVE! 

Benevolent Lady [who has with infinite trouble orgamsed a QomJbry Bxcwrsion for some over- 
worked L<mdm Dressmakers), “Then mm> you 're at the Station at Nine to-moreow, 
Eliza, I do hope it won’t Rain 1 ” 

Miss! I ’owp not, to be sure 1 The Country’s bad enough when it’s 
Foixe, yn*t it, Miss ? ” 


Advertisement [in Standard”),^ 
“ Great Yarmouth, Small House, Close 
Aquarium and sea. Servant left,^' Who was 
there when “ servant left” ? Also why “close 
Ajiuarium and sea”? Perhaps easy but un- 
wise to close the former, but quite impossible 
to shut up the latter. 

“Good Bis ’’-let. “Tell that to the 
Marines.”— The United Services Cup was ad- 
j udged to the Marines at Bisley. In this com- 
petition the Marines were the best, “all told.” 


A Smoking Christian Concert.— In these 
smoking hot Jul]^ days a Smoking Mission 
seems a ^ood notion. Yet the Baccy-nalian 
misBionanes may probably have to say, “ We 
have pipe’d unto you, and you have not 
respond^,” except as long as the supply 
held out. Will there be distributed tracts 
entitled A Bird^s Eye View of Heaven^ A 
Short Cut to Truth, Beturns to Virtue, 
What is Life f — A Mixture ! 

Proverb a propos op latest New Waltz, 
“ King Gbetchbn.”— “It’s the last Strauss 
that breaks the record.” 


Bawbees across the Boeder. — The 
Dundee Advertiser has recently published 
a table showing the distribution of Mms- 
terial salaries amongst Peers, Liberal Union- 
ists, and Scotchmen. According to our 
canny contemporary, “ Scotlaiid fares badly 
in the new Administration.” The reason fur 
this lament is found in the fact that the 
share of Caledonia — ^“the spoil is taken 
chiefty by the Clan Balfour,” remarks the 
D, A, — amounts only to^£12,425. And yet 
this sum represents the “ hanging ” of a 
good many “ saxpenoes.” North Britain is 
unreasonable ! 
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•• I so rfad to have found you at home, Mr. Buger. 1 *m Mrs. 
WASTING HER SWEETNESS. Honetbill, and I want you to support my husband at the election 

. . j % — he’s standinff as a Liberal, you know, .. . Oh, yes, I think I can 

{An JSlectioneenng Study,) tell you his views on the Liquor Traffic. He’s anxious to seethe 

Argument.— Mrs. Horace Honetb all, wife of the Liberal Candidate for of drinking; thoroughly stamped out. ... No, I ’m sure you re 

a Metropolitan ^^orking- class Constituency, has undertaken in Uer Hus- friend to publicans— you look /ar too respectable. . . . Yes, as you 

band’s interests a house-to-house canvass in Bodgers’ Buildings. yiojj qh the earnings of the poor, and it ’s high time 


of drying 
somewhere 


Cle^re'Xthrmorelielyto be Workmg-^'s Clubs “You bdong to oueyours^P So .eM of 

! wt my «?ds Md tbe bun4 of leaflets P Tes-tbeu you!-and of oowse there can be ao possible objectioa, so loae as 

I ’I better begia. . . . How do you do, Mr. Dottop P . . . No, pfease ao latoxipatiag luiuor- Kot Mi^cted oa pnaaples P 

doa’t move-I^ I ’ve come apoB you all at yoar tea. So refreshin? I’m afraid that would make a di%eaoe. . . . Why P Bemuse, 
o^a -^^fte^a Hke tHsl . . . No, aot aay for me, thanks, I don’t you see, if people qan Ko pd join Claba, and get dn^ there. 
Mve7Shit-^d besides, I had soie before I came oat, voa there woidd be no use m olo^ the puhhq-houses, would there? 
faww, . ™ OL never miai ahoat wiping a ehair for me, Mrs. We mast be logical . . . . No<fo«5< mtoaca^tooto we supplied 


able, i assure you. What a de- 
lightful home you have, with all 
those charming coloured pictures 
on the wall, and so beautifully 
clean, too! . . . Ah, if you only 
knew the trouble and worry of a 
great bouse and a whole tribe of 
servants. . . . But you mustn’t 
say that ; no one need despair of 
gettmg on nowadays, yon know. 
And this is yonr Httle hoy and 
^1? snch bright, intelligent 
little faces. J am is so wholesome 
for them, isn’t it ? . . . Haibto 
and Halicb ? Ecally 1 snch 
pretty names I always think; 


'■Ai 

' ' i ■ 

V ‘ f'.i • 
I ■. /' ; 




and both beginning with— er— 
H. . . . Wellj yes, I have called 
on some particular business. I 
daresay, now, Mr. Doilop, 
you’re quite a politician. ... A 
plasterer ? Now, how delight- 
ful ! Because I must tell you 
that my husband . . . No, I’m 
afraid You see, we’ve only 
just had the whole house tho- 
roughly done up. I was only 

f oing to say that my husband 
as such a respect for plasterers 
as a class, you know. Haven’t 
I mentioned who he is ? Sow 
stupid of me I He ’s Mr. Honbt- 
Bi^, the Eadieal Candidate for 
this place. . . . Yes, I ’ve come 
about the elections, of course. 
Oh, hut you ought to care ; I’m 
sure you’re fair too intelligent 
a man to be really mdifferent 
who represents you in PaxHa- 
ment I And my husband is so 
devoted to the working-classes ; 
it ’s been quite the aim of his life 
to do something for them. His 
motto is, ‘Trust the People,’ , , , 
Oh, dearmo. no— he’s not s^shyp^ 
keeper— ’s at the Bar. , , , 
Cert^yno^. He ’sin favour of 
doing with public-houses. 
He ’s a barrister — a lawyer, you 

AT. 1 X 



that has to do with it. . . , My 
husband? No, he’s not a total 

abstainer, hut still ... No, 

no ; it ’s not a question of one 
law for the Bich and another 
for the Poor at all. You don’t 
quite understand , ... If you 
really have heard enough, 1 ’ll 
go, of course. , . . Not at all. 
If anjthing I ’ ve said has helped 
you in making up your mind, 

I ’m only too Don’t trouble 

to come to the door I ” 

“Mrs. Mangles, I think? 
Your husband not at home, I 
see. It doesn’t matter — vou 
will do quite as well. I ’m Mrs. 
Honeyball. , , , Oh, you have 
heard the name, . , , Seen my 
husband’s picture on the pla- 
cards? Oh, you’re not taking 
a liberty in the very least, I 
shall he only too delighted to 
give yon one. He »« rather nice- 
looking, isn’t he ? I ’ll teU you 
what I’ll do— when I get home, 
I ’ll send you one of ms photo- 
graphs to put on your mantel- 
piece. . . . Oh, I oonH think I 
should have it coloured, if I 
were you. , , , But his hair and 
moustache aren’t auburn^ and 
what do yon want to put him in 
a red tunic for? . . . Really? 
The living image of your first 
young man ? He will he 
flattered 1 , . . You’ve had 
several since ? I can quite be- 
lieve that, , . . Well, if you 
will promise to get your hus- 
band to give me his vote, per- 
haps Why should I have 

to go to the— er— ‘ Cimingtery’ 
for it ? . . . Last Christmas ? 
—dear me I I ’m very sorry I 

Oood-hye, Mrs. Mangles ; 

and— er— if 1 do find I have 
a photograph to spare 


«Ifc«.thesmeUoftobacco!- ^ 

^ow* , , . Ah, but perhaps you Imven’t been fortunate in such leaflet is really more Uke^ you know^” ® ® im on a 

oaS it* thev’ve^een in a of tobacco! . . , You weren’t to— how friendly of you I ... I 

done f * \nd if the h^e they daresay yon don’t know who Jam ? . , , Perhaps not, hut you’ll let 

We'if ^ . . I’ve come to^asS you’ to vo& for my 


ment ... Oh, if you r^lv can’t seeSe uiwusncxers ana lananaoDers ana au tnat, i quite agree witb you 

all I can say is: PmSmek^OOT ^ Ihere^only they’re all Tories, you know. I . .^Why shouldn’t you 

Ihope, hdore the election day comS’ vou will the wealth you ’re assisting to produce? Whyareyouto 

more enlightened Gooaaitemo^^ have leamt to take a ^ robb^ of the product of your brain and hand a ? — really don’t 

- — — know— it’s very wrong, no doubt — what do von nrodnee ? . . . Oh. 
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you ^re a bill-poster ? I see, Kow don’t get excited. . • . Your only 
hope is in the G-ospel of Hate ? . . . How really^ such a disagreeaUe 
thing to say ! . . . If I could only bring you to see that by yoting 

for the Liberals ... I’m a smooth-tongued humbug, audit’s 

extremely rude of you to call me anything of the kind.'. . . I never 
said you hadn’t a perfect right to vote as you pleased, ... Very 
well^ then, keep your horrible vote, I ’m sure I don’t want it I {To her^ 
self^ as she departs,) 1 shall go home. If I see any more of these 
people, I shall find 1 ’ve turned into a rabid Tory— and I ’m sure 
Hobace wouldn’t like that ! ” 


OPERATIC NOTES. 

JfoirnAF memorable for Melba. Hever sang better than as mad- 
as-a-hatter heroine of Doitizetti’s Zucia di Lammermoor, Three 
hearty, deafening, unanimous encores for the brilliant fireworky 
Hanwellian vocalisation in Lucy’s (not “ H. W. Lucy’s,” of the 
J), N,, but Miss Lucia’s) great de lunatico mquirendo scena. 
After encore, inevitable gigantic basket of fiowers handed up to 

triumphant cantatrice by 
Beaming Bevignam and 
talented assistants in 
^ ^ orchestra. Conductor and 

musicians ought not to be 

‘ ^^t ^t" 

among audience wishes to 
publicly present sinprer 
fioral testimonial, 
why not let that Some- 
.///, body step forward (as the 

, person in church who 

/ // would ‘ ‘ forbid the banns” 

^ fl BljPBpWWB^ is invited to do) and hand 

' it^ ^If^h^ 

some other part of the 
UraHHSS^W house, BuLdssiKUS Dnu- 

JKoBKBKHKk BioLANUS would himself 

W mSSSImm BlaK^ introduce him and his 

basket of fiowers on to, 
and off, the stage. The 
^ m sL encores and the fioral 

testimonial quite turned 
w heroine’s head. 

Calv4 a la ’Eia.” That is, so turned it round 


and political parties disturb not the harmony of Covent Carden, Yet 
“ last week but one ” announced, and end in view. Waqstaep, 
seeing Calve in first act with scarf or belt round waist, suggests 
riddle, “ Why is C^ve a perfect Carmen f ” Before you can break 
away from him, without damage to your button-hole, he answers, 
“ Because she plays the part with a-land~on,^^ Exit Waqstaep. 

Friday,— Pagliacci,-^h. new Nedda in Mile. Zelte de Lussan. 
Nedda is rather a Loose’un, and MUe, Zelib is as good a Nedda as 
you can get “ when t’other'dear charmer’s away.” Then to follow. 
Calve in Calve^Uleria Mustieana admirably dramatic. Can’t 


varium et mutahile (also cantdbile) semper All the oth< 
ever, specially G-iuua Ravogli, as the gay LoAa-di’-ety, 


SCRAPS PROM CHAPS. 

The hedgehog is sometimes accused of helping himself to a drink 
from a recumbent cow, but his larger rdative, the domestic pig, is 
to be even still more commended for his enterprise. Apeoramg to 
the Western Daily Mercury , in a farmyard in the parish of XJn- 
culme a pig was observed to rear on his hind legs and suck milk 
from a cow. This sight must have enormously impressed the spec- 
tator, But it ought to have been a dog. 


SuBELT a Radical Unionist is a new departure in politics. Mr. 
Stbauss, who is opposing Mr. Contbeabb, M.P. for the Camboime 
division of Cornwall, in reply to a question at Cusgame said that he 


again that she became quite sane and chatted amicably with two or 
three of the leading chorus “ up stage” until it suddenly occurred to 
her that she must go mad again, which she did at once, most 
efiectively. After this “ Fra poco,^^ the swan-like (if swan a tenor) 
death-song of Fdgardo, cannot go for its value unless sung by a 
most popular and highly-gifted tenor. So it stands to the 
credit of Signor Dash-my-Tighas that, in this, he was enthu- 
siastically applauded, and soon after “laid him down and dee’d” 
in the midst of an admiring and more-or-less sympathetic Chorus. 
Great opera for Chorus giving expression to their feelings. How 
they cry or laugh, and point and gesticulate and threaten and 
sympathise as guests in low dresses without anything distinctively 
Scotch about them, except in the case of one lady over whose 
shoulder I fancy I detected a teurtan scarf of clannish pattern, 
Normanno, played by, I think, lomio CoBSi (which name, in com- 
pliment to the national Scotch liquor, ought to have been changed to 
“ IwiSBio CoBSi”), bore remarkable resemblance to Markis o’ Salis- 
BUBY. I do not remember ever having seen or heard Lord Salisbury 
as a vocalist. To be remembered as The Melba Hight of the Season 
—up to now. 

Wednesday,— C ajlye as Carmen simply perfect. That is all I 
have to say; like the Raven (not Barnahy Budgets, but Ebgab 
A. Poe’s), I announce “Only this, and Nothing More.” And 
Alvabez as Josi^ “Gentleman Joe,” who does not drive, but is 
driven to madness, first-rate ; in last scene, struggle and assassina- 
tion most thrilling, dramatically: even staR-by-the-season’d opera- 
goers holding breath, and clutching at backs of seats. Audience, 
ordinarily indifferent to fate of heroine in last act, wait till bitter end. 
They only quit when quite sure Carmen cannot possibly sing any more. 
Madame ioiLBA, who, hy request of the Management ” — ^how modestly 
is this put, 0 Dbubiolaeus OpbeaticusI— kindly consented to 
play Michaela^'* exceeded the terms of her amiable contract, as she not 
only “played” Michaela, but sang the music superbly, her singing 
being faultless, which her ‘ * paying ” was not. Mossoo Albbes rather 
out of it as Escamillo^ and Toriador was not an Eucoreador, whereat 
Toreador non contento. All the principals sang in French, “ knowing 
the language,” but clever Chorus stuck to Italian. Benissirm / 
BEViGisTAisn beaming, and beating time. House crowded ; elections 


was a Radical Unionist, but the name Liberal was good enough for 
him. Mr. Sthauss is to be congratulated on his new political 
“ Boctrinen” ; but, if he should succeed in defeating Mr. Cohtbbare, 
he seems likely to lead the Whips a pretty dance. 

It seems a little hard on a Parliamentary candidate when he is 
seriously misrepresented by his own friends. This is what Mr. 
Michael Williams has suffered in the St. AusteU division of Corn- 
wall at the hands of his friend Canon Bush. With every intention 
of doing Mr. Williams a good turn, the worthy Canon fired ofi a 
letter in the local press containing a serious misquotation of a speech 
said to have been made by Mr. Williams about the false doctrines 
of the Nonconformists. The explosion of this shell in the Noncon- 
formist camp has not improved Mr. Williams’s ch^ce of success, 
and he probably believes m the truth of the old saying, that “ Good 
wine needs no Bush.” 

A Pull All Togexheb.— What our forefathers would have called 
“seekhig an explanation from one’s representative,” is now, in 
these d^ of political slang, known as “pulling your member’s 
leg I ” Witness what happened in West Fife : 

“ Mr. Wemyss said, that if they returned him they would have the ad- 
vantage of being able to run down to Wemyss when he did anything wrong 
and pull his leg at the cost of a sixpence in train money, whereas, if they 
wanted to pull Mr. Bieeell over the coals, it would cost them £3 to go to 
London.” 

The electors would certainly seem to “ have the pull ” by Mr. 
Wemyss’s proximity : but why didn’t some heckler retort hy saying 
that inpulfing a candidate’s leg voters must be careful not to get 
hold of a calf ? 

Slow Teainihg.— The Cork County National Teachers’ Associa- 
tion has passed a resolution that “for the sixth class’’ the geography 
of the British Isles is enough, and “that the British Colonies be 
held over till the examination in the second yeai.” But how^ wiR 
the British Colonies like being held over ? And is not Ireland itselc 
going to he a self-governing British Colony— some day ? But that 
idea, too, seems “held over” for the present. The Nations 
Teachers, however, are true Nationalists, because they also resolved 
that “Professors of Irish should be appointed in all the Training 
Colleges,” If females, they will be expected to wear the Celtic 
fringe, of course. 

Ready and Willing {in the CornelUZeander JFVaaco).— One crew 
wasn’t “ready,” but the starter was “ Wh-laet K ke Barkis, 
The Cornell crew was ready and willin’. So they had the stpter I 
with them at all events; and, they started. ^ Angry partisans 
described the proceeding as “ willanons.” So it was, — from one 
point of view. 

Election Pahadoxes.— Standing for a seat, and miming against 
a sitting Member. ' 

The Gekebal EleotoiT CeY.— Take yout seats, Gentlemen ! ” 
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IL "TRUE BLUE" INGLESE. 

AIV illustrissmo SigncyfPuTich 

iLLUSTRioirsEST SnL,— I feel myself in duty of to write to her tlike 
few lines for to tell to lier the my opinion of the of her country. Ah, 
the beautiful England I One speaks in Italy of the cielo tnglese^ 
when the sky is grey and overcast. For the first time I come now 
in the my ship to the of her country. Eeco^ the sky is blue ! In 
the our country so many things are blue— the sky, the sea, the lakes, 
the distant mountains, but in the our language not there is the word 
“blue.” One says “azure” or “ turquois^” but not the general 
term “blue.” Therefore before I come, to England I think, “We 
Italians see the colour blue, but not can say it, and these english 
have the word, but see never the colour.” And ecco I arrive, and 
the sky is blue ! Not it is the blue of Napoli, not it is the blue of 
Genova, and perhaps it is. to-day only, but veramente it is blue. It 
is much curious. 

Also I have found other things blue. Some time the sea is pale 
blue. Some time the milk is blue. And one english says to me, 
“The sea was rough and the blue,” but this not can I under- 
hand. The his friends say he likes chaff. Eiavoh, what taste I 
But perhaps the chaff is much helpful for the digestion, like the 
english brown bread, which some brave men eat. Ihe his friends 
“ He chaffs till aH is blue.” Perhaps when one eats the 
ohm the eyesight is altered, It is much curious. There are other 
things blue in England. Ilhere are “ the blues.” One my friend 
^ys to me that iMs^ phrase is the french ennui. Then I have not i 
it ^ always festa since our arrival, I have heard 

mat the blues are at Oxford and at Cambridge, above all at the 
^Heg^f Girton. But the^ evening past I saw the blue the most 
^utim. Ah, me exquisite eyes I Ah, la hellissima etgnorina 
tngksef so graoeM, so courteous, so beautiful I And the her eyes 
wew blue, so blue I Never have I seen a colour so sweet. The sea 
jf Palermo, the lake at Bellagio — ^it seems to me 

that thw are grey and ugly when I think to the her eyes. 

Ah, Sigior Funch, Her is a man, Her can love. Her, I know it, 
admires the b^uty of the women I So to her I tell that those blue 
eyes have hit the heart of the Italian. Not in Italy, but in England, 
one sees the blue the most divine, ’ 

Her I beg to aco^t the my compliments and I have the honour to 
say myself Her Devotedest Servant, 

Ais’dbea Doeia Danbolo Tespucoi-Coiombo. 


ORDER! ORDER! 

[“ Colonel North bases his appeal for support on the plea that he will 
see to it that West Leeds gets its lull share cf whatever work may be going.’^ 
— Leeds Mercury.] 

0 “ DAELK and true and tender is the North ! ” 

And wondrous service to West Leeds he ^11 render ; 

He’ll see, when Government work is going forth, 

West Leeds shall have its chance— at least to tender. 

“ Orders are heaven’s first law.” That is the kernel 
Of the “ dear Ciloners” creed ; and it contents 

Those who to Governments raise the cry eternal 
Of “ Give yonr orders. Gents ! ” 

ECHOES FROH THE POLLS. 

Elected am. I ? Well, I am really much obliged. 

Oh, certainly, shall be truly delighted to do anything in my power. 

Fancy in these hard times that it is a httle aiffi.oiiLt to increase a 
subscription list. 

Only too pleased, but must be rather careful not to infringe the 
Bribery Acts. 

Truly intend to live up to my opinions. Would not alter them for 
worlds. 

Cannot recall eveiything I said during the heat of the election, and 
probably was imperfectly reported. 

Do not daim any more liberty of action than to obey the dictates 
of nw qonsdenoe. ' ' 

^aid cannot adequately represent every phase of political 
opinion. ^ 

Win give as much satisfaction in Westminster as practicable. 

I^arty arguments are rather superfluous after the contest, and 
therefore have to he avoided. 

Sonry cannot stay longer in the Division itself, as my presence is 
reqmred within the precincts of St. Stephen’s. 

Would have the greatest pleasnre in life to discuss aU these 
matters of controversy at another time. 

Sorry cannot give exact date, but why not say just before the 
next General Election ? 

^ Mbmoeable.— W ednesday, July 10th. Evening F^te at Botanical 
Gardens. NoEain!! 
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EX-HON. PRIVATE A. BRIEPLESS, JUN., ON THE 
IO.C.R.V.C. ATBISLEY. 

It is scarcely necessary to say that during the sitting of the Courts ■ 
I have little time for what may be termed recreation. So when I i 
visited Bisley on the occasion of the competition for the Ashburnham 
Shield, it was in a semi-military and semi-forensic capacity. It was ; 
no doubt pleasing to see one’s schoolfellows of a later generation ■ 
maintaining the prestige of a common Alma Mater ; but the chief at- < 
traction in my eyes of the successor to 
Wimbledon was the presence under i 
canvas of much that is left of the 
“ Devil’s Ovm.” And here let me : 
pause for a moment to discuss the ' 
traditional derivation of the alterna- 
tive title of the Inns of Court Rifle 
Volunteer Corps. I believe His late 
Majesty King william the Fotteth 
(of marine memory) is usually believed 
to have been the first to call his 
lawyer warriors by the name that, to 
certain minds, has had since an un- 
sympathetic sigmficance. I am of 
opinion that the Sailor Sovereign 
merely confirmed a title that had 
already been obtained by usage. It is 
more than possible that the initial 
supporters of the I. 0. C. R. V. C. 
were counsel seldom holding briefs of 
their own, but frequently appearing as 
“learned” but absent “friends.” It 
is needless to hint to the Bench and 
Bar that I refer to “devils.” If my 
assumption is correct, then indeed 
would the Battalion be justly known 
to fame as “ the Devil’s Own.” 

I wish I could deny the reports that 
have found their w^ into the papers 
that the I. 0. C. R. Y. C. is less 
prosperous than it was of yore. Per- 
sonally, I have it on my conscience 
_ _ that 1 have not for many years ap- 

„ ^ « T. . X peared on parade. To the best of my 

The Skeleton of a Eegiment. belief I have on^ once joined the 

ranks. The occasion was a prize distribution in Lincoln’s Inn KalL 
As an honorary member I was posted in the front’ rank of “A” 
Company. Then came the perplexing cominand, “ Pours right,” 
which, so far as I was concerned, ended in disaster. A little later 
I retired from all active military service, and have remained in 
retreat ever since. Still, at the sound of the bugle my pulse 
quickens, and I feel that had I chosen the Tented Field instead 
of ^e Forum for the exercise of my professional duties my career 
would not have suffered in prosperity from the alteration. In fact, 

I believe that with the conditions changed I should have had just as 
good a chance of becoming Commander-in-Chief as Lord Chancellor. 
But these are regrets that are out of place in the columns of a 
periodical that guards the interests of the universe in general, while 
fostering the loftiest aspirations of the legal profession in particular. 
So T cast them aside as unworthy the attentidn of a counsel, a soldier, 
and a gentieman. 

Let me return to the I. 0. C. R. V. C. at Bisley. I found “those 
of the faithful who have been true to their trust” defending them- 
selves — ^there was no trace of defiance in the action — from the fierce 
fire of the noonday sun by wearing straw hats and sporting 
flannels. It was a pretty picture, that made by the martial lawyers 
at their mid-day parade. The tents, the tubs, the kitchen 
utensils, and last, but not least, the mess^house, with its 6Mns 
saloon and ante-roon?. Alas, that the stability of the latter should 
be inappropriate I Alas, that the corps, once the pride of the Volun- 
teer Service, should be reduced to four companies, and (so I believe) 
have lost its adjutant I Ichabod ! How the mighty have fallen ! ^ 

As I watched the sad and yet impressive tableau old memories 
flocked upon me. \^ere was the private who caricatured his 
Colonel, and showed how a shako could be combined with a horse- 
hair wig, and yet look militaxy and forensic ? Where was the lance 
corporal who invariably confirmed his captain’s commands with an 
“ as your Lordship pleases ? ” Where was the rear-rank wag who, 
on being told to charge, said he “ must leave that sort of thing to his 
clerk, who kept his fee-book ? ” Where was the vocalist who would 
sing the songs of J. L. Molloy, Barrister-at-Law, and knew the ins 
and outs of “ The Maske of Flowers ? ” All of them gon^ and their 
places scarcely filled by new comers 1 And, as I ^ azed upon an 
cnergetio private of the I. 0. C. R. V. C., apparently preparing to 
meet the demands of an expected detachment of hungry lunchers, I 
wondered whether anything could be done to revive the fortunes of 
^e drand Old Battalion. Could the hours of leisure of the 


warriors be occupied by regimental trips down the river, regimental 
drags to the races, regimental dinners to one another, regimental 
visits to the play, regimental strolls in the Row, rerimental bicycles 
in Battersea Dark ? I fancy something of this kind nas already been 
suggested. Then, if Barristers do not flock in suffieient numbers 
to the banners of the Lamb, the Horse, and the Grifiia, why not throw 
open the ranks to wealthy persons— so to speak— fond of the leaders of 
htigation ? Again I imagine some such plan has already been under 
consideration. 

And, as I thought the matter over, I became gloomier and 
gloomier. So sad was I that I had to visit the adjacent cemetery, 
to revive, under the modified merriment of the place, into com- 
parative cheerfulness. The mere recollection of the 1. 0. C. E. V. 0. 
unmans me. It is better that I should pause, for I can write no more. 

Pump Handle Court, July 12, 1895. A. Beiefless, Jdh. 
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THE CRY OF THE COUNTER. 


{By a Shopkeeper who had hoped letter 


of the Seasorv,) 


Q-eeat Scott ! Sold again ! It’s all up with the Season, 

Though Summer is Summer, and G-oodwood ’s not gone ! 

We Shopkeepers hoped for good luck, and with reason. 

For things did look bright. But once more we are done ; 

Done, clean as a whistle ! A (General Election ! 

Sprung on us, through Bbodeick, and cordite, and stuff ! 

A mague on both parties, a curse on each section ! 

Your M.P. ’s a mooncalf, a muddler, a muff ! 

The weather was stunning ; Death had not been busy 
With Royalties— bless ’em ! — and London was full ; 

And though of course Rosebeey is not a Dizzy, 

He did win the Derby, which gave him some pull. 

The Parties kept wrangling,— but nobody bothered ; 

They didn’t make progress,— but none of us cared ; 

Though Labby played tricks, or SjxoMro pothered, 

We stuck to our counters, unshocked and unscared. 

And now, betwixt grass-time and harvest, the duffers 
Fight over sheer fudge and kick over the show. 

And so once again the poor Shopkeeper suffers. 

A murrain on Habcouet, a plague upon Joe ! 

For policy Balfotje sets forth “ Dissolution,” 

And thinks he has scored. Had I temper, and breath. 

And his ear, I could smash up his smart elocution. 

His game’s Dissolution,— to us it means death. 

The fat’s in the fife, and the spark ’s in the powder, 

We ’re in for a long spell of wigs on the green. 

Our clients will scatter, and louder and louder 
Will swell the fool-chorus of partisan spleen. 

Sir Bottlebt Snipe must be off beyond Humber, 

And sweet Lady Spendwell goes Primrosing, south, 

And I, poor shopkeeper, may just as well slumber, 

With rage in my heart and my thumb in my mouth. 

Oh, slaves of the shop, from Pall Mall to far Peokham, 

Say, is it not time that you rose and rebelled ? 

The parties just play with us. Can we not check ’em ? 

By Jove, if one chorus of shopdom but swelM, 

Like the working man’s howl, on those Westminster wobblers, 
The sweet little game they all play it might stop. 

For Socialist dockers and Radical cobblers 
They’ve ears ; but they ’re deaf to the Cry of the Shop. 

The rents, rates and taxes pile higher and higher. 

The Stores undersell us— and cop ready cash 1 
The Hebrew monopolist, fiercer and slyer 
Than tiger-cat, schemeth to send us to smash. 

The landlord rack-rents us, and then pops the profit 
He draws out of us into syndicate Stores I 
I teE you the shopkeeper’s life is a Tophet, 

M.P,’s play at “ Progress,” and we pay all scores. 

At d then they ask me for my vote 1 1 ! Why, what guerdon 
Have I for my votings these twenty years past ? 

Continual addition to back-breakmg Durden I 
I say the last straw has been laid on, at last ; 

At least upon this individual camel. 

To forward true Progress I don’t think I ’m loth, 

But sick of prolonged Party trick, trap, and trammel, 

If I had my wish, I would — vote against loth! 

The Mobeen Ixioh. — This mythological character finds his 
present representative in a shareholder Bound to the Great Wheel 
at Earl’s Court. However, Lrion and Ms wheri went on for ever I 
In wMoh case Modem Ldon ought to be an exceptionally lucky 
person. 
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‘*1 SAT, Old Man, what’s that awful Row goinq on Next DooeI” 

**Oh, that ’s the Omphale Club. The Ladies are haying their first "Whist 


Party of the Season 1 ” 

THE NEW NOEEIBLE TALE. 

(Frcm a Philistmish Fowi of View,) 
Am— “ The Norrible TaleP 

’Tis a Horrible tale I going to tell 
Of the frightful forttmes which befel 
A family who late resided 
In the same suburbaji street that I did. 

0 it is a Horrible tale ! 

’Twoidd make a Maeterlinck tnm pale, 


So she grew— to him— an emotional icicle, 

And mounted knickers, and rode a bicycle. 

The eldest son, an athletic young fellow, 

Who had gained his “ Blue,” took at once to 
Yellow. 

“ Muscle,” he said, in a tone despotic, 

“ Is beastly Tolgaw ; good form’s Neurotic I 

The youngest daughter, a blue-eyed fairy— 
(Her pies were prime, and her name was 
MART—) , . 

ITow took to cricket, md cigarette-smpkmg, 
And manly maimers in togs— and joking. 

The eldest one, of a statelier carriage, 
Conceived quaint notions about “Group- 
marriage : ” 

“ Since man’s a satyr, and brings satiety. 

The only virtue is — ^in variety /” 

Another girl took to writing novels 
On dirt in “ dosses,” and vice in hovels ; 
Varying the same with Kiplingy verses. 

With ingenious rhymes to street-slang and 
curses. 

The youngest boy, who was “ only a nipper,” 
Contributed “Art” to the “Sixpenny 
Snipper.” 

Which his sisters said was “ supremely 
delicious, 

As a blend of the infantile and vicious.” 

* « « « 

The father died of his drudge and drink. 

The wife broke her back at a skating rink ; 
And as to the slavey, whose name was 
’ttlder. 

She “ thrilled on street-preaching and 
rum— till they killed her. 

The eldest son read Nordau and Lombroso, 
Till his brain went shaky— ’twas always 
so-so — 

He imagines himself a pot of mustard. 

Of which egomaniacs are making a 
custard. 

The youngest daughter 's an “ Amazon 
Q,ueen” 

At the East-end Halls, and she ’s loud and 
lean ; 

The eldest— whose freedom all bonds would 
sully — 

Is tied to— and thrashed by— a pugilist 
bully. 

The writer of sensuous snippety novels. 

In Grub Street gutters forlornly grovels ; 

The “Boy Genius of Gehenna,” of the 
babbling boasters, 

Turns a very poor penny by Stygian Posters I 
0 it is a norrible tale I 
And what do New Women and New Art 
^ avail? 

Egomania-Tommyrotica is all a hum, 

= Half fiddle-de-dee, and half fi-fo-fnm ! 


This Influenza of the Soul | 

Haunted their house like some gruesome { 

Anew aU atwut such from the works o± Hungarian” (does this mean a “True 


Blue,” good old Tory, Band ?)— there ’s an 
The father first felt the spell unholy, “ Anglo-Hungarian^ and a “ White Hun- 

And the man’s demeanour grew truly garian.” In fact, Hungarian Band “with 


“trolly.” 

He was— in Peckham— a Master Builder, 


variations.” The Real Hxmg’ry-an’ -Thirsty 
Bands are to be seen every night in the 


And he “ carried on” with a drudge named Feeding Places of the Infian Exhibition, 
With Its frightful blend of the grim and >tit.der. EarVa where. anenialW within th 


Of fiidle-de-dee, and fi-fo-fum I 
I 0 they were a decent Philistme lot 


The slavey said it was truly thrilling, 

But strudk for another^— weekly— shilling. 


Earl’s Court, where, specially within the 
hewers of the al fresco Welcome Cluh, can 
he served a very good dinner which may he 


Othev were a decent Philistme lot bettered; and, if you are a LuouUus, you 

TiR limy ^ught the contagiou of “Tommy- But it be reckenised in her * screw?*’ ” <^omme gourmet will have to Look-ulbas- 
1 . ISM It Be rectcemsea inner screw 1 where fSr it. [N.B.-To get this jest wdl 

^[atmd of mental, malarial fever, His wife declared he was most inhuman, received give the dinner yourself, and to- 

,Wmph floors the foolish and foils the clever. And, for her part, she should turn New wards “^e middle of the feast try the jape. 


where for it. [N.B.— To get this jest well 
received give the dinner yourself, and to- 


0 it is a norrihle tale, &c. 


the clever. And, for her part, she should tom New wards the middle of the feast try the jape. 


Woman! 


They ’ll, all laugh then-^mais apres f] 
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“AYE! BUT HOW?” 

Squire {in dog - cart ). '* Hebe I tott fooL I Hou> his Head 1 1 


MISONEOGYNY. 

Dear Mb. Punch.— New Womaa dead? 
Not a bit of it. Don^t beEeve sEe ever 
existed. Never met her anywhere myself, 
and never met anybody who has. It’s my 
belief there “ ain’t no sich person.” Merely 
an idea or an influence, don’t yon know ; and 
you can’t shake hands, go into dinner, dance, 
or flirt with a poisonons influence, any more 
than you can with a bad smell. Whatever 
she is, though, afraid she’s driven me into 
evil courses —rhymes. Here they are : — 

Oh, where is that 


horrible modem 
woman whom 

speaks, and acts 
with such utter 

Tell where 

men who do ” P 
Half angry, half 
p M sad (upon 

grounds senti- 
mental) man 

Begs the New Woman to stoutly proclaim— 
“No longer a lady, and not yet a gentle- 
man ”— 

Where are the creatures who own to the 
name? 


This monster has, surely, no lasting vitality. 
Only existing in fancy and print ; 

It is just an unlovely abstract personality, 
Com from the end-of-the-century mint. 
And, therefore, in physical prowess and 
mental, man 

Owns her supremacy, calm and serene, 
Because the New Woman is like the “ Old 
Gentleman,” [seen. 

Heard of more of ten— thank heaven— than 

Shouldn’t worry if I were “ Misoneogy- 
nist.” New woman fad nearly played out, 
only a black cloud floating across the blue 
sky of common sense. Nice idea, isn’t it? 
Till cloud rolls by shall remain, 

Yours cheerily, A Bachelor. 


The “Bogey-land or Science,”— Prom 
the Glasgow Herald:--- 

“ The fourth meeting of the eleventh session of 
the Andersonian Naturalists Society was held at 
204, George Street, Professor G. Bell Todd, M.B., 
C.M., President, in the chair. After the minutes 
of last meeting had been read, Mr. Archibald 
Shauks exhibited an Ichthyodorulite of Gyracan- 
thus.” 

Plucky of Mr. Shanks^ that ! As the Gyra- 
canthuB is an animal with both a flu and a 
spine, and it was captured in Ayr, it must be 
a sort of flying shark. How on earth did Mr. 
Shanks get it to George Street ? It ought to 
be called “ By George Street ! ” in future. 

“ The Colonel’s” Paradoxical Pdrposb. 
— ^To convert West Leeds into ‘ ‘ N orth Leads.” 


A TRUE SPORTSMAN’S TIP. 

At anti-gambling “spoil-sports,” loudly 
The “sportsmen” they would spoil are 
fretting. 

Good friends, though you protest so 
proudly, 

The true spoil-sport is— Batting I 
Although it suit the baser sort. 

What ’s sport to them is death to Sport I 


“Piccadilly Sports” is a headline con- 
juring up pleasant visions of races, and other 
jinksunconducive 
to the peace and 
comfort of law- ^ 

abiding citizens — ^7; 

only authorised X j 

race in Piccadilly, 
the “purbliDd 
race of miserable * - 
men.” Yet let no 
irate old gentle- 
man storm the 

columns of the . 

Times with a / 

tirade against the R, . " 

police and Counly ^ 

Council on this 

account. Because there happens to be another 
Piccadilly up north. Hinc [Piccad) ilU ludi 
We shall expect to be readmg shortly ef 

** 1-1 o+Ytilrii ^0 PI AY'rk'l /t 


“Holbom miners out on strike,” “Heroic 
rescue by the Pall Mall lifeboat,’’ or “A 
serious affray with poachers at Paddington.” 
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ELECTION INTELLIGENCE. 

TOBY ONCE MOBE M.P. 

On Monday the Electors of Barkshire assembled in the great hall 
of their ooxinty town to elect a Member to serve in the Fonrteenth 
Parliament of Queen Tictoeta. The High Sheriff presided. Owing 
to the constitutional rule which forbids Peers to take part in Parlia- 
mentary electoral proceedings, the Lord Lieutenant of the ooun^ 
was precluded from showing himself on the platform. It was said 
that, indisposed to be entirely out of so interesting and popular an 
event, Ms lordsMp was present disguised as a tide-waiter. Our re- 



“ Carried imaiiimoiasly.” * 

presentative, however, did not observe in the throng any person in 
nautical dress. 

The hall, wMch was crowded to its utmost capacity, was gaily 
decorated with flags. Across the full length of the hall was sus- 
pended a banner bearing the proud device “ Baeks’s is willin’.” 

Our esteemed ex-Member was accompanied on the platform by the 
principal county gentry of aU shades of political opinion. On taking 
his seat in the front row of chairs, he was received with rounds of 
Kentish fire, made in Barkshire. Having been proposed and seconded 
in eulogistic terms, report of which he has expressed a desire we 
should suppress, the High Sheriff inquired if any elector desired to 
propose another candidate ? 

“ I should tMnk not ” said a burly BarksMre farmer, ominously 
grasping a stout blackthorn. 

After this no one seemed disposed to move, and the BQgh Sheriff 
declared Toby, M.P., duly elected. There were loud cries for the 
Member, who, overcoming natural and usually insuperable iffidence, 
got on Ms hind legs. j 

I* Brother electors,” he said, “it is an old saying, *What Bark- 
shire thinks to-day, England will do to-morrow,’ Obviously some 
inaccuracy underlies the aphorism, since whilst you have to-day 
thought me worthy of being elected your Member, it’s no use 
England coming round to-morrow and asking me to represent it in the 
Commons House of Parliament. This is the fourth time Barkshire 
has done me this honour ; and base indeed is the man— 'Totce, 

‘ W/to pays ’ )— -who could be insensible to such testimony of confi- 
dence and esteem. Brother electors— Voice, ‘ Who stole the 
JSmperor William^ s uniform ? ’ Disturbance at the end of the hall. 
Another Voice, * Chum him outJ) No, electors of Barkshire, let 
him stay. If he is put outside, he loses the opportunity of observing 
your behaviour, and learning^ how gentlemen comport themselves 
when publicly assembled in discharge of a solemn duty, 
(Zoud cheers, A Voice, * That feiches ’em ! ’) I was about 
to observe, when our friend’s feelings temporarily overcame Mm, that 
sinoe I entered the room I have had a number of questions handed 
up to m^. ^ey are a little late, since I am no longer a candidate 
but am duly elected. That, however unusual Ihe case may be, 


makes no difference. The first question is : ‘ Will yon, if elected, 
see that every man in Barkshire over fifty years of age has three 
acres of the best land in the parish, withu cow for every adult cMld 
and a calf a- piece for each infant in arms ? \ Certainly ; I hope I 
may live to see established those desirable conditions as between man 
and man. {Cheers,) iiother esteemed friend asks: ‘Do yon 
understand Local Teto to mean that a man may go into the public- 
house, take his noggin or what not, and when asked to pay may 
refuse ? ’ I could not if I tried put my views on the situation more 
clearly. The Yeto, as yon aU know, is a Latin word meaning to 
veie, or, as we say in English, to refuse to stump up, A public- 
house is, according to 19 Yict. c. 190, a locality. Local Yeto is, there- 
fore, the inalienable right of the English citizen as defined by my 
friend. (Loud cheers,) ‘ Are yon in favour of Equalisation of the 
Bates ? * To be frank with yon, my idea of rates is that they should 
be equalised to the extent that makes them absolutely impalpable. 
(‘ No, no,^ ‘ Yes, yes,* Uproar under the gallery. Cries of ‘Judas I ’ 
A free fight, during which a man was ejected, omitting to take his 
coat with him,) Don’t put Mm out ; don’t put anyone out. If 
there’s a renewal of Hie intermption, form a ring round the man; 
then we will see where we are. Here ’s another question : ‘ Do you 
approve of Ice Creams made in foreign prisons smuggled over here in 
barrel-or|:ans and ground out in onr streets, mining the digestion of 
our working men ? ’ That is a question which hardly seems to need 
reply from a patriotic Englishman. But I will say— and yon observe 
I say it emphatically— No. (Loud cheering,) ‘ Are yon in favour of 
a Second Chamber, or do you go the length of Tenification ? ’ 
That is a very nice question. It shows how deeply and intelligently 
the men of Barkshire study the questions of the day. It is not a 
matter on which I, for one, care to dogmatize; I will therefore 
content myself with saying, that between two ^d ten we might 
find the happy medium. (More cheering, the audience rising to their 
feet, waving hats and handkerchiefs,) Now, gentlemen, that ’s all 
the questions I have, and I hope yon ’U agree that I have answered 
them frankly. Ah I here ’s another one coming np. (A dirty piece 
of paper is passed from hand to hand till it reached the hon. 
Member,) ‘Could yon lend me five boh till Saturday night?’ 
(Laughter, in which the hon. Member heartily joined.) I think, 
gentlemen, it is time we now proposed a vote of tihanks to the High 
Sheriff.” (This was carried unanimously, and the meeting broke up, 
A torch-light procession conducted the popular member to his family 
seat, The Liennel, Barks,) 


A LITERABY TDRN. 

Theee was a case in the Edinburgh Court of Session the other 
day, wMch shows what is thought of authors north of the Tweed — 
and not by publishers, either, A witness remarked of a “ defender ” 
that “ he was of a literary turn of mind, and he thought that spofied 
Mm,” Many persons have had similar thoughts, but they have 
generally refrained from uttering them quite so bluntly. 

Mistress Hatetawat rejoiced in a daughter christened Anne, 
Whose proceedings she regarded with concern ; 

Quoth she— “ That Willum Shakspeaee as a son-in-law I ban. 
Why ? Because he has a literary turn,” 

Growled Sir W-ll-m, on perusal of a certain Life of Pitt-- 
“Well, we aU unquestionably live and learn ; 

But, in spite of Dizzy’s precedent, I don’t believe one bit 
In a Premier with a literary turn.” 

Said W-LS-L-Y, when a recent work he blankly had surveyed— 
“ To answer this biography I yearn. 

What an admirable soldier H-ml-y might, perhaps, have made, 
If he had not had a literary turn I ” 


“Just on the Caeds,” — Herr Itt's orchestra. In how uncer- 
t^ a state of mind would a telegram from Herr Iee leave the 
giver of the entertainment who, having requested wire informing Mm 
whether Herr Iee and Ms band could come, should receive tMs 
reply : “ Lf can come will be there at hour stated,** This supposes 
that some well-informed, grammatical, telegra^o young lady-clerk 
has corrected the spelling ot “ Iff.” A propos ofiFF, a complete enter- 
tainment would be a recital by the Yeteran Howe of Watts’ poems, 
accompanied by Iff's band ; and a reading from Le Chateau d*Lf, 


Intelligibeb, but not Cleae.— “ I think,” said Mrs. B.’s married 
niece, “ that good singing is quite wasted on an ordinary evening 
party. Now I remember an evening when Santley sang in a crowded 
drawing-room at our house, and a pin might have dropped!** 


A Decision, The De. G. Testimonial.— The D, T, is a good 
judge of poptilar sentiment, and, attired as a Judge, is D. T, ermined 
that ’95 shall he remembered as “ the Year of Geace,” 
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UNLUCKY SPEECHES. 

She {giving him a flower), ** Sweet as the Giver ? 

Se {toishing to he very complimentary indeed), “ Oa — sweeter pae 1 ** 


"AERY ON THE ELECTIONS. 

Dear Charlie,— 0 ^ip, ’ip, ’ooray, an’ three 
more, and a tiger f Great Scott I 
I ’m as ’appy as ten on ’em, Charlie, though 
thusty and thundering ’ot. 

I Ve bin up to my eyes in it this time, and 
now these ’ere Polling Returns 
Are a-sending me slap oft* my chump, though 
I ’m sorry they didn’t chuck Burns. 

Oh I I’m feeling 0 K and a arf ; I could 
stand on my ’ed with delight, 

For the Rads are knocked out in three 
rounds, ’Ome Rule’s smashed, and Old 
England ’s aR right. 

And although it is late, and I ’m tired, I ’m 
so full of our Glorious Win, 

That I feel I mnst sit down and drop yer a 
Hne, mate, afore I turn in. 

I ’m the Pet of the Primrosers, Charlie, and, 
’ang it, I ’ve earned it all round. 

For I ’ve worked like a nig, and no error. It 
suits me right down to the ground. 

I’ve canvassed and posted tremenjous, I’m 
’usky with cheer and chi-ike. 

And I ’ve mounted the Unionist colours, and 
blazed round the streets on a bike. 

There was full arf a mile on us, Charlie, a 
scarlet percession on wheels ; 

With Japanese lanterns a-flying, and ’underds 
o’ kids at our ’eels. 

I felt I was “ charging the guns,” like thal 
brave BaUyclava Brigade, 

With shouts for “Lord Mungo and Malt!” 
and a little one in for “ The Trade.” 

I tell yer, old man. ’twos hexciting. We 
dashed along Mulberry Scrubs. 

And up the ’igh street a rare buster, ’oc rayed 
by the bhoys at the Pubs. 

We scooted around for ten mile, the ’ole dis- 
tance one thunderin’ cheer ; 

And when we pulled up at the “ Crown,” if 
you ’d just seen me lower the beer I 

I lapped off a quart in one quencher. 

“ That's rippin’ ! ” sez I to the Bung. 

“ I felt Hked a dashed wooden ’orse, with a 
lump o’ red leather for tongue.” 

“ Ah ! ” sez ’e, “ and jest fancy, old man, if 
them Vetoers ’ad their vile way, 

Wy, I couldn’t seU you a tankard, and you 
wouldn’t ’ave any say I ” 

But jimminy-whizz, ’ok? we squelched ’em ! 

We got our man in two to one. 

Though our neighbourhood used to vote Rad, 
and a Tory was not in the run. 

Wot beans it must be to old ’Arcourt, wot 
toko to Lawson and Caine I 
Well, they’ve got their fair arnser this time; 
let us ’ope they won’t try it again. 

Workin'-^men on the Radical ramp? You 
should jest ’ear wot J’ear. old pal. 

Let big pots make the round o’ the pubs, and 
they won’t talk that footy fal-lal. 

Labour wants steddy work and good wyges, 
and likes to see England look big * 

And then, with its baccy and beer, it ’s all 
one to it, Tory or Whig. 

Wot ’a it care for Welsh Churches, or Scotch 
’uns, as don’t ’ardly enter its own ? 

And as to ’Ome Rule— for yer worker there’s 
dashed little meat on that bone. 

Talk of Betterment, Progress, Peer- smashing, 
and such-like, may do for the Clubs ; 

But all Labour gits is ’igh rates, shocking 
trade, and a raid on its pubs. 

Workman sez it 's too good enough, Charlie ; 

believes as it ’s better by far 
To vote for Old Sol, a big Kavy, an’ maybe a 
jolly good war. 


He ’s sick of the bloomin’ old forriners copping 
our trade and our tin. 

And ’e ’s game for Protection and Peers— a«y- 
ihink^ so Old England may win! 

If the Rads wont his vote for the future, 
they’ve got somethink solid to do I 
Tillage Councils and Tetoes won’t work it, 
for aU Billy ’Arcourt’s boohoo I 
’E don’t wont less beer, but more beer- 
money, ah I and ’e don’t care a blow 
If ’e gits it from Rosebery and ’Aroourt, or 
SoLSBURY, Balpour and Joe I 

But ’ang it, I ’m preaching, old oyster, and 
giving them Rads the straight tip. 

One thing, they won’t take it, this lot won’t ; 
they ain’t got no savvy, no grip. 


Bin sloppin’ all over the place like, a-fiRin’ 
their cup, and that rot, 

And now, arter tackling the pewter, they find 
as they ’ ve all gone to pot. 

0 ain’t it ske-rumptious, my pippin ? I feel 
I could washup Brum Joe, 

And I’m hound to admit, next to Bung, us 
true Tories must thank him this go. 

He’s crumped ’is old pals a fair knock-out. 

If Solsbury’s saddle ’e ’ll carry, 

And run strakht in ’arness with Arthur, 
’e ’ll do I Yours, tolbohbishly, >j\jaRY. 


Hot the Only Diteerence between 
Theh,— Lord Rosebery the Derby Winner ; 
Sir W. T, Harcourx the Derby Loser, 
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DISSOLVING VIEWS. 

{A JReTn/iniscence of the Recent Electvyn^t) 


and tliat^s 'owthey git the advantage over us. Bat it jes serves 
the Govment right far not parsin’ the Second B^ot. They could ha’ 
done it, and they orter ha’ done it I ^ 

JSis Companion {disguising a slight vagueness as to the precise 


’E’ll come back yet! 


^ ^ JSis Companion {disguising a slight vagueness as to the precise 

Scene •— The corner of Norihumherland Avenue, opposite the nature of this measure). I dessay, I dessay ; bat it ’s these ’ere 
National iJheral Club, where a screen is erected, on which Labonr Kenidates as are playin’ the dooce with ns. Lost us several 
the latest results of the second day's pollings, together with seats a’ready, they ’ave, 

photographs *of prominent Liberal politicians,^ and scathing My argnment on that is this— the ole question o’ the 

caricatures of Unionist leaders, are being exhibited by a magic Labour was concocted four year ago at Devonshire ’Ouse. 
lantern for the benefit of a large and good-humoured crowd. jj[is Companion {guardedly). It might ha’ bin, but I don’t foUer 
The sympathies of the maprity are, as might perhaps^ be y^j.^ John, 

expected, with the winning side, but the minority is^ very fairly Independent. Anyway, you can’t say as the Labour Candidate 

I represented, while m booing" and brayvo"-ing they are made any diierence 'ere — he on’y polled twelve ’undred and fifty- 

: incontestably the stronger party. Time — Between 10 p.m. and votes, and the Unionist had neely five thousand! 

i 12.30 A.M. Kis Neighbour. No difierence ? ’Ow d’ yer make that out ? Why, 

Spectators {as the portrait o/ Sir William Haecouet is dis- theE.adicalwason’yfour’underd or so be’ind, and it stands to reason, 
played). Yah ! Tie ’im down!} Ow about Darby ? . . . Brayvo ! as if arf the Labour votes ’ad bin given to ’im, he ’d ’a won easy I 
... Three cheers fur ’Ae-couet! ’E’ll come back yet! {Lord The Independent {hastily). Yes, yes; jesso, jesso; but that wasn’t 
Rosebeey’s likeness follows.) Good my point. And Keie .^die sez 

oleLadas! Cheerup! 'SvAs.smile flierAm f.lirAA 'ntidfird LabmiT 

on ’im ! 

[Mr. Gladstone’s face, leonine 
and benignant, is next shown. 

I A Chivalrous Conservative {mag- 
nanimously). ’E’s a grand old 
chap, any’ow; / ain’t goin’ to 
chevy ’im, 

[ Which, to the credit of the as- 
j sembly, seems to be the general 
sentiment, as conveyed by 
unanimous applause. 

A Sanguine Itadical. We shall 
’ave the results in soon now ; it ’s 
' past ten. We shall do better to- 
I day than what we did Saturday, 

I you see. . . . Ah, here’s the first— 

“Hereford. Unionist Majority, 

313. No change.” You can’t ex- 
peck none in a rotten place like 
that I You wait a bit. ... “ Croy- 
don. Increased Unionist majority 
i of 835. No change.” Well, 

’Utchinson done very; well; it’s 
j a strong Tory seat, is ^Croydon. 

They’re on’y ’olding their own so 
fai>— that’s all, 

JRadical Group (^as a series of 
cartoons is next displayed). Hor- 
horl There’s Joey, d’ye see? 'I'l 
Boo-oo. “’E tiles not now ! ” . . . , 

’Go’s that f The ole Dock o’ Cam- 
BETDOE ? No, it’s Lord Solsbuey, 
that is. So it is. That ’s a good 
’it, eh? Look at the size of ’is 
hoots I What’s written on them? 

'•'‘Comfort," or somethink! 

'•' Chuck- out," is it? Oh, I 
couldn’t make the writing out, 

Hor-hor ; got ’im there, they ’ave. 

Gam. King Bomba! . , . Look at 

ole Goschin, ’E ’ flffe give ’im a ’di, 'j Second Mechanic, Wbat's the 

ImC,? “ « ’B ... „ I i. , » cf. w ''iS St’s; 



“ a reg’lar tinker’s cuss, as I ’appeu to know ! ” 


The Independent {hastily). Yes, yes; jesso, jesso; but that wasn’t 

my point. And Keie ’Aedie sez | 
there’ll be three ’nnderd Labonr j 
Kendidatesnext elections. Ah, and 
they ’ll find ’em, too I 
A Unionist. I *ope they may. 
More on ’em the merrier— for our 
side ! 

The Independent. Any’ow, Keie 
’Aedie’s safe for West ’Am. Ma- 
jority o’ twelve ’underd and thirty- 
two last time. Take a lot o’ pnll- 
ing down, that will! {Bolling at 
West JECam {South) announced. 
Keie Haedie defeated by 775. Im- 
partial joy of Tories and Liberals.) 
What? Chucked? 'Im! The 
on’y man with the morril courage 
to wear a deerstalker in the ’Ouse ! 
They ain’t fit to 'ave a vote ! 

\_JSxit disgustedly. 
A Bed-hot Radical. Ah, what I 
ses is, it don’t matter which yon 
fetch a man out of— whether it’s 
Newgit, or whether it ’s a mad’ouse, 
’e’s good enough to make a Tory 
of ! Look at ’im as ’as got in agen 
for West Puddlesford, ’e ’s a beauty 
—the ’ottest member in the ’Ouse, 
’e is — that feller, why, ’e ’s a reg’lar 
tinker’s cuss, as I ’appeu to know 1 
{Another result is exhibited. A 
Conservative Brewer gets in for 
Worcester. No change^ Good ole 
Bnn|:’ole ! It ’s the beer as does it I 
First Mechanic {after a Radical 
majority at Devonport has been 
announced). Well, 1 can’t under- 
stand a dockyard town voting for 
a Radical; they get twice the 
amount o’ worn under a Tory 
government, that’s a matter of 
common knowledge. 

Second Mechanic, What’s the 

a, I ’appeu to kuow ! ” ® 

none at all ? I ’m all for ekalizmg 


they ’ad Balpoue up yet?^ Yuss, they did 'im with ’is trousers the work— let ’em have ’alf the work and give others a chance, 
shrunk up to ’is knees. Kepital it was. Harhar! that ’s the way to First Mech. You wouldn’t accept ’alf the work you'Ye got, I’ll 
sh^ trwt lot up, and no mistake I (^'c. , Ij^c.) lay. You would f Well, yer missis wouldn’t, then ! 

. The Crowd {as several results are announced in succession). Cornin’ Second Mech. She ’d ’ave to. And why should ’alf of us starve ? 

in quick now, rin’t they ? Look there I “ Boston. Unionist gain ! ” First Mech, Why should all of us ? But there ’s no use o* you 

‘ North Lambeth. Unionist gain.”. , . . and me argufying about it. 

“RnAhHfllA- iTmnTiTaf o-oin I ” . 


“Rochd^e. Unionist gain!”. • . . “Bristol (South], increased Con- 
servative majority. No change.” 

The Saiigutne Radical. Tell ye what ’lis, they ’re putting in all 
the Conservative wins first. And them bigoted beggars at Bristol, 
they dxmno what they’re votin’ for, they don’t. We shall pull up 
afore long. ^ There, what did I tell you ? Look a’ that. “ Durham. 
Liberal majority, 1 — Objection raised.” Hooray I we ’re beginning 


[ Which, of course, they continue to do notwithstanding ; there 
is a lull in the returns, and the photographs and^ caricatures 
are once more in request; Mr. Chambeelain’s being exhibited 
upside down by way of variety. 

A Radical. What d’yer think o’ Joe novo^j ’E’s met with a 
reverse, eh! 

A Tory. That ’s all right, mate ; it on’y means as ’e ’s a goin’ to 


; — — . .. w O tUX XI5JJ.U, ULLAiUC , XU VXL J XUVCUXO MS M f) OigVi-lX UV 

buck up now, ye see I {Radical groups cheer in a spirit of thank- do it on ’is ’ed 1 
fulness for small mermes.) “Pontefract. Liberal majority, 57. No An elderly and excited Irishwoman. Ah, had luck to 'im, the 
giange. ^^dtcal ^ihusiasm and cries of “Good ole muriherin’ sconnthril! wants a ifoiWe, does he? Jistth’ loikeof all 

Fonteto^ l ) Huddersfield. Rascal gam,” {Roars of delight thim Saxon opprissors, th* toirant. What does he care hwhat be-" 

n * ^ 3nore like that, and we shall do. . , • comes o’ th’ poor Oirish, so long as he gets his biUyfull ? 

Ulanam. Oonservatm kam o two se^s.” {Tremendous cheering [STw pours a stream of denundaiion into the ears of the nearest 
from Conservatives.) Well, after that, I’m prepared for anythink. Radical. 

^ 7 C 7 Tx J . .7 . « . The Radical {soothingly). Good ’ole BEmaET. But look ’ere, you 

mlon. It s jes this w&y, them Conservatives, needn’t come and talk to me about it. {Indicating a Tory neighbour. 

they am t got no prmserples, o’ course, hut they do stick together, You go an’ tell 'im I u if e 
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[ Which BEiuaET does^ voluUy ; more ‘portraits are exhibited, \ 
One of Mr, Jusunt McCarthy he%ng hailed with cries <f 
Brayyo^ Labby ! ” and “ Our Cartoonist being instantly 
recognised as the late Mr. Parnell. 

Radical Spectators {after results of polling at Deptford^ HaWaXy 
Sartlepool, Bristol [North)^ Oh dear, oh dear, oh dear. Well, 
I’m sure I Macnamara, the man ’oo polled the ’ighest votes in the 
School Board Election—and look at him now ! If Sidney Webb ’ud 
ha’ contested that, ’e ’d a’ won it I . , . There ’s another seat we ’ve 
lost. Well, I was ’appier standing ’ere this time three years ago, 
hlow’d if I wasn’t ! . . , Oh lor, my hrother-in-law ’U go wild over 
this. My ole uncle ’ll go arf orf his ’ed. (<S'c., 

An Irrelevant Person, Tork about Tories I Why, I ’U lay any- 
body a shillin’ Jem. Smith, the fighting man, ’s a Tory, and all o’ 
theni prize-fighters are— and that ’s ’ow it ’s done ! 

First Lounger, ’ Oo ain’t a workin’ man ? I lay I work as ’ard 
as what you do, come now ! 

Second Lounger, What are yer then ? A mat-seller ? 

First Lounger (indignantly). Gam! A mat-seller! I’m a 
bloomin’ toe-walker, I am. Lean up agin the doors o’ public-’ouses, 
I do, and work ^ard at it ! {_jSis claim is reluctantly admitted. 

The Sanguine Radical, Twelve Unionist gains to three Radical I 
Well, there’s no denying things ain’t gone q.uite as well as I ex- 
pected. But there, there’s no telling; by this time to-morrow we 
shall all know more than what we do now. I shall turn in to Lock- 
hart’s and ’ave a large cocoa after this. I want it, I can tell yer ! 


OPERATIC NOTES. 

Monday^ July 15. — Tannhduser Combination Company night, 
Made in Germany, brought into England, and sung in Erench, 
Albani unexpectedly out, Kke Harcourt ; 
Eames in as Liberal-Unionist, “ Miss 
Eames and miss Albani,” quoth Wag- 
staep. Maitrel unwell : apologised for. 
Eames, distantly related to “ ’Eames 
Ancient and Modem,” (which superseded 
Tate and Brady,) nervous but charming. 
Protean Mile. Bauermeister as Little^ 
Bo-Peep^ the shepherd’s boy, excellent. 
VenuS’-Adini fine and large, offering to 
excellent Tannhduser- Alvar e% a great con- 
trast to beloved Flkabeth- Eames, House 
crammed. 

Peacefully comical and clas- 
sical Philemon et Baucis followed by war- 
like, modern, and tragical La Navarraise, 
Bang go the drums and cannons. Calve to 
the front! C^est magnifique! Literally 
stunning ! Druriol anus mu st get an opera 
written with a naval engagement in it (he 
can easily add this to his other engagements 
for next season), ending with general explosion and Admiril’s cocked 
hat going off. Ho charge for suggestion. Bombardier Bevignani 
or Marine Mancinelli might revel in it, Vive la Guerre ! 



Breach, of Promise Couplet. 

[Last week Miss Edman sued Jakobowski for breach of promise and won 
her case with £700 damages.] 

0 Jarobowski many tears you ’ll shed man, 

You lost your money when you lost your ’Ed-man I 


Election Notes from the West. 

Clarke secures seat, but Hubbard, like dog of 
celebrated ancestress, has none. 

Falmouth, — Horniman in. “ Fabula narratur de Tea,'^ 
Camborne Division,— Smkvss conducting great campaign in a 
Miner key. Key to situation. 

Ashburton Division, — ^Radicals fighting nix or nothing. Unionist 
war-cry, “ Nix my doUv. pals, vote away ! ” 

Torquay Division, — Electors continue policy of filling up the cup 
by returmng Phillpotts. 


couplet, just out. 

On faults only two in our rule I can touch : 
We gave ’em too little and promised too much. 

Sir Benry Campbell Balladmm, 


“Goods Goods.”— “The Goode CoUeetion” sold at Christie’s 
Tuesday and Thursday last. Goode enough, of course ; but because it 
was the Goode Collection it evidently could not have been the Best. 


EECIPSOCITY, 

Scene— -4 London Dinner Party, 

Mr. Lambert andMxB, Crumpington (chance partners), 

Mr, Lambert (feeling his way). Been to the Opera often this 
season, Mrs. Crumpington ? 

Mrs, Crmnpington, Oh, very often. I am so devoted to music, 
you know, that I go whenever I can. And, talking of music, have 
you heard that new pianist^ Herr— what is his name ? — oh yes, Herr 
WiDOWSKi ? He ’s too dehcious for words ! 

Mr, X. No ; I can’t say that I go to concerts much. You should 
talk to my daughter Ethel— she’s devoted to music, and they tell 
me that she ’s got a really fine voice. I ’m sure she practises enough, 

Mrs, C, Indeed? WeU, I’ve no voice, I’m sorry to say ; but I 
play the piano a little — only a very little, you know. 

Mr, L, Wonderful what a lot of people do play in these days — 
(hastily)— not like of course ; but one hears pianos and fiddles 

going in every house, and most of them are sim^y instruments of 
torture. 

Mrs, C, (smiling). Rather a rash remark— isn’t it ? You ’ve never 
heard me pW, you see ! (Mr. L. endeavours to protest,) Oh, but I 
assure you 1 quite agree with you. For instance, my next-door 
neighbours are always makinpr the most awful noises— playing and 
singing morning, noon, and mght. The wall is very thin, and I am 
nearly driven crazy. 

Mr, L, (warmly). My dear Madam, I can sympathise with you 
entirely. 1 ’ve often thought that Parliament ought to pass a Bill 
for enforcing a close-time in domestic mudc. Of course it only 
matters to me in the evening, bnt we ’re tronhled exactly in the 
same way as yonrself . And my poor Ethel finds her singing con- 
stantly interrupted by the disgusting row made by our neaS-door 
neighbour, I suppose he must take a pleasure in annoying us— 
an^ow he’s jammed his wretched piano right np against our 
drawing-room wall, and bangs and thumps on it for about six hours 
a day. Of course it would be bad enough if the fellow played well ; 
but you never heard snob ghastly noises as he makes I 

Mrs, C, How sorry I am for your poor daughter ! Yes ; people 
complain in the papers and grumble about street-bands and 
piano-organs ; but at least one can send them away — ^which, unfor- 
tunately, one can’t do in the case of next-door neighbours! How- 
ever, I suppose I ought to be grateful that the people on the other 
side don’t play at all. 

Mr, X. Ah ! I live in a corner-house. But I think a little opposition 
noise would almost be a relief —a kind of homeopathic cure, you know. 

Mrs, C, One ’s quite enough for me. It ’s been getting worse, 
too, these last few weeks, and I ’m delighted to meet a fellow- 
sufferer. Come ; can’t we concoct some joint scheme of deliver- 
ance ? Do yon think it would answer if I sent round a polite 
note— “Mrs. Crumpington presents her compliments to Mr,”— 
whatever their name is — “and would be extremely obliged,” — 
and so on. How would that do ? 

Mr, L, (decisively). Wouldn’t be the least use, I assure you, or 
I’d have tried that plan myself long ago. The only result would be 
that they’d make more row than ever, on purpose to score off you. 
No, I fancy I’ve got a better plan than that, 

Mrs, C, (eagerly). Oh, do teU me what it is I 

Mr, X. Well, I happened to notice in a shop in Holbom the other 
day one of these new American toys, it’s a kind of small fog-horn, 
driven by a pair of bellows. And the noise it makes is something 
terrific, 1 assure you— loud enough to drown half-a-dozen pianos. 
So I’ve ordered one of these, and as soon as ever that scoundrel 
sirikes up next door, I shall turn on the horn; then, directly he 
stops, I ’n stop too, you see. Rather a good idea, don’t you think ? 

Mrs, C, (much amused). It is, indeed I If only the poor wretch next 
door knew what was in store for him ! Oh, if only I could silence my 
enemy in that way ! But then, of course, I can’t a blow a horn. 

Mr, X. That isn’t necessary ; all you have to do is to work the 
bellows, and the thing goes by itself. Really, I strongly recommend 
you to invest in one, 

Mrs, C, It would be a good plan, wouldn’t it? Where did you 
say they are to be had ? 

Mr, X. I’ll write down the address, if I can find a scrap of 
paper. 

\_Takes out a card-case from his pockety pencils address on hack 
of visiting card^ ana hands it to Mrs, C, 

Mrs, V, Thank you so much, I’ll certainly think about getting 
one (looks absently at the other side of the card) if they ’re not too 
dear, and ( Gasping,) Good gracious heavens I 

Mr, X, (anxiously). What ’s the matter ? Are you ill ? 

Mrs, C, (pointing to the printed side of the card in her hand). Is 
this your r^ address ? 

Mr, X. (much astonished), “ No. 1, Yarborough Gardens? ” Yes, 
certainly it is. Why do yon ask? 

Mrs, C, (faintly). Because— because /live next door at No. 3 1 ! 

[Tableau / Curtam, 





WHAT THE NEW WOMAN WILL MAKE OF THE NEW MAN! 

‘ If yott want mb to keep the next Dance fob yott, yott must wait under this Doob. I can't go rushing all over 

THE Room to look fob you, you know 1 ” 


THE OLLENDOEE GUIDE TO KNOWLEDGE. 

THE CARETAKER. 

Is it time to leave town? Yes, it is time to leave town, because 
tbe good neighbours have put np their shutters (e.e,, the shutters of 
the good neighbours). Do all the good neighbours put up their 
shutters ? Yes, all put up their shutters, but one of them stays in 
town at the back of tne house. Why does one of the good neighbours 
stay in town at the back of the house ? To esoape the expense of 
leaving town incurred by the other good neighbours who have put up 
their shutters. Is that expense a great one ? Yes, a very great one. 
Have they any other drawbacks ? Yes, they have the annoyances of a 
caretaker. What are the annoyances of a caretaker ? The annoy- 
ances of a caretaker are her husband, her children, her cat, her dog, 
her mother, and all her relations. When a caretaker enters the 
house of one of the good neighbours, is she accompanied by her 
annoyances ? Yes, the caretaker is accompanied by her annoyances. 
Does the caretaker lead a happy life in the house of one of the good 
neighbours P Yes, she leads a happy life, and so do her husband, 
her children, her oat, her dog, her mother, and aU her relations. 
What do the relations of the caretaker do in the house of one of the 
good neighbours P They smoke in the drawing-room in the house of 
one of the good neighbours. If anyone calls to see the good neigh- 
bour, what does the caretaker doP The caretaker gener^y 
refuses to attend to the bell. Should. the caretaker attend to the 
beU, what does she do P She tells the caller who wishes to see the 
good neighbour that she knows nothing of the master of the house* s 
movements (t.e. , the movements of the master of the house). Does the 
caller then retire under the impression that the honse has been sold 
up, and that the good neighbour has entered the Court of Bai±- 
mptcy (i.e., the Bmikruptcy Court) P The caller does leave the house 
under that impression. While this impression is being created in 
I^ndon, is the good neighbour unconsciously attempting to enjoy 
himself in SwitzerlandP Yes, the good neighbour is undoubteoly 
attempting to enjoy himself in Switzerland, in spite of the cookery, 
the lack of accommodation, the expense, and the weather. If the 
good neighbour ceased to be unconscious, and became aware of 
the damage that was being dme to his credit by the caretaker, 
what would that good neighbour doP The good neighbour 
wotdd probably swear. Then would the good language of the 
good neighbour change in its character P Yes ; for it would become 
the bad language of the bad neighbour. Would the had language 


of the bad neighbour have any immediate effect upon the caretaker, 
her husband, her children, her cat, her dog, her mother, and all her 
relatives P Ho, for the bad language would be uttered in Switzer- 
land, and the caretaker, her husband, her children, her cat, her dog, 
her mother, and all her relatives would be in London. Then what 
would the caretaker, her husband, her children, her cat, her dog, 
her mother, and aU her relatives do in the house of one of the good 
neighbours during the protracted absence of the good neighbour on 
the Continent? They would continue to smoke in the drawing- 


“HOHOURS EASY.” 

Me. Treloae wrote to the Times the other day d propos of Mr. 
Williamson’s peerage. Messrs. Treloar and Williamson are in 
the same business, i,e. tbe linoleum trade, and Mr. Treloar sug- 
gested that “ Lord Linoleum would not be a had title,^^ duite agree 
with him. Let persons take titles from some specialty of their trade 
or calling. Suppose peerages granted to 

Chiropedist Marquis of Cut a corn. 

Soda-water Manufacturer . . Lord Soda and Bang. 

Tailor ...... Yiscount Test. 

Butcher {Irish title) , . , Baron O’ Beef. 

Jeweller Duke of Diamonds, 

Q-rocer Lord Sugar and Sands. 

Draper Earl of Summergoods and 

WlNTEESALES. 

Ditto ...... Lord Remnants of Under- 
wear. 

Bootmaker {with French poUsh) . Marquis de Shoes et Autres. 

Numerons variations wOl occur to readers. They can be for- 
warded to our office as probably useful when the next “honours 
easy ” are dealt out. 


“Oh, THE Irony of IT!”—Last week, whilst reports of Tory | 
successes in the boroughs daily reached London, the leading Liberal 
paper, regardless of expense, had the walls covered with large 
placards announcing that “ the Daily News has the best election 
intelligence.” “ If this is the best,” said Sir William Harcourt. 
observing one of the placards on his way back from Derby, “ I 
shouldn’t like to know the worst.” 
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OUS BOOKING-OPFICE. 

The Variety Stage.hjCiLAJimQ 
Douglas Stuabt and A. J. Paek 
(Fishee UirwTN), is a Mstoryof 
the Music-halls hom the earliest 
period to the present time. And 
a very interestingr history it is, 
admirably told withal. One comes 
upon names familiar in boyhood, 
and is a little shocked to find that 
the Great Yance was reaUy 
named Aleeed Peck Stevens. 
The pajp:es glow with pleasant 
peeps of London at midmght, as 
JPendennis saw it, and as, once 
at least, it was looked upon by 
Colonel Newcome* It is sad to 
find how many of the old favour- 
ites of the music-hall fall upon 
evil times, and even die in the 
workhouse. Sam Collins was 
more fortunate. He was sump- 
tuously buried in Kensal Green, 
where a marble pedestal carries 
his portrait and his epitaph. This 
last IS notable as containing what, 
as far as my Baronite knows, is 
the most audacious rhyme in the 
English language. As it was ad- 
mitted to consecrated ground, it 
may perhaps be quoted here. * * A 
loving husband,’’ so it runs— 

A loving busband and a faithful 

friend, 

Ever the first a helping hand to lend : 
Farewell, good-natured, honest- 

hearted Sam, [AM.” 

Until we meet before the great I 

Pro Baeon de B.-W. 


Diplomatic Intelligence. — 
Mr. Chauncey DEPEWhas arrived. 
On business, of course. De-pew- 
tcd by American Government. 



ON THE TRACK IN BATTERSEA PARK. 

‘^Whbkb theke’s a Wheel theee’s a Way.” 


THE LABOUR GALLIC. 

Bah I Politics are a bad joke. 

To get up steam about ’em’s 
siUy. 

The Tory pabulum is stale “ toke,” 
The Liberal beverage sloppy 
“skiUy.” 

My business, whilst they storm 
and splutter, 

Is to earn beer and bread-and- 
butter. 


Thtjesday, July 18 . Foh Two 
Knights Only! — Sir Heney 
Ibving and Sir John Falstaff. 
Hitherto Windsor Shakspearianly 
associated with Merry Wives and 
washtubbing (with “brown Wind- 
sor ”) of Fat Knight. Henceforth 
memorable for Royal reception and 
dubbing (also with the best W ind- 
sor) of Thin Knight. Reported that 
Sir Hhnhy was invited to repre- 
sent a Constituency I He has re- 
presented two single gentlemen 
rolled into one, such as Corsican 
Brothers, and Dubose and Xe- 
surques. But to represent a Con- 
stituency of some thousands ! I K o 
rapid act of “ quickest change ” 
could effect it. Vice Sic Heney ! 


“In Kubibus.”— Weight, the 
convict and ex-solicitor of the 
Liberator Building Society, said 
in the course of examination at 
the London Bankruptcy Court 
that he was “formerly tenant of 
Cloughton Castle in Ireland. That 
was only a small place, but it 
was customary m Ireland to call 
almost everything a castle.” Qnite 
Wright. Home Rule is now one 
of these Chateaux d'Bspagne in 
Ireland, and “to let.” 


THE GENERAL ELECTION. 

Oh pity an unhappy man 
Reduced to desperate dejection I 
There ’s nothing happening but an 
Election. 

Eternally it worries me, 

Inducing cerebral affection, 

This never-ending topic the 
Election. 

I don’t love politics, or care 
A pin for Liberal defection, 

Or if the Tories gained in their 
Election. 

Unworthy citizen, perhaps 
I need reproof and stern correction. 
Indifferent to any ch^’s 

Election. 

Unless I fiew beyond the sea, 

I ’m certain that in no directioa 
Could I escape at all from the 
Election. 

For no one writes, and no one speaks. 

Of anything but in connection 
With some loquacious man who seeks 
Election. 

I try my clnh ; though men may come 
And men may go, there ’s this objection 
To all alike— they talk of some 
Election. 

I go to bed ; no rest for me, 

I’m^ roused by yells, with shrill 
infiection 

Of “ Extry midnight roeshul, the 
Section I” 


The papers, taking any side. 

Of any party, any section. 

One sort of news alike provide— 
Election, 

I ’ll go to see my love, and kiss 
Her pretty face, her sweet complexion, 
At least she will not talk of this 
Election. 


“YOU ARE MOST APT TO PLAY THE SIR.” 

Othello , Act ii., Sc. i. 

Friday, July 19, 1895, memorable in annals 
of British stage as a day set appt for one 
of the greatest triumphs of the Drama. Sir 
Henry Irving, fresh from the honours of 
Royal Windsor, received a further distinction 
at the hands and hearts of his “ brothers and 
sisters ” in that profession for which he has 
done so much. Squire Bancroft was the 
eloquent spokesman for the enthusiastic 
audience of comedians and tragedians which 
filled the Lyceum ; yet before and behind the 
footlights there was not a suggestion of 
histrionics. Unlike, too, the great nnpaying, 
who have the dulness of their order, the 
guests of Friday were remarkable for the 
tremendous energy of their goodwill. If this 
theatre had not long been seasoned to the 
sounds of vociferous cheering, the demonstra- 
tion might “ have brought down the house ” 
literally. Jfr. Bunch takes this opportunity 
of joining in the demonstration, and drinks 
to Sir Henry Irving. May the Knight of 
the cheerful countenance prosper acoor^g 
to his deserts. And, if that wish is realised, 
the lessee of the Lyceum will he one of the 
happiest men on record. 


STAMBULOFF. 

Grim mockery of fate ! The assassin’s knife 
Once more hath power upon a patriot’s life. 
One steel-armed miscreant, with one felon 
blow. 

May lay the moulder of a nation low. 
Masterful man and fiery patriot, stiU 
Is that strong heart, relaxed that iron will. 
Yet there ’s more honour for the brave at rest, 
After vain struggle and abortive quest. 

Than for the ungrateful herd who dare not rise 
To the full hei^t of perilous destinies, 

The Northern Bear his distant quarry nosing. 
Or the Coburger in gay Carlsbad glosing. 


R. Peel from Mr. G. — Mr. Gladstone, 
writing to Sir Robert Peel, who had been 
addressing the Fazeley branch Lodge of Odd 
Fellows, said, “ In ourfjsmall community we 
have four separate lodges, and I have asso- 
ciated myself with them allB Mr. (}. ^ma-y 
now adopt as his signature, not the initials 
“ (3-. 0. M.,” hut the new one of “ 0. F. 0.,” 
or “ Odd Fellow Out.” No doubt, with his 
love of retirement and study, the Grand Old 
Odd Fellow often says, sighingly, to himself, 
“ 0 for a Lodge in some vast Wilderness I ” 


To Dr. W. G. Grace on his 
47tli Birthday. 

Many happy returns of the day I 
Old Time on his record should nick it. 
Long, long may he umpire your play. 

Here ’s wishing you luck at the wicket, 
Long Hfe,— for one “ century,” say,— • 
And a hundred more of ’em at Cricket I 
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BLASE. 

** Well, Papa, how did you enjoy the Play to-nioht ? ” 

**Oh, I THINK I ENJOYED IT FAIRLY WELL, MY DEAR. I 'YE GOT A GENERAL SORT OF 
IDEA THAT I DIDN’T GO TO SLEEP OVER IT | ” 


HOW THE TOPEES CAME DOWN 
TO THE POLLS, 

{A Song for the Drouthy^ soTneway after Southey^) 

Sous did the Topers come down to the Polls f 

Here they came fclLonting, 

Aad tliere they came flouting:, 
Teetotalers sooutmg, aud Harcoxjrt mis- 
doubting:, 

With banners, and big: bills, and trumpets 
^ and song:. 

With pmt-pots and flag:ons, 

In dra^s, brakes and wagons, 

As vahant as lions, as fleryas dragons. 
They hastened along united and strong ! 
’Midst braying of brass and ’midst clouds of 
tobacco, 

With jubiliant shouts for “The Union 
. ,Jack,0!” 

With joYial manners, and patriot banners, 
'Midst bung-laudingboasters, with big searUt 
' posters, 

In Sanday-best garments superbly arrayed; 


’Midst shoutings from “ cadgers,” with scarves 
and with badges, 

With rubicund faces, limp collars, loos 3 
braces, 

With dry-as-dust throttles, and handy case- 
bottles, 

With blonde buxom Beauty to aid ’em in 
duty. 

And bystanders funning, and little bojs 
running, 

And stentor-toued shouts for “ The Cause ” 
and “The Trade”! II 
All florid and torrid, 

Damp shirts and moist forehead, 

From near slum and far court, 

With railings at Haecouht, 

And wit-aping Wufjeucd, and trucultn': 
Caine. 

With shouts for Sir Michael, 

By ’bus, and by cycle. 

Afoot, and well-mounted, by tram ani by 
train. 

All glowing and blowing. 

Red cards about throwing, 

And rashing, and crushing, and flushing, 


And laughing, and chaffing, and quaffing ; 
And jeering, and sneering, and “ beering,” 
And skipping, and tripping, and “ nipping,” 
And hasting, and pasting, and tasting ; 

And hopping, and popping, and moppmg. 
Perspiring, and wiring. 

But ever untiring. 

And drinking, and chinking, and blinking, 
and winking, 

And sometimes unthinking, but ever un- 
shrinking, 

And gladdening, and maddening, 

And t’other side saddening, 

Friends brightening, foes frightening, inte- 
riors tightening. 

And warmiDg, and forming, and storming ; 
And flattering, and clattering, and battering, 
and shattering ; 

Arising, surprising, all foes pulverising. 

And giving them “tcko” on temperance 
‘^boko.” 

And flashing, and dashing, and crashing, and 
smashing, and hashing, 

And propping, and stopping, and copping, 
ana lopping, and topping, and 
whopping; 

And backing, and tracking, and blacking, 
and hacking, and smacking, and 
whacking, 

And “ giving ’em beans.” 

(Yon know what that means I) 

And snouting, “We vote all against Cant 
Teetjtall 

We’ll heat up each Bardolph^ and Pistol^ 
and Peto^ 

To give its quietus to villainous Veto. 

And kick out the duflers The Trade who 
would queer 

And rob (big caps., please I) The Poor Man 
OE HIS BebsII I 

Out, out on the foes of our Freedom— and 
Liquor I 

They’U follow their Leader— the sooner the 
quicker I 

The Lords they may floor, and the Church 
may assault. 

But they’ve met with their match in the 
Champions of Malt I 
All together, brave souls I 
See, our phalanx on-rolls III” 

And that ’s how the Topers came down to the 
PoUsI 

Maintaining the Union.— The Sheffield 
Daily Telegraphy in referring to the success 
of Mr. Q-. BL. Allsopp at Worcester, just prior 
to that eminent Unionist taking unto himself 
a wife, suggests that the newly-elected M.P. 
should follow the precedent set by Mr. Grip- 
• pith-Boscawen in 1892, and give to each of 
I his bridesmaids a brooch with the amount of 
his majority engraved upon it. This is all 
) very well in its way. But the total at Tun- 
bridge was 933, while that of Worcester ex- 
tended to four figures. So to give room for 
labelling, the brooch should be changed to a 
L bracelet. A man bearing the honoured name 
of Allsopp should be appropriately equal to 
} the A i X . 8. 

' A Question to Outsiders.—** Won’t you 
come round P ” was the mvitation (as r^orted 
in the Daily Graphic) given by Sir Henry 
Irving (after his speech on Friday afternoon) 
to his ** friends in front.” But it is a ques- 
tion addressed to many outside the theatre 
: and the theatrical profession ; to aU sorts 
and conditions of men and women who still 
regard the stage askance, and who look upon 
the ultimate fate of theatre-goers and actors 
' as a melancholy certainty. To these jpersons, 

whether a minority or a majority,— in either 
ease a ** narrow” cue,— Sir Henry’s kindly 
invitation is publicly addressed, and it is 
** Won’t you come round P ” 
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ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

To the philosopHoal mind of a Roundabout Reader the G-eneral 
Election ought to offer many points of interest^ not because he is a 
politician, but because, in the interest of his reading, he has to occupy 
a position of detachment, and therefore perhaps sees more of the 
humours and absurdities which crowd the animated scene. Yet 
here, for instance, am I, a diligent turner over of every possible kind 
of newspaper, metropolitan and provincial, and all that I have 
carried away from my careful investigations is a confused sense that 
if electors on either side only “ stand shoulder to shoulder,” “leave 
no stone unturned,” and “ work as one man from now till the 
polling-day,” why each side is positively certain that “ another nail 
will be driven into the coffin ” of the other side, that “ a resounding 
blow will be struck for the good cause,” and that “ the banner under 
which we have secured many a brilliant victory will once more float 
triumphantly in the breeze.” As for the “ moral -victories” gained, 
they are almost overwhelming both in number and in result, 

Iia)BEi), there is nothing so dangerously attractive to speaker and 
to audience as a fine old crusted political tag. Policies and pro- 
grammes are as dust in the balance. As you listen to a speaker and 
watch his hearers, you may see a smile of perfect confidence and 
satisfaction spreading over the faces of the latter while the former 
winds himself up^ to the well-known, fondly-loved, and long- 
expected tag, which is the inevitable conclusion of the fiery 
oratorical period, “ That,” they say to themselves, “ is the man for 
usj He says exactly what we should have said in the only appro- 
priate words.” Result — Loud and enthusiastic cheers, amidst umich 
Mr. Plattit-Ewd resumed his seat, having spoken for three-quarters 
of an hour* 

Abb the old familiar funny stories, the humorous allusions, the 
sparkling gibes, have thev not been trotted out from Land’s End to 
John o’ Groat’s House ? Welcome have you been, oh ye kittens, bom 
blind as Liberal (or Conservative) kittens, and converted, through the 
opening of your eyes, into Conservative (or Liberal) kittens ; welcome 
also, ye hounds, who have devoured all your labels, and know not your i 


destination. Many a time have I hunted with your sporting pack, and 
I seen my friends ride gallantly at your tails. Also there is a wolf, 
and there is a lamb ; and there was once a Sibyl who dealt in books, 
and there is an Italian who, having performed the most coruscating 
solos on the barrel-organ, failed miserably when asktd to oblige 
upon the piano. All these have played their parts nobly. Rot for 
long do I bid them farewell. They will return, I know they will, 
with the first mutterings of the next election. 

Peat consider my verse, which, if learnt by heart pat, forms 
The best of all tips for political platforms. 

With a slight dash of Mill you may burden your speeches. 

You may tell the great tale of O’Bbien, his breeches. 

On the one side you ’ll tear William Haecourt to tatters ; 

He ’s out for a time, but I don’t think it matters. 

Then, in talking of Job, what will help very much is 
A delicate hint at a Duke or a Duchess ; 

A suggestion that coats are the garments, if any. 

That mustn't be turned when their colours are many : 

And that programmes (you ’ll pause ere you fiatly refuse ’em) 

Are Brummagem goods, which will break when you use ’em. 
Then, whether your hearers be Whig or be Tory, 

By the scruff of its neck you must drag in a story. 

Adjure them, my friend, lest their zeal should grow colder, 

To fight for the Cause, standing shoulder to shoulder. 

And, whether you battle for that chief or this chief, 

Inform them that stones, if unturned, are the mischief. 

And, last but not least, no opponent will quarrel. 

When all that you claim is a win phs a moral. 

As an example of how political conflicts ought to be carried on 
take the case of West Fife. While Mr. Augystine Biebell, the i 
Radical Candidate, was speaking in Thornton School, “ the door of * 
the room was opened, and Mr, Wemtss, the Liberal Unionist 
candidate for the constituency, asked ‘May I come in,’ to which 
Mr, .Bireell replied ‘Yes, certainly.’ Mr. Wemyss, who was 
followed by a large number of supporters, then entered the hall, and 
took a seat on one of the front benches, which he occupied until the 
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close of the address, wh^ he was greeted wi& loud odh for a “I 

SalfeigS Butlwoi-ti^to hear pigs denonneed by BnTA^ and scorned 

“S^iurtwas^^ot th"tinrb| Let ^ose who prefer it tiU the fields, and see what a year's hard dig 

vo^l^ ^hcm tMrt ^“inTthe^^^^ / likX pig, and I like the pork, and I like the profit the pig 

fofh^cp^S Mr. 0^^^^ Then he chawed Mr. BnxAin: np, Mr. Heaxx to dnst he 

And^E^ maitained yon conld pnrchase pork at fonrpence h^- 
depaited evidently the be st of friends.” But tSg^m® prevailed by ten, a majority quite on the big 


A TOTAEDT different picture comes to ns from Aston M^or, as I teen voted for pigs that day, and eight on the anti-pig side, 

judge from the foEowing letter in the Birmingham Daily Gazette. °“«o eigareeu voueu 


WHAT HAS BECOME OF IKE WAED? 

To the Editor of the Daily Gazette. 

Sib,— M v attention has been drawn to an attack made by 


BROWN AND ME, 


Sib,— My attention has been drawn to an attack made by Captain Mb and Beown has bin a ha^g a lot of differences of opkion all 
Gbice-Hutchinson on a very respectable member of the National Society about the County Counsellers, whlcrL sumnows we carnt get to agree 

, . , J j TV T.A..A •xxr T*, vTAof A-i./laTr»ei iooiia jV , T. -__A aA a mawiTi A-n ft-F VM Aan O A Tin tl rVOT- n Til T. A I 


UrjiiUB-AlU XLiXl.XX^OUA'l UJJ. a. TWJ.J * —'7 J Ci.MWU.Li UUM 7 AJ ’AliTI 

of Amalgamated Brassworkers, Mr. Ike Wabd. In your yesterday’s issue together about em, not by no manner of means. And now, qmte lately, 
Captain Gbioe-Hutchinson is reported to have said : “ The last authentic been a having a lot of quarrells about the members of rarlement 


Captain Gbioe-Hutchinson is reported to have said : “ The last authentic a having 

account he had of Mr. Ike 'W'ard was that he was ‘ bones ’ in some nigger 

troupe on the sands of Scarborough.” Mr. Wabd has been for some time 

engaged as an organiser, and is a member of the Executive of the EaHway /t ^‘L 

Workers’ Union, has never been in a nigger troupe on the sands of Scar- 

borough or anywhere else. . . . ,r 


As the statement is calculated to damage the reputation of my friend Mr. 
Wabb, I am sure that the candidate for Aston will at once either give Ms 


her give his 


in the Citty, and all round about 
it, and, fortunetly, me and my 
frends has wnn nearly ewery place 
where there has bin any think like 
a jolly good fight, and has now 
wnn nearly the hole blooming lot 
on em ! So that the poor County 
Counsellers has hardly got a single 
member of Parlement left among 


authority for the damaging statement or withdraw the aspersions on the ii ® County 

character of a respected labour leader. — Yours faithfully, lY. J . Davis. Counsellers has hardly got a single 

70, Lionel Street^ Birmingham^ July 13. member of Parlement left among 

whole blooming lot, and is 

,r -r -rrr r :i 1 . x 11 .- obligcd to huvo loug rambling 

But, after all, even if Mr. Ibe ward had chosen, to employ nis speeches among their selves jest to 

leisure in performing on the bones in a nigger troupe on the s^ds at ^ their idle time. How they 

Scaxhorongh or elsewhere he would have done nothing to be ashamed manage to keep things agoing 

of. Obviously, however. Captain Geice-Hutchinson s acooi^t was jest while they makes their old 

anything but authentic, and he had no business to cork Mr. w aed s long speeches, I camt for the life 

face in so gratuitous a manner. of make out ; but I am told 

’Tis a manifest error, this tale about bones— that they all agrees that its the 

(You may like what I say, or, if not, you may lump it), ‘ means they has of keeping 

For a worker in brass must produce the best tones ^ xip their old Charter ; and Mtho 

If — I don’t say he did it— he blew his own trumpet. £t isnt werry much to brag about, 

they all agrees its sumthink better than nothink. 

Ik any record of electoral humour Mr. Muntz, the member for Ijots of the poor chaps who has been acustomed to go about 
Tamworth, must hold a distinguished place. Here is a report of different parts of London a braggin about the werry great figgers 
some of the remarks made by him at meetings in the Nuneaton they cuts, or was used to out, afore the new changes as took place in 
Division : — making amost everybody members of Parlement, is now obleeg^ to 

Mr. Muntz, in the course of his remarks, characterised Lord Salis- their werry best to keep things a going cumfertably, if possibel ; 
euby’s Government as the most able Administration that had ever held but its but poor work for em, and but a werry poor change for 
office in any Parliament the world over. It was composed of all the great things as was afore they was as they is. 

intellect which, prior to the introduction of the Home Eule Bill, was divided Why, I ^m litterelly told as how there is now lots of Gents as was 
between the two great parties of the State. Now all that was left to the once Members of Parlement who aint now members for nothink ! 
Liberal party was the tagrag and bobtail. The late Kadical Administration that it to say, not for nothink as is worth having. Why, I ’m ewen 
was a failure under Mr. ^adstone, great m^ ^ told as the County Counsellers, as belongs to the Terns Conserwency, 

greater fadure under Lord Eosebeby, to whom Her Mjyesty had presented treated, that they werry offen camt get enuff to do 

the Thistle. {Laughter.) As to agriculture, he said that he had a conversa- x. Voat^ -Hivia /x* +/x n.«+ 

tion with Mr. Chamberlain on the subject just before the dissolution. Mr. I? monney to pay them 

Chamberlain said to him, “Muntz, what are we to do for agriculture ? ” werry modderate wages ; SO eny Iwddy can werry easily emad- 

andherepUed, “That’s a big question. You have all the great talent and ^hat poor work it mpt now be for poor feUers as was once 
all the great landed interest in the country represented in the present Members of Parlement, and now amt not members of not nothink ! 
Government; and if the present Government can do nothing for agriculture. Sum of the old members , tells me as they doesnot despair ewen 
there is nothing to be done for agriculture.” (Applause.) yet! for thejr are (quite sure as how as numbers of the grand old 

After reading this I feel that the question of agricultural distress ^y left ; but I thinks as I 

is settled. Mr. Chameeelaik must, indeed, be a proud man at a trick worth too of that, and that is, to make the best of the 

having obtained so much valuable information in answer to a qnes- a® .^®» changes as time and 

tion which, as reported, sounds familiar almost to the verge of foppertoonity wiU aford em of^puttmg a few things togeth^ as 
rashness. their long xpenence has tort em is easily turned to good account. 

Eobeet. 

Can pigs be kept at a profit ? This was the question which con- 

fronted the Devonport Guardians only the other day. The follow- Ehteetaikees Enteetaikei).— The Daly Co., headed by Mr. 
ing extract from their proceedings will be read with breathless Augustin Daly and Miss Ada Rehak, were lunch’d by the Lobb 
interest: — I^yoe, July 16, at the MunoMng House. Loeb Mayoe paid 

Mr.H. W. Bryant moved “That the Guardians give up pig keeping, sincere tribute to the American’ "Company, and Augustin Daxy 
either at the house or otherwise.” , bcartily thanked the City of London, The U. S. IMinister found a 

Mr. Hbaly seconded.— Mr. Oliver supported, and said they could buy Lmk between the two countries in the great Dramatic Light Shak- 
the pork cheaper than keep pigs, and that every pig they had kept cost them SPEAEE, “ And so say all of TJ.S.” Manager Daxy forgot to men- 

-j X » • .-r T ^ leave England in riie autumn, he ought to 

Mr. J. Goobman saidne was a “piggery man.” (Lauahter.^ He liked ehanfi-e the fArrYiiTintiATi n-f bia ct.i+ +b/a bia o+ow 


it did not cost them 2|(?. per lb. 

Mr. Okew pointed out that the profit on pig keeping last year in the 
house was dB39, 

^ Mr. Pbnbebthy said the master entered in' his books that it cost them 
M. per lb., and Mr. J. Moore maintained that they could buy pork at 
per lb. The motfion was lost, S voting for, and 18 against. 


Mes, R. wants to know if “ The Hardwicke Society” has anything 
to do with the improvement of candles and candle-lamps ? 

Another Honoue eor Db. Gpace !— The eminent batsman is to 
be invited to the next “ Court BalV^ 
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THE NAVAL MANSUVnES. 

{By our Sjpecial Expert^ who has 
heen accorded the customary cour- 
tesy extended to the Press,) 

On hoard 

the — th , 1895. 

Tokchve me for the vagueness 
of mv address, but it is the desire 
of Ihose in command that the ' 
greatest secrecy should be ob- | 
served as to our movements, ' 
“ Are we the Blue Fleet or the 
Red?” I asked only a few* 
moments ago of one of the chief , 
commanders. 

“As you are the guest of the ; 
G-overnment,” was the immediate , 
reply, “you wiU not be allowed I 
to pav your monev— except in- I 
directly to the collector of Re- 1 
venue ; but there is nothing to | 
prevent you from taking youi i 
choice I ” 

From this response you will see 
that there is a strong iuclinatioD 
on the part of the authorities that 
are to remain reticent. However 
it is onlv fair to sav that the ford 
is excellent. !N'othing could be 
better than the wine ; and the 
view on the quarter deck is capi- 
tal. Still, this is scarcely an 
account of naval manoeuvring— 
now is it ? 

Well, I think I may reveal this ] 
ranch. There are two fleets— a ! 
Red Fleet and a Blue Fleet. The i 
Red Fleet has a number of ships j 
—so has the Blue. Then the Red ! 
Fleet tries to out-manoeuvre the 
Blue Fleet, and the Blue Fleet 
returns the compliment. AR this 
takes place on the sea. No ship 
is allowed to run on shore — ^unless 
of course by force of circumstances 
outside the control of the com- 
mander. And when I had got as 
far as this. I thought I would 
make a further inquiry. 



NOTHING LIKE BEING READY WITH AN IXCTSE. 


Elderly Skittish Cousin, “ Oh, how unkinu of you to have left 

ME OUT OF TOUR JSSAUTIFUL PaRTV 1 YoU SEEM TO HAVE FORGOTTEN 

I 'm YOUR First Covsm 1 

£te {with no end of near but not very dear relatives), “So very 
SORRY 1 First Cousin— ah, yes.” {Recovering hionself,) “So long 

AGO, YOU KNOW. . . . HaD YOU BEEN MY LAST OOUSIN, THIS NEVER 
OOULB HAVE OCCURRED 1 ” 


“ I presume,” said I, to one of 
the chief officials, “that onr ob- 
ject is to ” 

At this point I was interrupted. 
“ Pray ask no more,” was the 
prompt reply of the veteran T had 

Q uestioned. “ Take my advice, 
f yon wish a question answered, 
answer it for yourself. Arrange 
in your own mind that * Heads ’ 
shall mean ‘ Yes,’ and the reverse 
a negative. Then toss.” 

And so now I am taking the 
advice I have received. I have 
spun my sixpence in the air. I 
am to write no more to you. All 
refuse to send my communica- 
tions for me. So I place this 
dncuraent in a bottle and throw it 
iuto the sea. You desired the 
fullest information about the 
naval mau oeuvres. W ell — I wish 
you may get it 1 


Coins of Wantage. — The 
Dundee A d?:ertiser calls attentiou 
to Mr. “Robert Wallace, M P. 
Edin.’s,” complaint that the Im- 
perial Parliament contains, in 
himself and another Mr. Robert 
Wallace, two Members with the 
same surnames and identical 
Christian names. Mr. “Robert 
Wallace, M.P, Edin.,” suggests 
that he may get his namesake’s 
Christmas bills, while “the other 
fellow” receives his (Mr. “R. W., 
M.P. E.’s”) invitations to dinner. 
Could not the little difficulty he 
overcome with the aid of a coin 
of the realm ? Let the flrst Mr. 
Robert call himself “Bob,” and 
the second Mr. Robert “half a 
florin.” This should settle the 
matter amicably; although both, 
no doubt, are worth considerably 
more than a shilling. 


A Severe Critic. — “ Slatin^ 
Pasha.” 


EE-INOAKNATION. 

itfondav,— Have just heenreading in the Pall Mall Magazine a won- 
derful story called “ A Re-Incarnation,” by the author of “ A Green 
Carnation.” He seems fond of carnations. Re-Incarnation andGre- 
Encarnation . Should have bepu in the exhibition of the N ational Car- 
nation Society at the Crystal Palace. His story tells how a man mur- 
dered a white cat, and afterwards married its soul, re-incarnated in 
the body of a young woman with “ china-blue” eyes and a large for- 
tune. Marvellous I Must cirefully avoid marrying young women 
with “ china-blue” eyes and large fortunes, though the latter might 
not be so harmfud. 

Tuesday , — That theory of re-incarnation impresses me wonderfully. 
Think about it all night. In the silent darkness remember that I 
once stamped on a black beetle. My^nurse called it “a black 
beadle ” Think of this with horror. Will it come hack to murder 
me? Terrible I Get up still nervous. Must go out iuto the air and 
sunlight, to dispel my gloomy thoughts. Stroll along Piccadilly. 
To avoid a shower step into the Burlington Arcade. Heavens, what 
is that by the entrance ? It is a man in black — a black beadle ! 
Gaze at him aghast. It has come back, the soul of that harmless 

crawling thing which I crushed in my boyhood, and now Fly 

while there is yet time ! Hal I am safe at hom e at last. 

Wednesduy^—’R'xve now no doubt of this marvellous theory. It 
is probable that re-incarnation may sometimes go the other way. 
Will investigate at the Zoological Gardens. Directly I see the 
largest elephant I recognise my late mother-in-law. The large, 
heavy form, the habit of trampling obstacles under foot— obstacles 
such as myself— -the very cap-strings, now become ears flapping in 
the wind, all are there. She always poked her nose into everything, 
and she does it now. What a proboscis she has! Must tell the 
keeper the real truth to prevent mishaps. Tell him confideutiallv. 
He grins. Assure him that I am quite serious. He leads me gently 


by the arm to the exit, where the turnstile only turns one way, and 
advises me to go home at once. 

Thursday ,— proofs every hour. Have just seen an omnibus 
horse, with the long face, the great yellow teeth and the general 
expression of my uncle’s second wife. Greatly overcome, seek rest 
and refreshment in my club. What is that having lunch over there? 
Don’t tell me it is an old gentleman with white hair and mild eyes. 
No! It is my first rabbit, which died of^ starvaiion through my 
carelessness. See, he is hungrily munching a lettuce! That is 
conclusive. 

Friday , — ^My great work on Re^Incarnation begun to-day. It 
will astonish the world, for it is all true. By why have my mends 
asked those two doctors to call ? There is nothing the matter with 
me. The two fools say I ought to give np all writing and keep quite 
quiet in the country. Explain that it is impossible. They insist 
with gentle firmness. Tell them I have no doubt they are the two 
leeches I once took from the bowl at the chemists and put on my 
little aster’s neck, whence they were removed by the nurse and 
ruthlessly slaughtered. , « ^ i n 

Monday,— Wj diary has been interrupted, for I have been moving 
to this hydropathic establishment, as those doctors called it, at 
Colney Hatch. I don’t like the place. Most of the visitors seem 
mad. But probably many of these water-drinkers are mad. 
Wouldn’t they he surprised if they knew who I really am ? Ha, ha I 
It will make a nice summer correspondence for the Daily Telegraph, 
To-morrow I will write to that paper stating the actual facts. 
I also am re-incarnated. I am, or rather I was, the Great Sea 
Serpent. 

Mrs. R. was very sorry that the clergyman of her parish had been 
compelled to leave. “ You see,” she said, “ the poor man feR offi his 
bicycle, and his doctor has told him that for some time he must try 
an incumbent position. So he has gone away for another <kire.” 





DEFEATED! 

Napoleon M-s^h-ry {meditating), “Um I — Bless HA^KoaTTEX I 
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ODE TO A WATEK COMPAITT, 

(By a Foot Svffarer who “ Owes U One,'') 

Of. Company, scourge, tyrant, tease ! 

“ Uncertain, cny, and nard to please,’^ 
(Like woman,) 

And variable*~in supply— 

As your excuses (all my eye !). 

Inhuman, 

brutal, and bumptious (corporate) beast I 
Hargh as the wind when in the east ! 

Were wattr 

“ Supplied ” to Wealth as ’tis to me, 

Short is the shrift that you would see ! 
La&t quarter 

You froze me out,” you “ cut me off,” 
And at my plaintive cries would scoff, 
(Confuse you all !) 

Claiming for what T did not have, 

And treating me like a mere slave, 

(Aft usual.) 

And now, in Summer, just to suit 
Your interests, you (corporate) brute, 

^ You slacken 

My poo3% inadequate supply. 

Yah ! I should Kke your (corporate) eye 
To blacken ! 

When care and heat bedew my brow, 

A ministering demon thoul 
My fickle 

Supply, upon a dav quite torrid. 

You slacken to a i bread-like, horrid, 

Slow Iriekle. 

I cannot wash, I dare not drink. 

And fever lurks in pipe and sink. 

You, scorning 

My needs, my health, may turn the screw, 
In mercy, for an hour or two 
Each morning, — 

Or you may not I Or when my throat is 
Heat-parched you come and— without 
Dissever [notice — 

Me from the main for a whole day. 

As is your little funny way ; 

And never 

Do I complain, with visage meek. 

Bat you administer more cheek. 

You Tartar ! 

And for redress I Ve little chance 
Unless I’ve stumped up in advance ; 

Your ‘^charter” i 

Always exonerating yow. 

Whether for “ putting on the screw ” 

Or turning 

The service < ff. Oh, Company! 

There are, ah I thousands like poor me. 
Who ’re burning 
With indignation at the capers 
You play with laundresses, and drapers, 
And poor fishmongers. 

Beware ! The public yet, you bet, 

On you that dire revenge will get 
For which it hungers I ! 


ON THE SENIOE SCULLS. 

(By ov/r Water Wagtail) 

[The Hon. E. Gunrynss won the Senior Sculls 
at the Metropolitan Amateur Regatta, beating the 
redoubtable brothers Guv and Vivian Nickalls, 
believed to be almost invincible.] 

The rank is but the “ Guinne'^s ” stamp, 

But scullers of the stamp of Guinness 
Are not too common. What a damp 
To Guy and Vivian this win is ! 

The Honourable R. has found 
I How fickle fortune gives hope pickles ; 

But in this last— aquatic— round 
True Guinness gold has beaten Nickalla. 
They’ll meet, perchance, again, to settle 
The game— for aH are men of 'mettle. 
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AWKWARDLY PUT. 


She. “By the way, Geoegb, have you got anything on this Evening ? ” 
He. “Nothing whatevee/' 

She. “Then come and Dine with us — and don’t DbebsI” . 


The Glass House op Commons.— Some 
fine “ Pairs” already on view. 


ELECTION NOTES FROM THE WEST. 

This is how the Western Daily Mercury 
describes “ the fight”— before it began. “The 
electoral battle continues, but it is a most un- 
equal contest. The Tories have been out- 
generalled. outmanoeuvred, and outclassed. 
They are like the Chinese fieet at Yalu, stolid 
and unoertaiu, whilst the Liberals are sailmg 
round them, pouring into them a withering 
fire from qmck-firing guns, sweeping awaj 
i masts and signal-yards, and scattering their 
crews in confusion. The fire from the^ Tories 
is intermittent, insuficient, and badly directed. 

' It is doing very little harm.” 

This is quite a gem of nautical description. 


Such as might justly he expected from a great 
naval port like Plymouth, which is the home 
of the Mercury. The chief beauty of R, 
moreover, is that it will serve again to describe 
the battle — ^when it is finished (“ after the 
poll ” ), the only alteration necessary being a 
transposition of the two words Tories and 
Liberals. . , - 

Cornwall . — Excellent programme,' includ- 
ing Two -Macs. As usu4, when one “ scores,” I 
the other doesn’t. McDoug all Vaten, while ! 
McAethur of course held whip-hand in St, 
Austell’s division. 

Love’s Local Option.— “ Drink to me only 
with thine eyes,” 




SCRAPS FROM CHAPS. 

Anothek Ikish Pabtt!— T he 
snakes are coming back to Ireland! 
In a Cork paper we read the fol- 
lowing:— 

Mr. CoENELius Donovan, while 
crossing a grass field rear Bkrney, 
r.ncountered a snake, whick at first he 
believed to be an eel, and struck it 
with, his walking stick. Having killed 
the reptile, he discovered it was a 
snake, measuring 3 feet 9 inches. 

Evidently a political omen of : 
some kind, this return of thej 
emigrants to Erin. What dees i 
it portend ? Mr. M-be-t, on being i 
consulted, is “inclined to fancy 
that the Cork snake is a herald 
of Coercion, and shows that the 
venom of Dublin Castle will soon 
he at work.” Mr. G. B-ip-b, on 
the other hand, says that “the 
return of general confidence at the 
advent of a Unionist Government, 
and a really capable Irish Secre- 
tary, has never been better ex- 
emplified. Even the reptiles are 
not afraid now to try teland as 
a place of residence 1 ” And Mr. 
J-bT-N M‘C-BTjaT has no doubt 
at all that * * the incident is another 
sign of the wowing Irish spirit of 
disunion. Did not Sfc, Patrick 
banish snakes from Ireland ? And 
ought not snakes, if they are 
worthy of the name of patriots, 
to obey Sfc. P., and stay awayr 
Well, they are returning, and 
defying St. P,— just as R-dm-ih) 
defies me ! And,” added the 
eminent leader, meditatively, 
“ Pve often thought there was a 
good deal of the eel about him, too.” 

“ Peebs ABE Cheap To-dat.”— 
From the North British Daily 
Mail:--- i 

Bailie Wright, in supporting the 
motion, said that if he had the power 
he would make every man in that 
meeting a peer, so that they should 
go to the Lords and resolve upon their 
abolilion. 
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OFF I 

Manure Damsel {as they •pass the OniservcUory). “Deae meI What 
A DELicioTTS SMELCi OF -{archly)— Oeange-blossoms 1 ” 

Little Mr, Tipkins {alarmed), “Oh, no— bbally— I assuke yott, 
NOTHING OF THE SOKT 1 ” [BoUs, 
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Prodigious! But how is the 
Bailie going to proceed ? Bring 
in a “ Bill of Wright’s ” when he 
has got his new nobilitv ensconced 
in the Gilded Chamber? And 
suppose the Bailie’s peers decline 
to commit suicide ? 

Air— “ Wal/y^ Waly.^^ 

0, Bailie, Bailie, your peers be bonuie 

A little time while the 3 ^ are new ! 
But when they 're auld, they ’ll wax 
most cauld, 

And vote in a way to astonish yoti ! 

DELIGHTFUL DISCOYERIES. 

{A Dialogve <xtthe Service of the 

6 «. 0 .”) 

Visitor, As I am a stranger in 
London, can you please tell me 
how to get to Holly Lodge ? 

Native, Make for HoUoway, and 
you will get intoits neighbourhood. 

Visitor, Thanks, very much; 
and where is the Institute of the 
Painters in Water Colours ? 

Native, Why, in Piccadilly, of 
course; next door to St. James’s 
Churoh. 

Visitor, I am infinitely obliged 
to you ; and now perh^s you will 
direct me to Carlton House Ter- 
race, Kew Gardens, Greenwich, 
and the Docks ? 

Native, First, behind the Athe 
neeum; and the others you can get 
to by train after consulting: Brad- 
shaw. But why this thirst for 
geographical knowledge ? 

Visitor, Because I am a member 
of the International Geographical 
Congress. 

Native, Indeed! And what are 
you going to do at these places P 

Visitor, I am going to be “ en- 
tertained.” In fact, my duty will 
be to see and be seen. 

Native, And how abDut geo- 
graphical research ? 

Visitor, That will he satisfied 
to a considerable extent by a hunt 
for sandwiches, and a quest for 
strawberries and cream ! 


THE AGE OE CULTURE. 

[“ It is a good omen for the future of agriculture that the upper classes 
are beginning to take a practical interest in it,”— A Morning Baper,'\ 

Extracts from the “ JForld,'* June, 1900. 

Despite the unfavourable weather. Lady Tipton’s garden-party 
on Wednesday was a great success. Strawberry-picking was the 
principal amusement, and some well-known performers were present. 
Miss HE Mctbe, as usual, beat aU her rivals, hut the Bishop of 
PuLBOBOTTGH was only ha]f-a-basket behind. Like most of her 
friends. Lady Tipton has now converted all her croquet and tennis 
lawns into fruit-beds. 

Lobe G^tson is entertaining a large party of friends for bird- 
soaring this week. Starlings are somewhat scarce this year, hut 
sparrows are very plentiful and strong on the wing. Some capital 
sport was er joyed over these well-known fields last week, and the i 
host (who used a blunderbuss manufactured by Messrs, Mubdey) is ! 
credited with having frightened away about fiOOO braoe in a single 
day. 

^ Tmuts is quite wrong in stating that the Marquis of Coombe 
inteuds to sMl his well-known potato-patch in Hammersmith. On 
the contrary, he has j ust la^d down two dozen new plants. It is 
true, however, that several of the smartest people are growing 
muons instead of potatoes this year. 

As the show-season will soon be with ns again, it may be well to 


i ^ ti w i y p UOXUEXJLU Vi uUV gVXLUlUV 

oharaoteT of the exhibits. It would be disgraceful were there to be 
any repetition of such a scandal as occurred last autumn at a leading 


I exhibition, when it was discovered that the apples belonging to a 
i certain lady of title, to which the prize already had been awarded, 
owed their brilliant appearance to the fact that her Grace had tinted 
them with water-colours. 

The Inter-’ Yarsity^ ploughing competition takes place at Lord’s on 
Friday, The Cambridge men are perhaps the favourites at present, 
but, though they have undoubtedly done some fast times, their 
furrows are apt to be very erratic. Still, under Farmer Hodge’s 
able coaching, they may be expected to improve greatly in the next 
few days. 

Some of the papers have been making merry over the attempts to 
start butter-making clubs among the poorer classes. It is true that 
butter-making has been considered hitherto almost exclusively a 
rich man’s recreation; hut I do not see why the hard-working 
labonrer, who has been toiling at golf or polo all day, should not be 
allowed to amuse himself with this healtny pastime in the evening, 
just as much as his superiors in social station. 

2 pwpos of butter-making, I hear that a testimonial is to he 
presented to Mr, Aylesbubt, who has now captained his county 
teapa for some years. Of his all-round skill it is needless to speak ; 
he is a useful change chumer, and he had far the highest patting 
average last season. 

How TO Spend a Happy Day ! — ^Luncheon, dinner, and break- * 
fast baskets provided for travellers by the Great Wheel at Earl’s 


uoun?. isjpo au requisires lor maxing up lairiy oomioriaDie oeas in 
any one of the compartments. Address Wheel and Woa Co., 

E.as.w. 
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"MR. SPEAKER!” 

** Hats off, strangers ! ” — Folicemen ^ass%m, 

Now the new House of Commons is complete, and Members are 
meparing to meet for their first Session, the question of who is to he 
Sp^er ojmes to the front. Mr. Punch is pleased to observe the 
growing conviction in both political camps that there really is no 
question on the subject. Had Mr, Guxlt performed the duties of 



OUE THESPIANS. 

SiK Henht Ibving’s Saturday night at home previous to his de- 
parture for America was brilliant. House so crowded in every part, 
that the like of it has rarely been seen even at the Lyceum. Our 
Ellen, as charming Nance Oldfield^ was cheered to the Echo, or 
would have been had there been any place left for Echo in the 
house. Sir Henry admirable as the old soldier in A Story of 
Waterloo^ and both he and Miss Teert at their best in the one scene 
from grand old Willy Shakspeabe’s Much Ado about Nothing. 
The “Much Adoo,” as Mr. Weller senior would have pronouno^ 
and spelt it, came after the curtain had fallen, and on both sides the 
“ Adoo was changed into a hearty “ Au revoir ! i 

To mention “Henry” is to remember “Johnnie,” the Johnnie 
yclept J. L. Toole, whom Mr. Punch was delighted to see, looking 
“ fit as a fiddle,” having Toole’d up to town from Margate evidently 
on the high road to perfect recovery. 


Mr. Speaker Gully. 

Speaker with merely average capacity, the House of Commons, 
mindful of its highest traditions, would have been slow to celebrate 
a party victory at the polls by dispossessing him in favour of a 
nominee of the new majority. His marked success happily makes 
such aotim more than ever improbable. 

His position was made exceptionally difficult by the circumstances 
of the day. Elected b3r a narrow majority, he succeeded the greatest 
Speaker of modern times. The fierce light that heats on the 
Speaker's chair was intensified by the inevitable contrast between 
the new occupant and the stately figure long familiar to the House. 
From the first Mr. Gully wisely retrained from even approach to 
imitation of the manner of Mr. Peel. That was a thing apart, like 
the bow of Ulysses. The new Speaker was simply himsSf ; and the 
House of Commons, the keenest, swiftest, fairest judge of character 
in the world, was delighted to find in him perfect equanimity of 
temper, a judicial mind, unfailing readiness. m emergency, and a 
quite surprising knowledge of the intricacies of procedure. 

During his brief tenure of office Mr. Gully was more than once 
suddenly faced by a knotty point that might reasonably have been 

S fced to haffie a ’prentice hand. Never on these occasions has he 
. Such rare aptitude displayed at the outset of a career 
promises the fullness of perfection when, strengthened and sus- 
tained by the unanimous vote of a new Parliament, the Speaker 
resumes his work* 


CONCERNING A PUBLIC NUISANCE, 

By One who lives Next Door, 

[The Salvationists of Warwickshire have lately been restoained by to.e 
new county by-law, which provides that no person shall play any musical 
instrument within fifty yards of a dweUing-house.] 

Bravo, good men of Warwick! you’d rejoice 
John Leech’s soul and all whose nerves are shattered 

By blatant street musician’s raucous voice 
Or braying trombone — ^these at last you’ve scattered I 

Ah I would that London followed now your lead, 

And kept a tight hand o’er the rude fanatics 

Who blare away her Sunday peace, whose creed 
Is uproar, “fire and blood,” and acrobatics ! 

If they’d a grain of humour’s saving grace, 

Enough to hear themselves as others hear them, 

They ’d straight retire to some far desert place 
And bang and clang and howl where none come near them I 

Ev’n as I write, some strain like “ Daisy BelP^ 

With wonld-be sacred words and tuneless jar racks 

Mv tortured ear — hard fate has made me dwell 
Next door, alas I to what they call their “ barracks.” 

Their ranting, roaring may he heav’nly joys. 

But me they fill with bile and ire plethoric ; 

When, I would ask, shall we put down such noise, 

As have the worthy citizens of Warwick ? 

AU REVOIR TO OPERA. 

End of operatic season, and a fine season too. The Patti nights 
exceptionally brilliant. De Reszke frereSj the accomplished Bi- 
cycling Brothers, did not apijear, but Sir Drueiolanus sang the 
old song “ We ’re going to do without them^^ and did so, uncommonly 
well. Maurel, AnconAl, Plancon. were ^ 

■L I... ’ Tir r\ 


bright particular stars; while Melba 
suddenly shone forth as Comet with 
magnificent taQ, i.e. a great following, 

Calve held her own against all comers : /^' ^ Jf 

and, as Santuzza. it was a case of 
“honours divided” with Mdme. Bel- 

LiNCioNi, who, it must not he forgotten, wir 

was the original of the part. The 

Beneficent Bauermeister, of talent un- \ 

limited, has shown that “ woman,” like 
roan, “ in her time can play many parts,” 

Mile. BAUERMEasxER has played them ; Ij M M 
and all equally well. 9 

So farewell Operatics till next year, ^ 

when Drubiolanus need fear no 
storms, if still provided with his light- 
ning Conductors Bevignani, Manctnelli & Co. Nor need the 
Liberal- Conservative Druriolanus Opbraticus think of having to 
reckon "with any formidable rivalry, should the utterly improbable 
happen and a new Oppositien Opera he started. Why two Opera 
Houses cannot succeed m London may he a problem, hut hitherto it is 
oneof which dissolution of the weakerwas the only solution. The strong 
company vremt to Covent Garden, and the weak went—to the ’wall. 




New Wore.— Messrs. Macmillan have just published The I 
Theory and Practice of Counter-Irritation^ by H. 0 . GmiES. ’ 
One example of this could easily he given by anyone in a hurry, who | 
couldn’t get attended to at the Stores, or vice versd by a counter- ' 
jumper at a lineudraper’s, whose temper was more than ordinarily I 
tried by some extra-sniUy-shallying euatomer, I 


Report erom a Minor Canon.— Archdeacon Farrar, hitherto 
performing “ Archi-diaconal functions” at Westminster, has just 
been “ installed ” Dean of Canterbury. There are, clearly, only 
two notable installations, one of the Electric light, and the other of 
a Dean. Canterbury has now the chance of being thoroughly 
enlightened and electrified. 




A CORRECT EYE. 

Mbs. Brown has bought her Husband twenty yard 5 of native Sootoh Homespun, and has sent foe the 
Glen to make him a Suit thereof. The Tailor takes the material, gives a glance at Brown, and is about to depart, 
“But look herb/* says Brown; “you’ve not taken my Measure 1” 

Tailor n “Hoot, Man, ye're not deforrm'd T* 


YOUNG PElMEOSrS PAETT. 

A Plaint of the Polls. 

Air — “ Hans BreitmanrCs Tarty 

Young Primrose Bad a Party, 

He led it— like a lamb. 

It fell in love with a motley thing 
They called the Rad Pro-gramme. 

They swore that plan to fight for, 

Aye, fight till all was Bine ; 

But when it came unto the Polls, 

That Party split in two. 

Young Primrose had a Party, 

For Progress it was bound ; 

But all the propfress that it made 
Was staggering round and round. 

The liveliest shindies in the House, 

And mockery out-o’-door, 

Was ail that Party caused, and so 
It dwindled more and more. 

Yonng Primrose had a Party. 

I tell you it cost him dear. 

The Eads he led “rolled into ” him 
Because he was a Peer : 

They tried to knock Bang’s spigot in. 

The Caineites raised a cheer. 

I think that so fine a Party 
Never went bust on beer. 

Yonng pRTMROSB had a Party, 

They were all “ Bouse undt JBrouse,^* * 
A more divided company 
Ne’er wrangled in the House : 

They talked of “filling up the cup/’ 
Vetoing the Yitlei^s guilt ; 

** Sans tmd Brans” ; Gfer^ Eiot and bustle. 


But soon they found the pat wasJuU, 

And that the cup was spilt. 

Young Primrose had a Party, 

Althongh it was not big, 

It tried to break the power of beer, 

And check the sway of swig 1 
But soon they found ’twas all in vain, 

The brewer they did “ cop ” ; 

And the company scattered like fighting 
crowds 

When the constable bids them stop. 

Young Primrose had a Party, 

Where is that Party now? 

Where are the lovely golden dreams 
Of the Newcastle pow-wow ? 

Where are the Democratic plans, 

TheL. C. C.’sdeHght? 

AU fioated away on a fiood of beer 
Away— in the JEangkeit!* 

* “Evigkeit” : (?«*. Eternity; “gone for 
ever.” 


East Norfolk Election.— When women 
are stoned by cowardly ruffians, of any party, 
or, more probably, of no party, it is not a time 
for jokes. But Mr, Punch wishes he had 
been there, with a few of his young men and 
a few revolvers, and then some persona more 
deserving to be hit might have been hit, and 
with something sharper than stones. In East 
Norfolk, during the excitement of an election, 
it is evidently almost as necessary to carry 
firearms for self-defence as in any quite un- 
ci viUsed and savage country— such as Bul- 
garia, under the government of the brave 
FERDINANn. 


METEOROLOGICAL MISGIVINGS. 

Saturday,— TLoir warm it is I Shall go for 
my holiday somewhere on the sea. A month's 
cruise on the coast of Norway, perhaps. 

Sunday , — ^Wbat a tremendous gale I Ima- 
gine a month of this on the sea. Shall go 
inland, quite in the country — say to a cottage 
on Dartmoor, 

Monday ,— a dull day I Coul<^ t 
stand the country in this gloom. Try Paris. 

Tuesday,— K glorious day. Very hot and 
sunny in Paris now. Shall go to the Lakes. 

TTedwesday.— Steady rain. Don’t hke the 
idea of the Lakes. Always damp and de- 
pressing. In this sort of weather better he 
at Scarborough or Brighton. 

Thursday ,— and mist. No doubt 
sea fog on coast. Hate sea fog. Better go to 
a dry place abroad. How about North Italy ? 

JFVeSay.— What beastly dust everywhere I 
No good going to a dry, sunny climate. Try 
Cornwall. 

Saturday ,— close day.^ Couldn’t 
stand much of this. Too enervating. ^ Shall 
go to the Alps— anywhere up high in the 
mountain air. 

Sunday, — Chilly for the time of year. 
Probably snowing on the Alps. Very dismal, 
cowering over a stove in a Swiss inn. Wiat 
a difficulty this holiday is I Good ideal 
Will postpone it till the settled weather in 
the winter, 

New adafiation of Ancient Chaff to 
THE Defeated Candidates Does your 
mother know you ’re ‘ 0 at ’ ? ” [N. B.— What 
view “mother” will take of it depends on 
“ mother’s ” politics.] 
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Worhmn {jpolUely^ to old Ladyt who has accidentally got into a JSmoMng Compartment), “You 
don’t object to mt Pipe, I ’ope, Mum?” 

Old Lady, “Yes, I do object, tekt steongltI” 

Workman, “ Oh 1 Then out tou get 1 1 ” 


TO JULIA, KNIGHT-EEEANT. 

[“After the noble lord’s dinner-party, at which 
the ladies appeared in their cycling costumes, con- 
sisting of , the company set off at hal^past 
ten on their bikes for the region between Sc Paul’s 
and the Tower, where at that hour, except an 
occasional policeman, hardly a soul is to be seen. 
Their example is now being generally imitated.” 
People of To-Day, \ 

When night her sable pall doth spread 
Above the city’s sleeping head 
So as it seemeth to be dead ; 

And labour hath a short surcease, 

And burglars taste a halcyon peace, 

Save where the vigilant police, 

All fearless on their darkling beat, 

With sound of heavy-sandaDed feet 
Wake awesome echoes in the street ; 

When weary chapmen go their ways 
To halls of song or sit at gaze 
In front of elevating plays ; 

Or haply drop into the club, 

And pausing for a friendly rub 
Defy the deadly nuptial snub ; 

Or watch in fond paternal mood 
The slumber of their infant brood 
In some suburban neighbourhood 


Then, Julia., then, at such an hour 
I gather that you ^uit your bower 
And seek the purlieus of the Tower ; 

Encased in wanton breeks and wide, 
A solid regiment, you ride 
With swains revolving at your side ; 

By stilly thoroughfares you strike 
Th’ astonied silence with your bike ; 
Earth never yet hath seen the like ! 

Not she, that fair of whom they sing, 
Who wrought her city’s rausoming, 
Qodiva dared so bold a thing. 

High Heaven alone sees such a sight 
Wheu Dian wheels her orb by ni^t 
With many a starry sateUite. 

But, Julia, though the mode decree, 
By all the rites of Battersea, 

That you career in company, 

The conscious object of remark, 
Whenas the lusty-throated lark 
Disporteth o’er the People’s Park ; 

Yet certes it were more discreet. 
When Hesper from his vantage-seat 
Hluminateth Cannon Street, 

To ride with none but me to know 
Just bow th’ enamoured breezes blow 
Bound your ineffable trousseau I 


How say you, sweet P To-morrow, then, 
We assignate for half -past ten 
Upon the punctual stroke of Ben ? 

On Cupid’s chaste commission bent 
We twain will meet, with your consent, 
10.30, by the Monument. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

To recommend Lyre and Lancet to readers 
of Punch is to preach to the converted, and, 
as Sir William Habcourt said when he 
opened his election campaign in Derby, that 
is a work of supererogation. There is, how- 
ever, this new thing to he said, that Smith, 
Elder & Co., inolnding the work in their 
Novel Series, have presented it in dainty 
form, and have preserved Mr. Partridge’s 
illustrations. My Baronite has read it through 
again with increased admiration for the 
perilous audacity of the plot, the skill with 
which it is worked out, and the many felici- 
ties of the phrasiag. It would he so easy to 
spoil it by a coarse or slovenly touch. In no 
scene of the breathless drama does Mr. 
Anstet’s hand forget its cunning. 

The larger number of the verses that make 
up the little volume Smith, Elder & Co. 
publish under the title Tillers of the 8and 
have, Mr. Owen Seaman states in his preface, 
appeared iu the National Observer, Whilst 
they are above the average of the cleverness 
of that really smart journal, they are tainted 
by its besetting sin. Purporting to present 
“a fitful record of the Bosebery Adodnis- 
tration,” the recorder finds it all very bad. 
This is bard on the late G-overnmeut, but it 
is harder stiH on the clever versifier. True 
a-t requires light and shade, and here is 
none. Appearing week by week the pungent 
admixtures were passable, were even titilla- 
ting. But the monotony of vituperation, how- 
ever cleverly compounded, grows a little 
wearisome, even in a volume that does not 
much exceed a hundred pages. My Baronite 
likes best “ The Lament of the Maogregor.” 
not because its literary style is more masterly 
than that of its companion verse, hut be- 
cause its fuu is less acrid. The rest, with 
significant exception of two pieces that ap- 
peared iu these pages, is too hotly spiced 
with Ashmead-Bartlettism to please one 
who looks to Mr. Seaman for the wine of 
scholarly verse and finds the vinegar of elec- 
tion squibs. The Baron de B.-W, 

Skakspeare on the recent H. A. 

Elections. 

Onslow Ford, Sculptor, E.A. 

W. B. Richmond, Painter, R.A. 

“ Good Master Ford be contented.” 

Merry Wives of Windsor, Act III., Scene 3. 

“For Richmond’s good.” 

Diehard the Third, Act V., Soane 3. 

Mrs. Q-amp on “Local Option.” — “I 
never could have kep myself up but for a 
little drain of spirits, which I seldom touches, 
but could always wish to know where to find, 
if so fiispoged.’’ — Martin Ohuzzlewitf c. xln. 

The case of slandering Maj or Rasch, M.P. , 
was dismissed on defendant Turp tendering 
apology and paying costs. Rash on the 
part of Turp, but the case was settled in a 
Rashional way^ 

^ To Mr. A. E. Mummery.— The ReooUeo- 
tions of his foreign Climbs in the Alps and 
Caucasus might sugg^^st to the author a new 
work to be entitled “ Pleasant MummeriesP 
Of course nothing to do with amateur act' ng, 
or with Miss Miln’s Strolling Players in the 
East 
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THE FORCE OF HABIT. 

Mss Diana (a novks). “ Oh, Jack, I ’m oisrtaih this Thing is going to shy at those horbid Pigs 1 Do too minh hbabing it past S 


THE LAST PAGE OP SOMEBODIES DIAEY. 

[Picked up in the mighbomhood of Dorchester Eouse ) I 

Before leaving England I finish this book. I have seen much 
and would have iiked to see more. It was a great disappointment | 
to me that the Polyttchnio had changed its character. It was the ; 
dream of my childhood to be present a lecture Illustrated with i 
brilliant experiments.” Still the British Museum was a very good I 
substitute. Then I was pleased with the Imperial Institute, and 
appreciated Srsiuss’s band. Although I have yet to learn what the 
latter had to do with the spread of the British Dominion. And I was 
delighted wit h the State Balls and the Ascot races. I was pleased, too, 
with my visit to the Board School, And there seemed to be much 
I doing in the Houses of Parliament, But what struck we most cf all 
was the great prosperity I noticed everywhere. There is no poverty i 
in England. All is rich. Everyone is great. There are none who 
are not powerful; it is marvellous, but true. I should like to' 
return to this great country to learn a little more. I have not yet seen 
a paper prints. I have not dined at the table of those who are 
responsible for the gaiety of nations. I have not wal ched the manu- 
facture of a clock. I have not examined waxworks. I have not 
risen in the air in a balloon, nor sunk below the level of the sea in a 
diving-bell. But all this pleasure can wait till I pay England a 
second visit. And I am pleased to find that certain places are myths, 
the more especially as these places were said to be “ disgraces to 
civilization,” There is no East End. There are no prisons. Poverty 
is a word that has become obsolete. Everyone is satisfied. A strike 
never happens because all Englishmen are contented. This is the 
lesson that I have learned at the hands of the great British G-overn- 
ment. It is strange, but undoubtedly true, that the English nation 
has no “ seamy side.” So I leave the country of prosperous couteut 
with a salaam of heart-felt respect. And now for Paris, with its 
wicked distractions. I hope I may survive. In the meanwhile 
Britannia, Brave, Brilliant, Beautiful and Beneficial, farewell I 

P.S.— Always supposing I can overcome my terror of mal de mer. 

Highly Probable,— For a draught of a new Irish policy the 
present Government is pretty sure to return to the Old Butt. 


THE ELECTION PLEASANT PHRASE BOOK. 

[For the use of UnpopvZar Candidates expected to accept aUacks ”yooGf- 
naturedlyy) 

I AM much obliged to you for the unsavoury egg. 

Pray do not apologise for breaking my arm with a stone three inches 
in diameter. 

Thanks for that pail of mud emptied over my head and hat. 

It is really capital fun being pelted with gravel. 

Never miod having smashed my dog-oart and killed the horse 
attached to it. 

Really, dodging this sterm of bludgeons is the most amusing occu- 
pation imaginable. 

Never mind having crushed my skull, as I really wanted a chance 
to give a good turn to the local doctor. 

Finally, I would wiUingly acknowledge all these little humours of 
a contested election in a spirit of genial amiability had yon not I 
unfortunately broken my jaw and reduced me to a condition of j 
semi-insensibility, 

I GOOD NEWS, AND STRANGE TOO I 

j The Northern Railway Company of France, as the Daily 
Telegraph informs us, has decided to spend four millions of francs 
in imp'’oving its rolling-stock. This move ought to send np all its 
“ stock” in the market. Also there is to he a train of an entirely 
new pattern, replete, with every convenience, running in* corre- 
spondence with the London Chatham^ and Dover Company’s most 
convenient continental service. This is first-class (and second also) 
news for persons about to- travel. The D. T further says that ‘‘ the 
adoption tf bogies wall make the running easy.” Good gracious ! 
The cutting and running would come quite naturally to most of the 
passengers on beholding only one ‘•bogey”; but when it comes to 
“ bogies,” there would be a general stampede ! Very kind of the 
Northern to “ adopt ” bogies. Some poor little orphan bogies, left at 
the door of a Bogey-Foundling Hospital, deserted by their ghostly 
.and unnatural parents, but “adopted” by the spirited Great 
Northern of France I * * Hush ! Hush, Hush, it is the Bogey Train I ” 

1 But no tricks on traveRers, spirited Great Northern of France. 
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_ very delicate : 'WoaDS'woETE’s mother had a character as peculiar ag 

ROUNDABOUT READINGS. that of her gifted sou ; Eaxeigh said that he owed all his politeaess 

I spoEE last week of the General Election, more particularly with of deportment to his mother. are other statemeute^ 

o??hfstnect rfXmatt^rS^^^^^ f warto knowrJhy^^^^^^ care, or 

points to be determined will be the amonnt of influence exercised by o?nseb^^ Here^is^^auoth^er 

the speech, not on its hea rers, but on the sp eaker himself. letted fr^ a imv^vLt 

NoTHntG is more remarkable than the rapidity and definiteness instrumental composition s to his jnother. Amazmg. 

with which a speaker’s opinions crystallise during the course of a . , ^ i /-m. v x i \ 4.1. 

speech. Let us assume, for example, that a Radical candidate has In the parish of Swaflham Bulbeok (Phoebus, what a name I ) there 
been approached on the subject of an Eight Hours BiH, and, in order are apppently two bridges. At the a^’ouri^d quarterly meeting of 
to gain time, has promised to deal with it in his next speech, at the the Parish Council the other day, Mr. C. P. FrsoN in the chair, it 


same time giving an assurance of general 
sympathy. Probably he has not thought 
much about the question before. In the 
evening he will speak npon it ; and sud- 
denly, to his own intense surprise, he will 
find himself declaring that all legislation 
I will be vain, all social effort fruitless, until 
' the load of toil that presses on the mass of 
his fellow-countrymen is lightened, and 
a universal Eight Hours Bill is carried 
through both Houses. 

Oe again, a Conservative is confronted 
with the question of old-age pensions. Pre- 
cisely the same process takes place, and 
under the necessity of convincing himself, 
while endeavouring to convince and to 
please his audience, he will vow never to 
cease his efforts in support of Mr. Chambbs- 
XAiN until a general system of State pen- 
sions for the aged is established throughout 
the United Kingdom. 

So it is with votes of thanks and lauda- 
tory speeches of all kinds. If you have to 
move a vote of thanks to A,, a politician 
whom you do not specially admire, the odds 





Sir William cultivates the ** Celtic Fringe.” 


was reported that Bridge No. 1 required to 
! be re-bnilt. , . . The Chairman reported 
I Bridge No. 2 required the same treatment, 
i and eventually the whole matter was ad- 
' jonmed ” — presumably in the hope that in 
the interval the bridges would rebuild 
themselves. 

HOW I LOST MY POLL. 

Mr. Punch, Honoured Sir, — By way of 
supplementing efforts of Dnify Chroncile to 
obtain anihnrised statements showing cause 
for defeat of certain distinguished candi- 
dates, have secured following satisfactory 
explanations, for authenticity of which I 
have pleasure in vouching. Have sup- 
pressed names of men and places, thus sacri- 
ficing verisimilitude on altar of discretion. 

A. explainsr—Opponent started with eve^ 
natural advantage, having only appeared in 
constituency three weeks and two days ago, 
and being entirely unknown. ( Omne igno-- 
turn pro henejico,) I, on other hand, had I 
been on spot for five-and-twenty years, and 
was only iwo well known, 

B. explains Attribute my defeat (by 


are about ten to one that you will describe him as a great statesman, exactly 4529 votes) to over-confidence on part of my supporters, 
a profound thinker, an eloquent orator, and the man of the future. Seems that recollection of ample margin of two (one voting-paper 
All this may be due to your having embarked on a rhetorical period disputed) by which I was returned to late Parliament produced reck- 
which required more words than youhad prepared vourself to supply ; less and culpable apathy. , . 

aud in the agitation of filling up the gap, and rounding off the period, C. explains : — Mistake to suppose that Local or any other v eto had 
you say what you had not the remotest intention of saying when yon appreciable bearing on result of election. Fact is that opposition 
got on to your h gs. Hence come in after years paralld columns, and chartered every available traction-engine to bring up rural electorate, 
aggravatieg charges of inconsistency. All other traffic practically suspended. Terrorised owners refused to 

risk their stables in unequal struggle. Was reduced to average of one 

It was roses, roses all the way. But that was some time ago in horse a piece for my four-in-hands. ‘ Also other* man’s wife prettier 
the case of Mr. Isaac Hotle, late Liberd Member for the Hey wood thanmine.^ \ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

Division of Lancashire. He was asked to support Mr. Snape the I>- explains Am author of many standard works of blood-curdling 
Liberal Candidate at this election, but he refused to ” take any part adventure, largely among blacks. Found myself besieged one day in 
in seudiug Mr. Snaps to Parliament, charged with duties for which, headquarters by what I took to he murderous contiugent of enemy, 
as I think, his votes show he has no qualification.” The receipt In all my books of fiction, hero would have ha'cked his way through 
of this letter caused the greatest excitement in the Division, aiidst, if onlv with open penknife. Stern reality quite a different 
and at the Hey wood Reform Club Mr. Hotxe’s portrait has matter. Fell back upm services of local fire-brigade. Turned out 
been smashed to pieces and thrown out of the building. It is afterwards that crowd actually consisted of admiring readers and 
stated also that his subscriptions are being returned. Clearly a case political friends all eager to draw me, by pardonable ruse, into display 
of adding Hoyle to the flames of controversy, of heroic qualities as depicted in my popular writings. Disillusioned 

by me, and damped by fire-brigade, moo went off and voted for other 

Mr. Thomas Mtlvain, the Conservative who vainly endeavoured to . Tr« j 

oust Sir WiiPBiD Lawson from the Cockermonth Division, was once . 
a great boxer— a heavy-weight champion amongst amateurs, if my 

memory serves me. In the course of his late contest he addressed a A- it 4?“^ attention 

hostile meeting at Dearham. Many questions were put to him. One younger male ele^ors. Other candidate s^lid family man 

was, “What weight was ta whe£ thoo was a boxer?” Mr. without physical charm. Has been said^at beauty is a curse. In 
Miltain’s answer was, “ I was 13 st. 8 lb. That was twenty-eight case must unhesitatingly admit soft impeaotoent. . „ , . 

years ago; and I have not had the gloves on since.” {Laughter and e^cplams :-It arose in this way. Had arranged beforehand 
cheers, and a Voice: “ Would yoS like to have them on now “I should snap lu two during ^cent of heaw 

am ouite prepared to rive anv of rnn a incline in very heart of borough, idea being that partisans would be 


am quite prepared to give any of you a turn, if you want one, 
{Great laughter and cheers,) 

"When a Cand’date, heckled by enemies, finds 
All his efforts to keep the place still vain, 

Let him try one resource ere he pulls down the blinds, 

And conform to the model of Milyain. 

For when politics palled he referred to the years 
When his skill as a boxer wa^ lauded ; 

An allusion to gloves won him laughter and cheers, 

WTiich was more than the “ point of Ms jaw ” did. 

In a provincial contemporary I find the following startling info* 
malaon, under ike heading, Mothers of Gfreat Men.” SoHtTMANN 


incline in very heart of borough, idea being that partisans would be 
compelled to un-horse veMole and personally propel it along in semi- 
triumphal progress. All went well till it came to pushing. Then 
was seen that weight of fellow-passeugers (three obese stump-orators 
sent down by Caucus) overtaxed strength of small body of sup- 
porters, men remarkable for intelleotuM perspicuity rather than 
brute force. Notwithstaudinp: laudable efforts, carriage receded, 
slowly at first, then, gaining impetus, rnsMd with incredible speed 
full into plate glass window of Mayor's grocery-store. St If and all 
three orators bled profusely. Should add that Mayor was ex- 
ceedingly popular politician of heterodox views. Cause of my Party 
completely ruined by shocking fiasco. 

Kindly observe, dear Mr, VmcKkow insignificant a part seems 


incm i^ntemporajw I find the following startling infer- to have been played in above elections by great and vital questions of 
^4., - ler me hoadmg,^ Ashers of Chreat Men.” ScHtTMArrar’s day. Let me kw if yduwtot any more of tbeae explanations, - Cost 
mother was gifted in music; Chopin’s mother, like Mmself, was menothingr 'Vnnrfl fSiT>T.'w>a-TiTTkTR Mt^'xr'nAV. 


Yours, Splenpipb Menpa^J* 
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A PSALM OP AUGUST. 

{For the Circular Tourist,) 

Tell me not, in Summer numbers, 

“ Holidays are but a dream ! ” 

If you bold that vacs are slumbers, 
W'ell— things are not 'what they seem. 

Cook is real 1 Q-aze is earnest 1 
And the earth^s end is their goal ; 

“Bust” thou art, and “bust” return es\ 
Sing they to the tripper^s soul. 

Not enjoy ment—rather, sorrow 
Grreets the tourist on his way ; 

His to toil, that each to-morrow 
Find him farther on his way. 

Tours are lon^, and Time is fleeting, 
While we dire discomfort brave ; 

In globe-trotting, record-beating, 
Pleasure surely finds its grave. 

Let us, still, each town he “ doing,” 

Since “ tow-rowing” is our fate— 

Then, half-dead with guide-pursniog, 
Brag o’er those at home who wait I 


“FoKWOon Boys.”— Sir Asthtjs Foewood, 
the new Baronet, observes the Day-by-Day- 
istical writer in the Daily Telegraph, “is not 
tohe confounded with his brother, Sir William 
Foewood.” Why not? Why interfere with 
the liberty of speech on the part of some 
Radicals, who might say “Confound *em 
both I ” Or, in the words of the National 
Anthem, “ Confound their politics.” 

Omitted eeom the Gteaciotjs Speech op 
H.R.H. THE Pbihce op Waxes at the open- 
ing op THE SOUTHAMPTOK New DoCK.— -“I 
appear here as the Judge, at whose word the 
prisoner is to be let into the dock, and, sub- 
sequently, let out again. Ladies and gentle- 
men, the prisoner is— the water.” ( Cheers,) 



PHESIBINTG DEITY. 1895. 

VEJsnjs An — ^iline dye— omenb. 


JOEYINC AT THE PHINCE OF WALES’S. 

Theee ha.ve been Joes not a few on the 
stage. Coming down L-om the time of Joe 
Oeimaxdi, we pass on the way Joseph An- 
drews^ Foil and Fartner t/be, Foot Joe from 
Bleak House ^ and many otlxer Joes until we 
come to Gentleman ./be, hansom cab- driver, 
played by Aethue Robots. The question and 
answer in the old idiotic nigger song applies 
appropriately here, 'with slight adaptation : 

What ! de Joe ? Yes ! de Joe. 

Sj)ruce Joe kicking up ahind and afore, 

Ejltty Loptus playing up to Mister Job. 

And with the assistance of the always grace- 
ful Phyllis Beoughton— of whom Gentle- 
man Joe might have sung, but doesn’t, 
“ Phyllis is my only Fare ”— aided also by 
the pretty-voiced Leitie Seaele, helped by 
the sprightly earnestness of Miss Claea 
Jecks, who has turned over a new leaf and 
come out as a page, and kept mo'ring by the 
dashing “ go ” of Miss Sadie Jeeome (not at 
all a “sad eye” nor a “say die” sort of 
young lady) as Lalage Fotts^ this two-act 
musical farce, beginning as a kind of High 
Life hehw Stairs and ending anyhow, offer- 
ing, as it does, opportunities to Our Only 
Aethde for introducing into it any amount of 
“divarsion” in the way of new songs, eccenkio 
speeches, nods, ■winks, hecks, and wreathed 
smiles, may be continuing its successful career 
in the summer of ’96, there being no apparent 
reason why its run should ever stop, that is 
as long as Gentleman Arthur Joe Boherts 
handles the ribands as the popular Cahhing-it 
Minister, 


A New Title.— Out Geace, the cricketer, 
is not made a “ Sir ” or raised to a dukedom. 
There is, however, in view of present craze, a 
great chance for conferring the greater honour 
on a champion bicyclist. His title would be 
“ The Duke of TYheelington.” 


SCRAPS PROM CHAPS. 

A DivpEND Deseeved.— The Glasgow To'wn Council has been 
running its own tram-cars for a year past, and has cleared more than 
£20,000 of profit for the citizens out of the business. There is huge 
rejoicing on the Clyde, and no wonder, as the result is due to sheer 
good management, -without over-charging the public or over-driving 
the drivers. The Tramways Committee reports 

Further, the Committee have given effect to what they believe to be tbe 
general feeling of the citizens— viz., that the cars, which necessarily form a 
notable feature of the streets of the city, should not only be tasteful in 
design and colour, and comfortable for passengers, bnt also that their 
general appearance should not be marred or their destinations obscured 
by advertisements. 

Moral for many southern railway, tram, and omnibus companies — 
Go and do likewise ! Moral for Glasgow citizens— Get carried over 
your tram-lines often enough, and you’ll carry over a big dividend 
to decrease your next year’s rates ! 

Sub-lime I— This is how “business ” is transacted by some of the 
Youghal To'wn Commissioners. The question -was — who should 
supply them with lime ! ' . 

Mr, Kmnedy, I propose that thirty-nine barrels be bought and paid for. 

Mr, Loughlan, I propose that he supply the lime at Is. per barrel. 

Mr, Long {warmly), I say the Board can’t do anything of the kind. 

Mr, Loughlan, You’ll get choked if you don’t keep cool (laughter), ' 

Mr, Long {excitedly). Take care of your windpipe {laughter), I imppdse 
he jrave you a few good lumps of b’me {loud laughter), 

Mr. Loughlan {jumping up excitedly). Now that is a gross insult. 

The Chairman, Order, order, gentlemen. 

Then Youghal’s worried chairman raised a cry of Order I ” — when 
A lump of old white limestone took him in the abdomen ; 

And he smiled a wan official smile and walked out at the door, 

And the tongues of Long and Loughlan interested him-no more. > ^ ! 

PoEKEES AND Paupees.— Bath Workhouse pigs “ live on the best 
of good cheer” in the form and substance of milk , so the municipal 
pork and rate-aided bacon ought to he prime. * The Bristol Mercury 
reports a meeting of the Bath guardians, when 


Mr. Manchib called attention to the fact that some of the children did 
not even touch their milk gruel and dry bread -which was served out for 
breakfast. On Friday morning when the visitors were at the "Workhonse at 
seven o’clock two buckets of milk gruel were taken out to the pigs. Mr. 
Man CHIB proposed that the Medical Officer be asked if he would be good 
enough at his earliest convenience to consider whether a change could be 
made in the children’s diet. The Chairman thought if the gruel was 
sweetened with a spoonful of treacle the children would then like it. It was 
agreed to give the Chairman’s suggestion a fortnight’s trial. 

Congratulations to the Bath children on .being e-manchip-ated 
from their old diet I 

Foe securing “ absolute impartiality” in conferring the prizes at 
the LlaneRy National Eisteddfod, the judges had “ a pit dug for 
them,” into which they disappeared during the progress of com- 
petitions, so that participators could not “ fix them with a glittering 
eye,’^ and compel them (by hypnotic means) to award a prize. Sir 
Joseph Baenby — warbling, sotto voce^ “This is my time for 
disappearing ’’—greatly enjoyed these dives to the bottom of the 
well in search of Truth, and no doubt the novel departure “assisted” 
the blindness of Justice. But, so far as dignity is concerned, “ Oh I 
the pit-y of it,” 

We read of a cooky at Claughton, 

In music ahe was a self-taught ’nn 
But her mistress, I feai*, 

Said:’twas nothing bnt beer 

that caused her cook to vociferate hymns and, in her harmonious 
enthusiasm^o return home towards midnight and hammer loudly at 
the door. We know not whether this melodious cuisinihre's recipe 
for cleaning fire-irons “ -with a wet rag and a bucket of water ” is to 
be found in Mrs. Glasse’s Art of Cookery, hut the learned Judge 
decided in favour of the mistress, against whom Maey Rogees (a 
poetical name forsooth) brought an action for unjustifiable dismissal. 
Alas t" poor eopj:, ^She must, henceforward, do her stewing -without 
singing and her “mashes ” without md.bdy. 

When Mr. Hbney McCalmont gives “receptions” they will be 
styled, not “ but “ After-Ne-wnes.” 


VOL. CTX. 


0 





PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[AtTGirsT 10 , 1895 . 








AtJGUST? 10, 1895.] 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAKI. 


Besoide the worter in Sin Jimes’s Pork, 

1 Ve etritohed meself ter snooze hnnder this ole tree— 
Bat cawn’t, fur all the keckle, screech, an* sq^uork, 
From these yere ducks an* swans, an* similar poultry I 

Them fowls is kep’ up orf the ISTytion’s fun’s ; 

If yer chucked stones at ’€m there ’d he a fuss mide 
They ’re reg’lar bustin’ with the kikes an’ buns 
As they gits frowed by heyery kiddy’s nuss-mide I 

I ’ll lay a femily cud liv fur weeks 

On arf the screps them lyzy hoidle ducks re- 

-jeeks heyery hour, a- turnin’ up their beaks, 

An’ wallerin’ in comdt an’ in lux’ry I 


Whoy should the loikes o’ them ’aye hall the luck, 

Whoue sech as me ? It’s skendalus, I s’y ’tis, 

That— jest becos I ain’t a bloomin’ duck— 

Sercoiety don’t grub and board me grytis ! 

Some d’y we ’ll mike hour yicea ’eard, in ’owls 
O’ ryge, an’ s’y to— well, no matter ’oo it is — 

“ Am’t we more fit ter liye nor worter-fowls? 

We’re yumin beans— not feathered sooperflooities I ” 

I ’d cop^ thet one jess waddlin’ hup the grorss. 

An’ twist ’is neck — ’e ’s honly fit fur oookia’ ; 

I would, on prinserple, as bold as brorss — 

If that there bloomin’ Keeper wasn’t lookin’ I 


Oh! Liza.”— Another subject for CHEyAUEE, A special meet- 
ing was held in Liyerpool to protest against the presence of Cockney 
costers who, it was asserted, seriously injured the business of 
Liyerpudlian market-tenants.” Mr. Walkee (is he of the cele- 
brate H:ookey^ branch of the family ?) ayerred that he had “ seen 
a coster with his barrow standing before the Loed Mayoe’s shop for 
hal^an-ho^,” Oi^ sympathetic soul weeps at this gross injustice 
TO the wmthy syndic, and we trust it will not cost-er him too much. 
But, as the lawyer remarked, de costtbus non est disputandumt 


“ WuEH Wuek! ” — At Bexhill-on-Sea the “ Improyement Com- 
mittee ” — (how wise of Bexhill-on-Sea to have instituted a perma- 
nent “Improyement CJommittee,” otherwise it might become 
Bexhill-ai-Sea I)— has engaged the exclusive services of Herr Wuem 
and his band. Hew motto for this new watering-place, “ The Early 
Beaks-’U catch the Wurm.” The musical pahrdum here provided 
will be known as “the Diet of Wurm’s,” Band to play during 
every meal. Likewise “ Wurm Baths ” with music. The emin ent 
conductor will Wurm himself into favour with everyone. 


C. 0 . Hews. I^ test (last Tblubsdat) as to School Boaed The Daily Telegraph notifies a novelty in return tickets intro- 
^UABBLES.— Mr. Bowie wanted to have his Bowie-knife into Mr, duced by the South London Electric Bailway. “ The return half of 
BiQOia and others ; hut was prevented. A Bowie, not very sharp the ticket is usable at any time.” The idea being not “Go as you 
and without point, is rather a usri.e88 weapon in a fight, please,” but “ Go as we (the Co.) please, and come back as you like,” 
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THE EXTINCTION OF THE HORSE. 

Squire. “ Isn’t that the Mare, Oopbe, toxt hoped to make three figures of as. a Lady’s Hack I” 

Local Dealer, “Yes, Sib, this is her, worse luck! She'll have to go for a ‘Gabber’ now — unless I boil her down 
FOR Bicycle Oil 1 ” 


LA GEOGRAPHIE DE LONDRES. 

2. Monsieur Punch, 

Monsieur, — Le viens d'ar river — ^but bold I I go to write ia 
englisb, wMcli I know enough, well. I atn eome to London to this 
Cong^ress of Q-eographs. I cross the Sleeve — la Manche^ how say 
you r Ah la douleureuse traverses^ the dolorous traversy I In fine, 
the train arrives at a station. I seek, I regard, I read the soap, the 
mustard, the other reclames — how say you ? — ^but not the name of 
^e station. Then a cry, “ Londonbridg ! ” Ah, it is the station of 
London! Sapristi, how she is Httle this station I Da gave de 
Londres no more great than a station of hanlieue, near to Paris. Eh 
well, I descend immediately. I seek my baggages, I go to find a 
fiacre, a “ansom.” Then in English I say to the ooacher, “ George 
Street, ISTumber Forty.’' “ Olra'ittsen," say he. What is this that 
this is that that ? X comprehend not. But all of same I mount 
m carriage and we part. 

Soon we arrive. Hold! This is a street of commerce; there is 
‘ there but omees. And not of number forty. - - 

coacher. Ah, I comprehend! 

:Np," say I, not here." “ Minnoriss," say he. “ How ? ” say I ; 
but we are in road. Hold I Again a street of commeroe~but of the 
most I anger myself. I cry, “ Coacher, I have said you 

fc?®. say te, “this is Georee 

Sweet. Hot here," I respond. Is there two George Streets ? " 
Then he swear, he laugh ; he ask that he may be blown ; he say 
m^e, that I comprehend not. In fine, he say, “ Taoua HI,” Again 
a !Xeor|e Street. But here some warehouses only. Then the ooacher 
say, Shoditch,” and we go. Again a George Street! Still more 
® myself. I ask to him, “ Where go 

you? He say, Heorge Street is it?” I say, ‘‘George 

Str^t, London.' Th^ he lai^ agmn, and he swe^ ; and he say, 

jt IS but a street of. oonimerce, md very .Htfie. Isfingtoiin,’^ say 


he. What I again a George Street P Sapristi ! Quelle ville ! If 
they love the name of George, these English I But, no, still a poor 
litue street. “ Blakfrai'ahs," say the coacher. We traverse some 
streets, some streets, without end! In fine, see there number forty. 
But it is a little shop. Mille tonnerres ! Pas encore I “ Youstonn 
Road,” say he. Again some streets, some streets, without end! 
And again a street of commerce. And again the number forty is 
a shop I Sacre nom d^une pip^- “Lissu Grov,” say he. Again 
Qom.Q /iihmHres to traverse. What ! Again a George Street ? How 
many of them is there, of these George Streets ? And* again, as you 
say m english, “Ho go.” But aU of same we go, for the coacher 
say “ Manshestasq[uaiah.” I shut myself the eyes, and I repose 
myself. 

Ah, that values better ! In fine, a better street. And see, there 
number forty ! . What joy ! In fine, I arrive. How it is fatiguing, 
this course in London, long of three hours or more I I descend. 1 
demand my friend. What ? He live not here ? He is gone ? Ala 
bonne heure ! “ One more,” say the coacher, “ What,” I cry, 

“again a George Street?” “ Yess, maounsiah, Annovasquaiah,” 
Then this one is not the house of my friend, this one is not the George 
Street that I seek ! . Que le diahle enleve 

But we coutinue, we arrive, in fine, it is here. AU exhausted I 
descend. How much pays one the course in London ? In Paris it is 
1'50. Ah ! in London it must be one shilling and half. This one 
has been a long course ; I go to give a good pourhoire, one shilling, 
I ofier to the cabman two shillings and half. Then he cry, he swear, 
he descend, he wish to fight me. I say, “ It is not enough ? How 
much ?” He say, “ Tenbobb.” What is this that this is that that ? 
In fine, my iriends come ,from the house, they explain that that 
vdshes to say, “ Ten shillings,” they say he has reason, and I pay 
him. It costs dear the cab of London. But it is equal to me, for 
now I go to pronounce a discourse before the Geographical Congress 
on the George Street^ of London. He wiU be of the most interestings, 
of the most curious, X b^^yon, Mister Punch, to make me flie 
honour of to come .to- Hear him, And to agree the assurance of my 
sentiments the most distinguished.^ Auguste. " 
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THE POLITICAL UGLY DUCZLING. 

{Fragments of a Brwmmagern Fairy Tale.) 

It was in a big town in the Midlands that the Ugly Duckling 
first chipped shell. Cheek! Cheek! Cheek !^^ squeaked the 
youngster as he crept out. How big and ugly he was, to be sure I 
Hot a bit like the other ducklings. In fact he was a portent, and 
a p^zle. 

However, the ugly, grey-coated youngster, took to the water, and 
swam about like the rest. “He’s every inch my own child, after 
all,” said the old duck. “And reaUy he’s very pretty, when one 
comes to look at him attentively. Q;Uaek ! quack 1 ” added she ; 

“ now, come along, and I ’ll take you into high society. Now move 
on, and mind you cackle properly, and bow your head before that 
old duck yonder, who is the noblest bom of them aH. Now bend 
your neck, and say ‘ Q,uack I ’ ” 

But the Ugly Duckling was an odd bird, as well as an ill-favoured 
one, and gave much trouble and excited much jealousy in the duck- 
yard. He quacked indeed, but he would not bend his head or bow 
to the old duck properly. 

“He remained too long in the egg-shell,” mused the maternal 
bird; “and therefore his figure, like his manners, is not properly 
formed on the true duck model. But as he ’s a male duck it womt 
matter so much. I think he ’ll prove strong, and be able to fight his 
way through the world.” ‘Which was true. 

« 

But at first the Ugly Duckliug had a baddish time of it. He was 
bitten, pushed about, and made game of, not only by the ducks, 
but by the hens. They all declared he was much too big, and 
fancied himself too mach. He certainly was not graceful, and he 
had a cocky, self-assertive air which irritated the Conservative Old 
Cockalorums. He was always making unexpected and unducklike 
sorties, “ alarums and excursions,” and lifting up his raucus- caucus 
voice against the time-honoured rules and respectable conventions of 
the duck-pond. So much so, that they nicknamed him the “ Darmg 
Duckling,” and prophesied that he would come to a bad end. 

So he ran away, and fiew over the palings. 

He had many adventures, and various. He dwelt for a time with 
a lot of wild ducks m a marsh, and even struck up a sort of friend- 
ship for a swarm of wild geese, who wanted to do away with domesti- 
cition and destroy the “tame villatic” tendencies of gregarious 
goosedom, and abolish bam-yards and duck-ponds, peacocks, and 
game-fowls, and guinea-hens, and poulterer’s shops, ^lApdti de foie 
gras, and other checks on liberty and incentives to luxury. But 
somehow he didn’t get on with the wild ducks for long. He was 
so much wilder than they, and wanted his own way too much and 
too often for the old and recognised leaders of their fiocks. And as to 
the wild geese, why he soon lost sympathy with their “revolutionary 
programmes” and “ subversive schemes,” which he learned to regard 
indeed as a sort of wild gcose chase, and deride and denounce as 
vehemently as he had aforetime praised them. 

“ I think I ’ll take my chance, and go abroad into the wide world,” 
said the Duckling. 

* * * % * * 

One evening, just as the sun was setting, there came a whole 
fiock of beautiful large birds from a grove. The Ugly Duckling had 
never seen any so lovely before. They were dazzlmgly white, with 
long graceful necks : they were swans. They uttered a peculiar cry, 
and then spread their magnificent wings and away they fiew from 
this cold country to warmer lands across the open sea, as was their 
usual custom. They rose so high that the Ugly Duckling felt a 
strange sensation come over him, a sort of delicious vertigo. He 
turned round and round in the water like a wheel, stretched Ms neck 
up into the air toward them, and uttered so loud and strange a cry 
I that he was frightened at it himself. Oh ! never could he again 
forget those beautiful, happy birds, so gracefully fieeting against a 
primrose sky. He knew not how those birds were called, nor 
whither they were bound, but he felt an afiection for them, such as 
he had never yet experienced for any living creature. And he more 
and more lost love for, and patience with, all his old associates, ducks 
or geese, wild or domesticated. 

# # « 4c 

The Ugly Duckling now felt able to flap Ms wings. They rustled 
much louder than before, and bore him away most sturdily ; and 
before long he found Mmself in a noble park, a nobleman’s park ; i 
indeed, the dainty demesne of one of those who “ toil not neither do ; 
they spin.” It was quite Beaconsfieldian in its beauty, with its 
smooth emerald sward and umbrageous elm- avenues, its dusigr; 
cedar clumps and tail-spreading, crest-sunning peacocks. 

“Dew me!” mused the Ugly Duckling. “It is strange, but J 
feel quite at home here ! ! ! ” 

Three magnificent wMte swans now emerged from the tMcket 
before him: they flapped their wings and then swam lightly on the 
surface of the water. The larger one (whose beak bore the letter S' 


as a “Mck”) was dark and haughty of mien, the second (whose beak 
was branded B) was slim and exceeding graceful ; whilst the third, 
a solid and even rather sullen-looking bird, was beak-stamped with 
a legible D. 

“I will fly towards these royal birds,” cried the Ugly Duckling. 
And he flew into the water, and swam towards those stately swans, 
wko turned to meet him with sail-like wings the moment they saw 
him. 

“ Why, he is one of us ! ” said the darker and statelier of the 
three, “ Almost I ” he added, soito voce. 

The Ugly Duckling was startled at the remark. But looking at 
Ms reflection in the smooth lake he was more startled still. ^ His own 
image was to Ms eyes no longer that of the Daring Duckling, much 
less of the Ugly One. It was smart, smooth, sleek, swelling, in fact 
swan-like II! At any rate, he thought so, and so, indeed, the other 
three swans seemed to think. 

He preened Ms feathers, and puffed forth Ms plumes. He flapped 
Ms wings, and arched Ms neck, as he cried in the fullness of nis 

“ I never dreamed of such happiness when I was the Brummagem 
UglyDttc^g.” , , * . * 

It matters not being bom in a duck-yard if one is hatched from a 
swan’s egg I 



OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

In Leisure Time, by W. S, MAyoR (Elliot Stock) is, so my 
Baronite reports, a daintily-bound little volume of blameless verse, 
unambitious, as may be inferred 
from its title. The author writes 
like a classical scholar, Ms lines are 
fluent and melodious, Ms metre and 
rhyme unimpeachable, while some of 
the poems, such as “Zaleucus” and 
“ A Vision,” rise distinctly above the 
general level. In others there are 
passages wMch my Baronite — a sadly 
prosaic and matter-of-fact person— 
owns to having found slightly obscure. 

For example, in the following 
couplet 

“ la vain the fickle demon sports 
"With fetid remnants of decay.” 

He quite failed to discover what 
particular— or rather anything but 
particular — demon is referred to, or why he should amuse nimseli in 
so eccentric and unpleasant a manner. . x xi 

Nor, my Baronite says, was his conception oi contentment greatly 
assisted by tMs somewhat complicated comparison : — 

** Contentment is a love-commissioned barque 
Sailing a self-less sea— a sea whose flood 
Is ordered alway by the laughmg guns 
Of Virtue’s fortalice, whose armament,^ 

Primed with rose-petal powder, doth discharge 
In generous rounds of sympathy with all, 

Scattering happiness, whose smile betrays 
The pangless hurt.” 

Bat that, he is quite mUing to admit, may he rather the fault rf 
Ms own imagination than the poet’s. Again, in a poem entitled 
“ Love’s Messengers,” the author writes : — 

“ Flit thou along on softly feathered feet, 

Noiseless, thou shadowy-pinioned minister, 

And gently fan, with midnight gale, my sweet, 

Lest thou awaken her.” 

WMch, to my Baronite, suggests the difficulty that, if the mMster 
faus the lady with his shadowy pinions^ “ gently,” he wffi fail to 
prodnee anything resembling a “midmght gale ; on the other 


very Heavy sieeper iiiuwu — ctuu *** 

Surely this is rather an unfair dilemma on wMch to place a feathered 
minister of any denomination. ^ „ . . x 

But after aU, poetry, as my Baromte fully recognises, is not 
meant to be judged by so literal a standard, and it may be ch^rfuliy 
conceded that there are many people who make a less profitable use 
of their “ Leisure Time ” than Mr^MAvos kas done. In wMch opinion 
The Leisubelt Bason pb Book-Woems. 


concurs 


Hop[e)fitl Libeealism in Kent.— Sir Israel Hart, of Hythe, 
thinks that if Ms friends do their work well, he may yet find in the 
Hytheians an Israel-light-hearted constituency. Sir Israel is a 
Tew ^esprit. 
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THE BICYCLE AGAIN. 


J^plicant for the Situation of Cook, “ Before I go, please, Ma’am, may I ask your Servant to show me the Basement? 1 

MUST SEE THAT YOU HAVE A CONVENIENT PLACE FOR MY BlCYCLE 1 ” 

Mistress, “Of course I have seen to that. You will find a Room set apart. Only I must tell you that I don’t 
ALLOW Rational Dress 1 ” 


FOR THE TAILORS’ CONGRESS AT YERTIERS. 

1. Why should it tahe nine tailors to make a man ? 

‘2, Oa^htyoncut a coat according to yonr cloth, or according to 
the fashion r 

3. How do yon cook a tailor’s goose ? Should it be basted P 

A In England is the most suitable seaside resort for tailors 
Weskit-on-Sea, or Sheemess sur la cote f 

6.^ Shall a prize be given for the best essay on the advantage of 
having a pair of Pantaloons on the sta^e in % Pantomime P 

6. Is it a matter of universal complaint that a ti^or should not ba 
allowed to play billiards because he scarody passes a day without 
cutting a cloth P 

7. what price for the best tale of a coat P | 

8. Is it proved to satisfaction that Shakspearb was a tailor from ! 
the fact of his having written Measure for Measure f 

9. Whether, for the next International Yacht Race, the tailors 
should enter a cutter ? 

Good Badminton. — Among the contents of Lonoman’s Bad- 
minton Mamzine is an articlelby the Maikiss o’ Granby on Grouse : 
Sus^, not Black-eyed nor Rebellious, hut Countess of Malmesbury, 
wnws clever^ on her perch, and on the matter of salmon the Countess 
womd count for a lot in anjr ex-salmonation. Lord Onslow on slow 
and on CLTUck bicycling; capital. C.B. Pry, notone of the SmallFry, 
^ cncketing day, which is to be known as a Ery- 

ly. , Then w]^ is it writes a horid account of fishing in Florida ? 
U ™MYGATT. Thequestio3iof“What’sonatHevnnajrket?”i8plea- 
santiv^we^ by AxfreedWats-on at Newmarket. On“01dSport- 
mg Pimts ” Pe]^ writes with point. And on “ The Alpine? D&ess 
^imaX Sterne ” there xs a paper by C. T. Dent, who has been, more 


THE LAST KHIGHT OF THE SEASON. 

On Monday, July 29, Sir Augustus Harris, bidding fare- 
well to a typical ’95 Covent Garden audience (house crowded in 
every part), seized the opportunity to present one of his lightning con- 
ductors with a ‘ ‘ baton of honour.’’ In a spontaneous speech, Deurio- 
LANUs declared that Signor Mancinelli had “worked like a Trojan,” 
and the announcement was received with sympathetic applause. 
Still, it was thought possible by those preseut that the pleasant and 
prosperous impresario was in search of something that he had seem- 
ingly lost—** a little poem of his own.” We have no hesitation in 
puhli8hing’*'the ffoRowing lines, entitled Sans Adieu^ found in the 
neighbourhood of the C. G. orchestra. If they are not from the pen 
of Dbueiolanus, they ought to have been 


Not farewell, my Mancineili I 
Mancineixi, au revoir f 
As harmonious 


We shall meet again I Espoir ! Never up again you ’R yie] 
ike, oh take this shining baton. Ever living to beat time 


Take, oh take this shining baton. 
You ’re a marvel I 0, si sic / 
When you’ve got it, with your 
hat on 

En vacance you’ll out your 
stick. 


You will wave it, you will wield 
it 

Always, my conductor prime. 
Never up again you’R yield it, 


Ever living to beat time ! 
Grasp it, use it, Mancinelli I 
Highest praise to you is due I 
With it beat Old Time to jelly, 
TOl Conductor Time beats 


«. jjttper uy x, lient, wno nas oeen, more 
or less, a Re-si-dent on the spot, as this in-denture VTitnesseth. 

** To THE Ra^ of Major-General have risen ! ” — Critic, 
From a^paragxaph in l^t week’s Truth we extract the following 

selection’ job has just been perpetrated at 
^ • Colonel Trotter, who has been promoted to the 

service, and has no pro- 
1^? atithonties.” if this information 


More Honours. 

Motto for Sir William: Dunn; “ Ce quHl fait c^est bien faitP 
Likewise ** Just Dunn enough.” 

For Mr. John Tomlinson Brunner, M.P., a Brunneretcy. 

Motto for Sir A. B. Forwood: “ J&n avant! et plus en avant 
que jamais,^^ 

“ H.M.S.”— Should H.M. the King of the Belgians ask H. M. 
Stanley, M.P., to return to Congo-land, the inquiry vdred will take 
this simple form** Congo and the answer must be “ CanHgo,*^ 
On diU The H.M.’s have settled satisfactorily. 

Medical Congress. — Explanation;— The “Anti-toxin” party is 
against the use of a dinner bell or gong. They do not agree vnth 
Lord Byron, *‘The tocsia of the soul, the dinner beU,” 
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REMINISCENCE OF A RECENT POLITICAL CONTEST. 


Harmless TndvoiSnal {who has suddenly and unexpectedly "been assaulted, and haitered by 
inebriaied party), “You Scoundrel! What 's the meaning op this T* 

InebriaUd Politician, “ *Leokshuns, ole F’la I ’Leokshuns I— (to) 

{Comes a cropper himself. 


,THE MEETING OF THE WATER- 
RATEPAYERS. 

[“ The New Town Hall in Mare Street, Hack- i 
ney, was altogether too small to hold the crowds I 
who came last night (August 1) to protest against ; 
the action of the East London Water Company in 
cutting down the supply of water during the past 
few weeks.*’— -F't’ewwy Hews,'] 

The Meetirig of the Waters,** 

There is not in the whole land a meeting so 
meet’ 

As that of the ratepayers held at Mare Street. 
No mare^s nest they ’d found, no, the Hack- 
neyite heart 

Was hot at the new Water Company start I 

It was not that Nature had stinted supply ; 
That Monopolist pretext appears “ all my ey e,” 
’Twas not summer parching of river and rill, 
Oh I no— it was something more troublesome 
still. 

’Twas that greed and neglect had combined, 
it is clear, 

To make East End Water dehdent and dear ; 


And Monopoly now the supply must im- 
prove, 

Or more than mere Mare Streets will be on 
the move. 

Big Monopolist Mammon, 'how calm could 
you rest 

With your dividends high in the way you 
love best ; 

But when water runs short, and diseases in- 
crease, 

The East End won’t leave you and your 
Water at peace, 

Gully-ver.— Mr. Baxpoue’s decision as to 
not disturbing the Speaker in his uneasy 
chair was e-guUy awaited, and is, it is hoped, 
iaccepted e-guUy by all parties. So now, in 
his diatr, Mr, Guixt will reign re-gully. 

Latest Fashion. — Bicycle dinners and 
suppers have been the vogue. Piece de re- 
sistance is of course “ Cold Wheel.” This 
dish is selected because whatever the number 
“ wheel ” is sure to go round. 


LEAVE OF ABSENCE TO AUGUST- 
OUT DALY CO. 

Augustin Daly’s Company has left us just 
as play-goers had taken a fancy to Nancy ^ 
Co, To paraphrase the old refrain — 

And all tkeir fancy 
Dwelt upon Nancy 
The play called Nancy 4" Co, 

It went as a lively laughter-raiser should 
go, with Miss Ada Rbhan excellent in every 
way ; Miss Maxine Eliiot charming; James 
Lewis inimitably funny, and Mr. Worthing 
(“(luite a Bright’un,” as Wagstaee says) 
capital. That the fun of a farcical com^y 
should be kept up through four acts is a 
tribute to the original work and to the skill 
of its adaptor, Mr. Daly himself. “ Vive la 
Compagnie ! ” et au revoir J 


A Sportsman’s View of It. 
Chamberlain vice Rosebery I What fan ! 
The change means order, peace, and lots of 
tin for ns. [won 

What are the Derbies twain young Primrose 
To the New Markets many Joe will win 
for ns? 

‘‘AFTER THE CALL WAS OVER,’’ 

(Notes for an Additional Chapter to the 
History of HulUbulgaria,) 

The Deputation did their very best. They 
were most anxious to make things smooth. 
“ He whom they desired to obey ” would wear 
an inferior sort of crown, robes of cotton- 
backed velvet, trimmed with imitation fur. 
He would not give away orders — he would 
only take them. He would not command the 
army, save as an agent acting under direc- 
tion from the Master, There is nothing he 
would not do to secure the goodwill of his 
great, his benevolent, bis all-powerful Master, 
The Bear was very amiable. The Bear was 
pleased with the Deputation and with the 
nation they represented. And having said this, 
there was nothing further for the Bear to say, 
“But, most powerful of powers, mest 
clement of sovereignties,” urged the Deputa- 
tion, “there is another matter needing 
decision. How about the Prince ? ” 

“What Prince?” softly murmured the 
Bear, in a tone of curiosity combined with 
astonishment. 

“ The Prince we wish to serve,” explained 
the Deputation ; “ the Prince who desires to 
serve you.” 

“Have you read the Treaty of Berlin?” 
asked Bruiu. “It is a most excellent a^ee- 
ment, and deserves special attention. Does 
the name of any Prince appear therein ? ” 
“No,” replied the Deputation; “and the 
same painful omission is observable in the 
Almanac de Gotha, So we would petition 
on our knees that the painful omission should 

be supplied. We ask that the Prince ” 

“ Stop ! stop I ” cried the Bear. “ You are 
talking of a myth. As Mrs. Gamp— a well- 
known Englishwoman — once observed, ‘I 
don’t believe there ain’t no sech person.’ So 
think I, and so thinks the Treaty of 
Berlin.” 

And so the Deputation returned from whence 
they came, and ‘ ‘ the Prince ” continued to 
“ take the waters ” without obt^ing the 
cure he desired. It was disappointing to His 
Highness, but not to the Editor of the 
Almanac de Gotha, who found a revised 
edition of his excellent periodical was, at 
least for the present, unnecessary. 


What title will Baron de Worms take? 
Viscount Chrysalis ? to end by becoming 
Le Due DE Papillon ? 
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PASSIOlf AND POETET. 

I WAS immensely struck, a few days ago, 
by a passage in a speech recently delivered 
by the Archbishop of CAmraiEBUBY, in which 
he explained his method of dispelling those 
passing fits of ill-temper from which, alas ! 
not even Archbishops are wholly free. “ At 
times,” so ran the report of His Grace’s 
words, “ anger or irritation came upon him, 
but on the table he kept a book of pleasant 
poems, of which he would read a few lines, 
and the irritation would melt away.” Imme- 
diately I determined to follow this noble 
example. It was unfortunate that the “ book 
of i)lea8ant poems ” was not described more 
specifically— -could it be the verses of Mr. 
Abthue Christopher Behsoh?— but I 
bought a pocket volume of Selections from the 
Great Foets^ which contained enough variety 
to suit every case, and then looked out for an 
opportunity of trying the Archbishop’s plan. 

I had not long to wait. That very evening 
I came across my uncle Robert at Clapham 
Junction, in a furious rage at having just 
missed the last train to Slowborough, where 
he lives. At once I produced my volume, 
and in slow and emphatic accents I read 
aloud some three or four hundred lines from 
“ Paradise Lost.” I was about to add one or 
two of Wordsworth’s sonnents, when I 
realised that my uncle had long since dis- 
appeared, and that I was surrounded by a 
jeering crowd, who evidently supposed me 
to be a member of the Salvation Army. 

On the following morning I received a 
visit from Snips, my tailor. He was im- 
polite enough to suggest a settlement of what 
he termed my “ small account,” a demand, 
as I politely but plainly assured him. which 
was altogether absurd. As he showed distinct 
symptoms of irritation at this juncture, I 
began to read him a scene from Measure for 
Measure, Strangely enough, this seemed 
only to irritate him further, and I understand 
that he intends to take proceedings against 
me in the County Court. This second un- 
accountable failure of the Archbishop’ sremedy 
greatly surprised and pained me, but I de- 
cided to give it another trial. 

This morning I was playing golf with my 
friend Macpoozle. At no time a skilful golfer, 
Macfoozle’s form to-day was worse than 
ever ; whenever he made a bad stroke— and 
he seldom made a good one — ^he indulged in 
the most violent language. Fortunately my 
volume of poetry was in my pocket. When 
he completely missed his drive at the second 
hole, I read him Coleridge’s Dejection, 
When he broke his mashie at the fourth, I 
treated him with copious selections from In 
Memoriam, Finally, he got badly bunkered 
while playing to the fourteenth hole. For 
some ten minutes he smote furiously with 
his niblick, only raising prodigious clouds of 
sand as the result of his efforts. This was 
clearly a golden opportunity for the Arch- 
bishop’s cure, “anger and irritation” but 
faintly represented Macpoozle’s rage. Seat- 
ing myself on the edge of the bunker, I 
began to read aloud The Flng and the Booh 
with the utmost pathos. Over what followed 
I prefer to draw a veil It is enough to say 
that a niblick is a very effective weapon, and 
that I write these lines in bed. , 

When I recover, I really must call at 
Lambeth for fuller directions, ^ Thearchie- 
piscopal remedy for angry passions does not 
seem invariably happy in its results, as far 
as my experience goes. 

The Malt-Ltquor-Tippler’s Maxim.— 

Nihil ale-ienum a me pewter^^ : — “Nothing 
in the shape of beer comes amiss to me if it ’s 
in a pewter.” 
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AN EYE TO EFFECT. 

Little Lives, “ Oh, by the way, Bblairs— awfully sorry to cut you out, you I 

KNOW— BUT I *VE JUST PROPOSED TO LaDY BARBARA, AND SHE 'S ACCEPTED ME, AND WB’RB 
TO BE MARRIED IN SEPTEMBER. AnD LOOK HERE, OlD ChAPPIB J I WANT YOU TO BE MY 

Best Man, I want to make a good Show at the Altar, you know 1 ” 


A Chip to the Champion. 

[Mr. Eanjitsinhji is running Mr. W. G. 
Grace very close in the batting averages.] 

To the ancient ah of “ Cheer vp Sam ! ” 

Buck-up, Grace! 

And don’t let your average down ! 

For “Han jit” seems running you hard for 
first place, 

To collar your Cricketing Crown I 

“ Proud o’ the Title.”— S ir Henry James 
"to be “Lord Jeames.” How delighted W. 
M, Thackeray would have been I 


By a Beasonable Kad. 

TThf were we whipped ? Rads wrangle round, 
But to the cause make scant allusion. 

When £dl ’s summed up, it will be found, 

“ Fusion” has won against Cbn-fnsion I 

A Suggestion.- In latest Observer is a 
capital article hy Mr. Escott, whose text is 
that “smart” Society transplants to London 


The title is “ British Bonlevardism ; ” but one 
still more suggestive of the mixture would be 
“ John-BuUvardism.” Perhaps Mr. Escott 
may adopt tMs and give us another column. 
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ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

In a biographical sketch of the late Rev. Dr. Julius Hawley 
Seblyb, formerly President of Amherst College, in America, I read 
that “Amherst made him President notwithstanding considerable 
opposition in the faculty. He soon overcame that, and advanced the 
prosperit:^ of the College in the acces- 
sions to its faculty and endowments 
secnred. He soon required the 
/ students to sign an agreement to be 

gentlemen. A violation of the pledge i 
JSftK resulted in the termination of their 

IBliilibi careers at Amherst.” This sounds 

strange, for it would appear that if no 
pledge had been given the students 
might have behaved as they liked, 
r without terminating their careers. The 

solemnly pledging yourself to 
be a gentleman is quite colossal. 

The Independent Labour Party is 
not dead yet. It is forming clubs, 
just like any ordinary humdrum party. The Western Daily 
Press reports that “ At a special meeting held at Lee’s Coffee 
Tavern, Bath Bridge, last night, when there were present Mr. W. S. 
M. Xnight, president of the Bristol South Independent Labour 
Party (in the chair), Messrs. A. Browne, E. B. Ba.gk^ C. Yale, C. 
F. Brocklehurst, T, Pole, C. Parker, and W. Price, it was unani- 
mously decided to open a club for Totterdown and the East Ward of 
Bedminster in connection with the Independent Labour Party. 
Officers and a committee were appointed, and suitable headquarters 
for the club were decided upon.” Nothing could be more appropriate. 
Totterdown suggests decrepitude and failure (in this case at least), 
and' Bedminster hints at repose and peace. I offer the suggestion 
and the hint gratis to the Independent Labour Windbags. 


The Loveday Street Canal Bridge (which is, I fancy, in Birming- 
ham) is evidently a demon bridge with a depraved taste for injuring 
children. One day last week it threw John Chick, aged seven, off 
and broke one of his legs. About five hours later, resenting an 
attempt on the part of Thomas Walton, aged twelve, to climb it, it 
flung him off on to the towing-path and injured his back. A few 
days before that it had precipitated the same Thomas Walton into 
the water, whence he was rescued with some difficulty. Evidently 
this is a bridge with an ungovernable temper, and the authorities 
should guard it efficiently. 

Tee Scotsman informs me that “ speaking the other day at 
Haddington, Mr. Balfour glanced scathingly at those politicians of 
the baser sort who seek to confuse great issues by dragging to the 
front petty or irrelevant questions, and the breath of whose nostrils 
is the disturbance of the harmony which should subsist between 
class and class of the community.” On this two questions arise. 
The first is how Mr. Balfour, an amiable gentleman, managed to 
glance scathingly. To scath, as I learn from the dictionary, means 
to hmt, to injure ; and, personally, I cannot imagine Mr. Balfour 
infusing very much venom into a mere glance of Ms expressive eye. 
The second, question is how politicians, even of the baser sort, can 
go on living when their unfortunate lungs are fiUed vdth a disturb- 
ance of harmony. That they should have sufficient strength left to 
drag to the front petty or irrelevant questions is nothing short of a 
marvel, due allowance being made for metaphors. 

A GOLFER is in trouble, and has confided his difficulties to Golf, 

"Whilst playing on the links at Streetly, on July 16, he drove a ball, which 
apparently fell clear, but which for some time could not be found. After 
some little hunting it was discovered under a small tuft of heather in a larks 
nest, resting on the back of a young lark, apparently about four days old, 
together with three lark’s eggs, which were quite intact. The golfer was 
obliged, of course, to lift the ball and place it behind, as it would have been 
gross cruelty to have played it from the nest. It was match play. Under 
the exceptional circumstances was he bound to lose the hole ? The editor 
replies that if a player were a stickler for the law and nothing but the law, 
he, of course, would be entitled to enforce it against bis opponent who found 
, the ball in the nest. 

A TEE for your ball, you may fashion of sand 
(WMoh IS found in the sugar you use for your tea) ; , ~ 

Then you ^read your legs vride, and you take a firm stand, 

And away with a whack goes the hall flying free. 

if H flies like a bird, there no need to explain ; 

Hot, then the ways of that golfer are dark, 

Wno attempts, though the effort is doomed to be vain. 

To stand, taking tee on the back of a lark. 


“Conservative party organized a reception for the Hon. Q-, H. 
JoLLiFFE on Ms first appearance in the town since Ms election for the 
Wells division. Arrangements were made for those intending to take 
part in the procession to meet the hon. gentleman at the Potteries on 
Ms return from Banwell Horse Show at 7 p.m., but he arrived in the 
town a quarter of an honr too early, and scores of enthusiasts were 
disappointed. Those, however, wno happened to he^ early enough 
followed the hon, gentleman, some on foot and others in cabs, to the 
Boyal Hotel, the Town Band heading the procession. Mr. Jolliffe 
rode on a coach drawn by four horses, and was snM>orted by several 
of the leaders of the party in the tovm. Subsequently he addressed 
those assembled.” But if Mr. Jolliffe rode on a coach, why was it 
necessary to support Mm ? Moreover, seeing that it was a four- - 
horse affair, it seems unjust that the leaders should be talked of and 
that no mention at all should bs made of the wheelers. 

Nana Sahib has died once more. 

A Mr. 'William Brown, who wa& formerly an officer in the East India 
Company’s service, and is now residing at San Francisco, gives the follow- 
ing particulars regarding the fate of Nana Sahib. Mr, Brown says that 
he was commodore of the Canges Fleet in the Indian Mutiny, and was 
attacked by Sepoys under Nana Sahib himself, who was shot in the fight- 
ing, and afterwards died on board Mr. Brown’s sMp. Nana Sahib’s body 
was then cremated, and the ashes were committed to the river. 

Why, oh why, has Mr. Brown, whom I heartily congratulate ou 
clearing up the mystery, kept sBence for nearly forty years ? And, 
by the way, wMch Mr. William Brown is he ? There must be a 
good many William Brown’s even in San Francisco. Before con- 
cluding that the matter is definitely settled, I should like to hear 
Mr. Henry Smith, Mr, Richard Robinson, and Mr. John Jones 
on the subject. 

WHERE NOT TO GO. 

{Hints hy our Pessimist Passenger,) 

Amsterdam, — Too much sea before you get there. 

Boulogne,~-Hot particularly pleasant at low tide. 

Cologne, — The reverse of fragrant at all times. 

Diepije.— The trap of the tripper, 

JEtretat,'--Ho longer what it was. 

Frankfort, — Only good for a change of money. 

Geneva , — ^Dnll and dear. 

Keidelherg, — Too much hill, and too little castle, 

Interlaken, — The ’appy ’ome of ’Abey, 

Jura Pa«s.— Sure find for Brown, Jones, and Robinson. 

Karlsbad, — Kill or cure, 

Zyows.— Apotheosis of silk monotonous 
Marseilles,-~GQodi place for musquitoes, bad for aU else. 

Kice, — Too near to Monte Carlo. 

Hotel good, but surroundings superfluous, 

Paris, — Too hot. Theatres closed and wideawakes seen on the 
boulevards. 

QweSec.— Dangerous rival to Bath, Coventry, and Jericho, 
Kotterdam,’—Wosi)ij of its name, 

;S'w6z,-yNot comp^able to Cairo. 

Trouville, — Requires antedating a quarter of a century. 

C%.— Skyed and out of reach. 

Fewece,— Yulgarised by the steam launch^, 

Wiesbaden, — ^Has not yet recovered the loss of its table. 

Xerez, — Long journey for u glass of sherry, 

Yokohama,— a patch upon Pekin. 

Zurich, — ^Alliterative attraction for zomebody. 

A feONNE BOTOHE. 

Mr, Wagstaff, Ah ! I have lived many years in the bush, j 

Mrs, Leo Hunter, How interesting I ‘ I suppose you must have ! 
become almost savage ! . - 

Mr, W, Frequently, when I couldn’t get a ’bus or a cab. 

Mrs, L, H, (utterly astonished), A ’bus or a cab ! in the bush 1 1 
Ah, yes; I was talking of “Shepherd’s 
Bush.” Good, morning. lExit chuckling, 

Note ly the Bird in theJStish , — In future this little jest of "Waggy’s 
will be impossible, as it is proposed to re-name. Shepherd’s Bush, and call it 
Pastoral Park, or All- Askew Park, or something of tiie sort.] , 

“ Sortes SHAKSPERiANH:.”—On the new Postmaster-General:— 

“ Friend post the Duke of Norfolk.” 

Pickard the Thirds Act iv., Scene 4. 

And we hope his Grace will he “Friend post,” and benefit us all. 
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«‘THE SECRET OF 
SUCCESS.^’ 

[Modem Version of the Story of 
the Idle md Industrious 
Apprentices^) 

Mb. Q-oouchild was ad- 
mittedly the most successful 
of merchant princes— not only 
financially, but morally. From 
a hoy the great trader had ad- 
vanced on the road of com- 
merce by leaps and bounds. 
His parents were of humble 
birth and in poor circum- 
stanoes, and yet he had rieen 
to the top of the tree of 
commercial prosperity, Mr. 
Goodchili) had shops, ware- 
houses, wharfs, and a fieet of 
ships. He had never had a 
reverse. All he had touched 
had turned to gold. This is 
so weU understood that a 
description of his enormous 
wealth in detail would be en- 
tirely superfluous. 

‘‘Do you really want to 
know the secret oi my pecu- 
niary triumph?” asked Mr. 
Goodchild, when he was 
questioned on the subject, 

“ Why, certainly,” was the 
reply. “ How is it that your 
companion, the idle appren- 
tice, came to such signal 
grief?” 

“Because he was always 
reading the worst of literature. 
He knew the history of every 
felon recorded in the Newgate 
Calendar y original edition, and 
added chapters. That brought 
my ‘colleague as a boy’ to 
such dire disaster,” 
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“ And you never perused 
the pernicious documents ? ” 
“Never. And I can prove 
my statement to the hilt,” 
“Ton never perused them I 
And why not?” 

“Because,” returned the 
prosperous capitalist^ with a 
gentle smile, “ those in whose 
hands my future rested had 
my true interest at heart. I 
was never taught to read! 

And with this suggestive 
announcement (well worthy of 
the attention of ratepayer 
who can control the expendi- 
iure of the School Board) the 
history of the two apprentices 
is brought to a conclusion at 
once pleasing and instructive. 


and muscular development 

^ than I was before my invest- 

DISCRIMINATION. 

Young Man from the Country (toUh the affable condeseensim he supposes better, I still want the other 
nwi/rks the Mem about Town), ***Moening, (Joaghman 1 Streets rather oir^to yon, 

BUST THIS Morkihg, EH?” ^^r further information, and 

Metropolitan Driver, “Yuss— A bit the usual way, Sir, 'Ow*s ’Ops „ 

LOOKIN*?” 1 WTSE AKER. 


A QUERY, 

[By Omar Khayyam.) 

WANTED.— An Up and Down Girl ; aged 16 ; English ; strong.” 
^Advertisement in “ limes, August 7.] 

Tell me, mysterious maiden, when and whence 
And where and wherefore and on what pretence 

Y ou ’re “up - and -down ” — this 
riddle rede, I pray, 

( > And rid my bosom of a care immense 1 

Does “up” mean sky-high, “ down,” 
upon the gronnd ? 

Is’fc on a see-saw that you bob and 

m&mfkw ? 

f/l/l There’s more in this than meets 

i the eye, I fear— 

^ ^ cannot rest until the clue be found. 

I ^ damsel, too, that ’s in-and- 

th^e-^d-hack, and also round- j 

You^i ^ he all at once for aught 

^ ^d^ ^0^ is clouded o’er with 

jf| 1 Pray, have you golden hair aU down 

yonr back 

A -hanging ? Is there something that you lack 
To play with, love, adore— as, say, a bike 
Whereon to travel up and down a track ? 

What though I ’ve never met you in the throng, 

I ’m glad you ’re EugUsh-horu, sixteen, and strong ; 

Life has its nps and downs (more downs than nps), 

But you ’re a new sort— hence this idle song ! 


JOVFS JESTER INTERVIEWED, 

[A Page of Mythology written up to Date ) 

The Traveller from the Earth left his balloon and trod the cloud 
that seemed prepared to receive him. As he did this there was a 
peal of laughter which echoed far and wide. 

“Where am I?” asked the explorer in EngHsh, for he was 
British-born, 

“You have come to the head-quarters of wagge^,” returned 
the Resident, recovering from a violent filt of merriment. “We 
are never duR here, we have so much to amuse us.” 

“ Indeed ! And how is that ? ” ■ ’ i . -.i ■, 

“Why, I take a delight in effecting the ' ,■ ‘ ' jj I 
most comical transformations imaginable. | 

By the simplest means I can cause an in- ^ r 
habitant of the Earth to change his costume ' ‘ ■ ■ 

five times in as many hours. The jest is 
I provocative of limitless mirth, especially , I' ' 
amongst the doctors aud the undertakers,” ) 

“ And what are the simplest means ? ” j' 

“ Why, I will serve up on Monday a sun 
worthy of the most fiery day in an unusually 
sultry August. On Tuesday I will send a • f/ 

gale and hailstones, sugge^ve of the arctic j , , 

regions at Yule-tide. On Wednesday I will ” ! 

resume the oppressive heat until streams dry up, and water rises to 
a premium. Then on Thursday I will cover the ground with snow, 
and finish up the week with a deluge.” 

The Stranger raised his hat and answered, “ The Clerk of tRe 
'Weather, I presume ? ” 

“ Quite so,” was the immediate refuse. “And now you must 
leave me to my work, or Englishmen will have nothing to talk about.” 

And the balloon once more continued its progress amidst a perfect 
salad of the elements. , , , , , 

“ Very amusing,” thought the Traveller, and then he added aloud, 
speaking incidentally the opinion of all his countrymen, “ but dis- 
tmctly inconvenient I” 


VOL, OJLA, 
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MERELY A SUGGESTION. 

Mr P%nch (to (he Shahzadvt,), ** Wouldn’t youe Highness like to see the North Pole ? ” 

He iSetded *he to f ®‘ A- Andr^b r^d a paper on tte projected Polar baUoon expedition 

> j S Spitzuergen and AYait f >r a southerly wind, wlueh would take him very quickly into the Polar regions.^* 

- Gazette^ August 7, 1895.] 
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TO OHLOE. 


You ^re mine “ in haste and so it ends, 
The usual scrambling:, headlong: letter ; 
Long vanished are the days of friends 
Not otherwise more kind or better, 

Who yet excelled in this respect— 

In that they grudged not time or trouble 
The choicest phrases to select, 

Nor wrote their letters “ at the double” ! 

You^re mine “in haste,” It’s not your 
fault. 

You ’re but unconsciously reflecting 
Our modem life, we cannot halt, 

The vice is now beyond correcting, 

But vet we sigh for old-world days 
W'hen lighter far was toil and worry, 

When life was spent in peaceful ways 
Without the least idea of hurry. 

You ’re “ mine in haste ” — but as I ’m told 
(The saying ’s not precisely novel) 

That all that glitters is not gold. 

The fairy palace proves a hovel, 

So, possibly, that age was dull. 

And since you ’ve graciously consented 
To live to-day— it ’s wonderful 
And wrong, perhaps— but I ’m contented I 

You ’re * ‘ mine in haste.” I must devote 
Five minutes to a swift endeavour 
To pen an answer to your note. 

But let me sign myself, “ Yours ever ” ; 
’Tis not an antiguarian taste 
Which makes your phrase earn my dis- 
pleasure 

So much as that “ you’re mine in haste ” 
Suggests that I ’ll “ repent at leisure” ! 


OiTE OF THE Chuech Miutaht. — The 
Yenerable Archdeacon Ln^isoir celebrated 
his ninetieth birthday last week. He has 
been in all the hard fighting, and never 
shirked. May he yet long be a Denizen 
amongst us. Prosit I 


Mrs, R. says that, though she has known 
it all her life, yet she could never quite make 
out what is the meaning of the old saying 
that “ One man can only stand at a door, 
while another may look over a house.” 



REASSURING. 

* Lor* bless tee, Sir, that *s all right, Sir I Teat ain’t a Fly, Sir !— 
Teat *s a bit op Dirt I ” 


BALLAST TOE THAT BALLOO*^; 

Or, Bullish to le Shot at the Pole, 

Dr. Andree, if you’re going to the Pole by a balloon, 

(Punch hopes you’ll be successful, and he trusts you’ll come back 
soon,) 

Could you find a little room for some companions in your car ? 

We have some whom we should like to see thus travelling afar. 

Place aux dames! There’s the New Woman whom we really do 
not want. 

And the Female-sufErage female, and the shrieking slave of Cant ; 
There’s the Fashionable Mother who constricts her daughters’ waists, 
There ’s the Woman with a Past, who so pollutes the public tastes ; 
There’s the female who is masculme, the male efleminate, 

The Hedonist of hollow heart and paradox-muddled pate ; 

There’s that big bore the Degenerate, he’ll turn up, divil doubt 
him! 

And that other bore, almost as big, who writes big books about him; 
There ’s the pedlar of Emotions, and the petty foe of Morals, 

There ’s the stirrer up in newspapers of journalistic quarrels : 

There ’s the thorough paced denouncer of Creation’s horroiv— Man ; 
There ’s the muckrake wielding maunderer on the Mysteries of Pan ; 
There ’s the dirty dynamiter, the neurotic novelist I — 

Oh, take them to the Pole, Sir, I ’ll be happy to assist, 

And drop them there— and leave them there— “ they never will be 
missed I ” 


BY OUR NOTES-AND-aUERY-MAN. 

Mem, for the next Historian of England, 

It is probable, from recent discoveries in the Archives of the 
State Paper OfELcej that immediately after the time of Cranmee, in 
consequence of his having recanted two or three times, the See of 
Canterbury was to have been re-named “The See of Recanterbury.” 
Also the question as to the origin of the name is, we believe, finally 
settled by the fact having come to light, that, every Archbishop, m 
consequence of the extent of his diocese and the necessity of his 
taking exercise, was compelled to be (as was Dr. Tait, and as is the 
present Archbishop, Dr, Benson) an excellent equestriauj and that 
the favourite pace for proceeding comfortably and expeditiously was 
“a canter.” The origin of the “bury” has yet to be accounted 
for, as it has been speft at various times “ 5ery,’’ “ lerry^^ “ 

“ lurried'* “ hury,^* But Kent being^ aJi.hop county, and beer the 
popular beverage from time immemorial, it is highly probable that 
as “ canter^^ referred to the horse, so “ lery ” (with the “ e ” long 
“ leery ”) referred to the refreshment for man (not for beast) required 
during the journey. This is from an antiquarian point of view most 
, interesting. 


“ The Cowes Week.” — This, read out aloud to a dairyman and a 
butcher, sounds bad ; as the ^st would be anxious as to the milk, 
and the second as to the veal: for he would argue, “If the cow’s 
weak, what ’ll the oalf be ? ” 


On account of the vogue for cycling in Battersea Park this 
summer, the past two months will he remembered as the “ Bike-at- 
Batterseason ^95.” 


The Poet Laureateship in Abeyance.— "W liy not go to i^e 
City for our Poet Laureate ? If a name he any indication, the choice 
onght at once to fall upon “ Alderman Ryher.” 
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-rue- /%rkiiM-rov /mt a ir'MC noseguy fur to tike ’ome to Muyver— kissantimmiis, marigoles, an’ 

THE COUNTKY Ur UUUJvAIvaIVt. dylLers, all sorts there was—an’ Muwer she put ’em in a jug, an’ 

A Monologue — ^with a Mobal. soon as ever I shet my eyes an’ sniffed, I could see that garding an’ 

^ V. 7 XV,. ^ . Hover an’ Lily as pline—hvA, they went bad, an’ ’ad to be freed 

Scene — atrless Oourt tti ci London oacK street* TiRrE*“^w^wsr* a'^’y at larst. I see ’em all agine very soon now, though, won’ 

Jimmy (aged eighty to Flokeie, aged seven)* No, I ain’t cornin’ to thet be proime, eh ? . . . Whatsy ? ’Ere, Floebie, you ain’t 
the Eeckereation Q-roun’, not jess yit, I cam’t. ... I’m goin’ ter croyin\ are yer ? . . . Why don’t yer arsk yer Farver ]f ’e won’t let 
wyte about ’ere till the lidy comes. , . . Wby, ’er as is cornin’ to see you go. . • • Oh, I thought as yer wanted to go. Then what are 

my Muwer ’bout sendin’ me fur a fortnight in the kemtry. . . . yer ? . . . No, I ain’t gled to git aw’y from you. . . . A-course 

Yus, where I was larst year. ... It "s settled as I ’m ter go agine— I shell be gled to see ’er ; but that ain’t why, it ’s jest You ain’t 

leastways as good as settled. My Farver ’e ’ve sent in a happlication never bin in the kerntry, or you ’d know ’ow I ’m reelin’. . . . There’s 
to the F’mitliy, and Teacher ’e sez ’e kin reckermend me, an’ Mr. and the lidy cornin’ now. I must cut across an’ ’ear what she sez to 
Mrs. Delves— them as ’ad the cottidge where I went afore— they ’ve Muwer. . . . Don’ tike on— ’tain’t on’y fur a fortnight, anyway, 
arst fxir to ’ave me agin— so yer see, Floebie, it’s all right* On’y . . . Look ’ere, I got suthink for yer, Floebie, bought it orf a man 
I cam’t settle to nuj0ink afore I know when I ’m goin’, an’ about the what ’ad a tray on ’em— it s a wornut, d’yer see ? Now open it — 
trine an’ that. Yer ’ave ter roide in a trine ter git to the kerntry, ain’t them two little choiner dolls noice, eh ? . . . I ’d rorther you 
yer know. . . . Wot, ain’t yer never bin there ? . . . Yer ’d wanter ’ad it nor ’er, strite, I would ! . . . I ’ll be back in a minnit. 

fawst enough if yer knoo what it was loike. .. . There ’s grorss there, t- rr .... ..r. nu 

an’ trees an’ that. . . . Na-ow, a lot better ’n the Eeckereation | Aetee an Inteeval oe Twenty-eoue houes. 

Groun’— that ’s all mide outer old No, I ain’t bin nowhere jjartick- 

grivestones as the deaders ’as done ler, . . . Settled ? yus, it ’s all 

wiv. There ’s ’ills an’ bushes an’ settled ’bout me goin’ ter the kem- 

’ edges where yer can pick flowers. try. . . . To-morrer ? no, I ain’t 

. . . There ain’t no perlice to git I lit to-morrer * . , , Nex’ week ? 

yer locked up. . . . An’ everyflnk J , j/y((ll|| \ ||i not as I "knows on. . . • You wanter 

smells so loveUy, kinder ’elthy like I . llllill IWi/ Ifa} know sech a lot^ you do ! ... If I 

—it mikes yer feel ’ungry, . . . If ill JjiIImKIMIIP- ^ tell yer, you ’ll on’y go an’ larf. 

Not hke sassages an’ mions azackly If 1 i * ... WeU, I ain’t goin’atall— 

—’tain’t that sorter smell. ... On’y jiff now I ’ope you’re pleased. . . . 

’ere an’ there, an’ yer ’d ’ardly tell j| M I n| mmm ^hat ’s the good o’ bein’ sorry f 

: they shops, tWkerry ’em on I, II; Ilii/ 111 1 If ... Oh, I don’t keer much, I 

wonddn call || don’t. ... Set down on this step 

it poky it yer was there. Mr. i alonger me, then, and don’ you go 

Delvj s ’e a kind man, ’e was ; 'jll sayin’ nuffink, or I’ll stop tellin’ 

nude me a whistle outer a sicker- yev* . • • ,You remember me goin’ 

more bromoli, ’e did : ^s. , — in yes’ day aitemoon. to ’ear what 

Dixtis she lemme ’efo her feed ^ liiallill BiL WH IL the lidy said? WeU, when I got 

the phiotogs, . . . They ’ad a in, I ’eard ’er s’y, “Tns, it’U be 

gartog beymd, an there was ras- a great disappiniment fur ’»m, pore 

berries an’ gooseberries a grp^ boy,” she sez, “arter lookin’ for- 

onbushes— stnte, they was— lam t ilillfllE^r ward to it an’ all; but it can’t be 

telhn’ yernohes-an’ eat as many M T ’elped.” An’ Muwer, she sez, 

as yer like, yer wuld. An’ they f/g “’Is Farver ’U be sorry, too; it 

’adadog-^ot;er nime was-’e done Jimmy ser much good larst 

was^akomd dogjenmelayinsoide time. ’E can’t pay not more nor 

® ’would. ... I ’arf-a-crownd a week towards it, 

I d hke ter aye a run over thet but he can manage that, bein’ in 

wmmon agon, too. I doMay as I work jes now.” Bat the lidy sez, 

reps the d’y arter to- “It ’s this w’y,” she sez, “it wstis 

morrer. ... There s a pond on it, 3 ^^ /MM Wti MB ly W w ™ neeUy arf a snSering over what 

they comes at yer a |t A the parints pays fur each chUd, 

f andweam’t gotthefnn’sfnrto: 

a- i^in thet seyidge. . . . Na-ow, . mnd more ’n a few. ’ 00 s the Public 


> nnjfink afore I know when I ’m goin’, an’ abont the what ’ad a tray on ’em— it s a wornnt, d’yer see ? Now open it — 
Yer ’ave ter roide in a trine ter git to the kerntry, ain’t them two little choiner dolls noice, eh ? , , . I ’d rorther yon 
Wot, ain’t yer never bin there ? . . . Yer ’d wanter ’ad it nor ’er, strite, I would ! . . . I ’ll he back in a minnit. 
yer knoo what it was loike. . . . There ’s grorss there, ... 

bat. , . . Na-ow, a lot better ’n the Eeckereation Aetee an Inteeval oe Twenty-eoue houes. 

aH mide outer old No, J ain’t bin nowhere jiartick- 

le deaders ’as done ler, , . . Settled ? yns, it ’s aU 

ills an’ bushes an’ settled ’hont me goin’ ter the kem- 

r can pick flowers. try. , . . To-morrer ? no, I ain’t 

’t no perlice t o^^z^ ' If to-morrer* * * * week? 

kinder ’elthy like |L. \ jIlMl lilJi know sech a Zo^, yon do ! . . . If I 

‘ feel ’nngry, . . . f ij I U eZo tell yer, yon ’ll on’y go an’ larf, 

3^ar^^ons azackly |/|l y|il| ||||||^ ... Well, I ain’t goin’ ^ all— 

^^rwoS^HS II I if ijB |i||B 

was there. Mr. I I lltlHMliB longer me, then, and don’ yon go 

kind man, ’e was ; 1 Ij sayin’ numnk, or I’ll stop tellm’ 

’e did : l^s. yes’ day axternoon to ’ear what 

“ae 1^® My said? Well, when I got 

an’ there was ras- a great disappiniment fur ’»m, pore 

jehmies a growin hoy,” she sez. “ arter lookin’ for- 


^ I don’ suscroihe ser much as they 

an’ they ^es orf portendin’ they J might,” she sez. “An’ so this year 

,1- we’re on’y sending ohUdren as is 

t meanin no offence. I am t ^ delikit, an’ reelly wants a chinge,” 

afride o no geese, I ain’‘^nor yet So ver see I ain’t a ffoin’ T dnn 

Lilt wasn t neither. We sor a pig ^ SWm d^ito&iwmt 

dT^’ltlfe^'oT’Kr SJe'kern^^/b^.Vdo^^^I 

ito’ kUled-but ’e Wt. Si®^’oV®th?n’n™lH“shn/’ 

^jr+ffiTy^ . f “ as I am now, an’ it was ’ot an’ stoiflin’, like it is; an’ Si of a 

hmntd^i^tofnrtwlpr^m suddink I see Mr. Kennistbe’s cart wiv the grey ’orse twninto 

S. -Wp p wt fi, • we was pnfcn’ onr court an’ pull np hoppersite, an’ Bon Bumble ’e was a-drivin’ on 

wWtrobodfde^ A^ Sv ’ Na-ow, there rt. An ’e sez ‘‘ Jump npT ” he’sez, “and I’U tike fer baokrMn 

VWp]'?pML? T DjavE£s cottidge.” AndIsez,“MayPLOEBiEoometoo.” An’ he 




ward to it an’ all ; hut it can’t he 
’elped.” An’ Mnvver, she sez, 
“’Is Farver ’ll he sorry, too; it 
done Jimmy ser much good larst 
time. ’E can’t pay not more nor 
’arf-a-crownd a week towards it, 
hut he can manage that, bein’ in 
work jes now,” Bat the lidy sez, 
“It ’s this w’y,” she sez, “it costis 
ns neelly arf a suffering over what 

r 'l the parints pays fur each child, 
and we ain’t got the fun’s fur to 

L send more ’n a few, ’cos the Public 
don’ suscroihe ser much as they 
might,” she sez. ‘ ‘ An’ so this y ear 
we ’re on’y sending children as is 
^ delikit, an’ reelly wants a chinge.” 

' So yer see, I ain’t a goin’. I dun- 

no as I ’m delikit ; but I do want 
the kerntry orful had, I do. I 
wish I never ’adn’t bin there at 
all, ’cos then preps I shonldn’ 
mind. An’ yit I’m gled I bin, 
too. I dreamt about it larst 
I was a-settin’ on this ’ere step, sime i 


en f An , like as not, I ’ll dream the rest on it annvver night. ... 
n’ yon must try an’ dream your share, too, Floebie. It’ll he ' 
most like bein’ in the kerntry in a sort o’ w’y fur both on us. ' 
DU’t it P 

Tiffi Moeal.— The offices of the Children’s Country HoMays Fund , 


underneath with grite big W the ChUdren’s Country HoMays Fund , 

madUayahferftn^aS^"- 

beefstike pudd’n o’ Sundays, an’ as much bread an’ treade every day ^ ' 

“ni a "b"™! to U. 
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“ RULE, ' BRITANNYER’ ! ” 

B&ing a loyal letter from Mr, JeameSf at Cowes Begattaj to Mary 
in Mayfair, 

Dear Mart, — “ JBritannyer To that sentiment I’m 
parti^, 

As there isn’t not one like it, not to make a man feel martial, ^ 
Pattryottic, and aU that, dear. But at this serblime conjunction — 
Of ryalties and regattas — wy I butters it with hunction. 

Rule, Britannyer I As you ’ll understand I mean the Eyal yot I 
Hah I Haitch-Har-Haitch — Eying bless him !— knows hexactly wot 
is wot 

In the way of yots and racing ; wich I ’m free to own, my dear, 

As I donH, And moresomever it do make me faint and queer 
When I think of Hengland’s ’Ope aboard that skittish, sloping thing, 
As looks to mj shore-going eyes like a white bird all wing. 

Well, I own I’m not a Wiking ; all J want of the blue sea 
Is a kipper for my breakfast, and a winkle with my tea. 

But the G-uVnor, he ’s a topper at the nortickle. Q-reat Scott ! 

’Ow he do put on the Brayvo ’Icks when once aboard a yot ! 

He ’s a puffeck pocket Neptune, wich a chubby Rttle chap, 

Looks perticularly fetchiir in a trotty yotting cap. 

Then he loves the swells — ^like I do — ^and it ’s sweet to ’ear him tork 
Of his pal the P. of W. and his chum the Book o’ Yobr. 

He ’s just like a locomotive on the everlastin’ puff, 

He enjys hisself li^e fifty, and he ’s never ’ad enun : 

I do like to ’ear him patter to the cumpany ashore. 

He keeps his friends a-bustin’, and the table in a roar. 

I on’y wish, dear Mart, I could phonygraff his chat, 

And kinett^ope his haction ; you would roar all round your ’at. 

The Cowes Week would ’ave been rippin’ if it ’adn’t bin for rain ; — 
(As was bad for Ryal Princes, and likeways for Messrs. Pain). 

And them tuppenny-apenny “ trippers,” as did ought to be kep out 
When hus gentry is a-swarmin’, and there ’s Ryalties about. 

The Solent should be cordon’d hoff for Hemperors once a year, 

For a mix o’ Margit manners, and Salvationists, and beer, 

Ain’t no welcome for a Kyser, no, nor yet a Shazydar, 

As demmocrycv is gettin’ too permiskus like, by far, 

A orty Owen Zollern didn’t ought to be mixed hup 
With Bank ’Olidays and bikes, when he ’s a lunnin’ for a Cup. 

’Tis his seventh Solent wisit, and things went a trifie ram ; 

And if he took the Himperial ’limp and nex’ year didnH come^ 

W’y it wouldn’t be serprisink, and hus Bulls, and Cowes, would suffer. 
Whatever that Hempbror may be, he ain’t no idle duffer I 
The Ouv’nor, he hadmires him most tremenjus ; so do hi. 

It is suthink a’most touchin’ for to see him, smart and spry 
In his simple yotting costoom, with his snowy cap an’ ducks, 
A-taking it so heasy, though he’d none the best of lucks. 

And his hironclads ! I ! Great Gumbo— as the Guv’nor loves to say — 
They do not spare the powder, and if this is but their play, 

I don’t wantto see’emtcorAim’. The young Himperor whisked about — 
With our Guv’nor on his track, too, don’t you make no sort of doubt— 
His hork-beye— the Guv’s— wos hevery where. He watchin’ each 
puff an’ pop. 

From the scrubbin’ of a binnyole or the twirlin’ of a mop. 

To polishin’ the funnel-tops with rottenstone and ile, 

Wich he said he watched each mornin’. Guv wos in it all the while. 
He fair shaddered the young Kjser, And the story he ’d reherse, 
With a eloquence and huuctipn quite like droppin’ into werse. 

And he always soots the haction to the word in sech a way, 

That when fairljr on the cackle he ’s as good as any play. 

But, 0, Mart ! it wos orkerd, and yumilly hating too, 

When our yot— her name ’s the Polywog’-to git a better view, 
Shoved ’erself a bit too forrad, and, amidst a general skoff, 

Wos tackled by a snortin’ tug, and coolly carted hoff I 

Guv swore he ’d tell his pal the Book but p’r’aps that wos his fun; 

He also said he ’d ar^k him why the Meteor didn’t run. 

Owsomever “ Buie, Britannyer ” is quite good enuff for me 
(Though the “ Hail,, jS'iV ” ’aii'a hinnings), I am nuts on Germany, 
But when Haitch-Har-Haitch wos winnin*, why I felt a bustin’ throb 
Swell this buzzum, for I thinks, thinks I, “ Old England’s on the 
job I ” 

Wich to see her rule the waves, dear, is the hackmy of my dreams. 
So no more at present, Mart, from your fellow-servant, 

Jeambs. 


At a banquet given in Bristol in honour of the invincible bioydist, 
Mr. A. A. Zimmerman, a reverend gentleman suggested that the 
Town Councillors should present the freedom of that city to the two 
champions W. G. Grace and A, A. Zimmerman. Another spokes- 
man, on the same festive occasion, remarked that he had heard of a 
hook called Zimmerman on BoUtude, He had never seen Zimmer- 
man on Solitude* hut he had beheld him on a safety. Really in 
Bristol their badinage is quite brilliant I 


ppmmEH'c 

EXTRACl^^on m D1 A 

OP 
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House of Commons, Mon- 
day, August 12.— Back in 
tbe old place. Same ad- 
dress ; same walls ; same 
benches; same stajge in short, 
but almost entirely new 
company. Squire or Max- 
wood lends friendly look to 
Front Opposition Bench. But 
there are many vacant places 
to right and left of him. 
Where is John Mobley, and 
Arnold Mobley, and Sha.w- 
Lbpevre who saved our 
Commons but could not save 
his seat among them? What 
has become of John Hibbert, gentlest mannered man that ever 
repulsed attack on tbe public purse? Aud George Russell and 
Leveson-Gower ? Was not even a Brand plucked from the burn- 
ing ? Was “ Bobby,” in laager behind his collar, cnt off in the full 
fragrance of youth and beauty ? 

Sark, looking round on other quarters of House^ cannot refrain 
from dropping a salt if silent tear. “You call this the House of 
Commons,” he said, bitterly, “ and find in it no place for Alpheus 
Cleophas ? One black man may be as good as another, and even 
better ; that is the Markiss’s affair. As Virgil wrote of Trajan 
and Tyrian, 

Bhownaggree Naoeoji mihl uuUo discrimine agctur. 


But how is Parliament going to limp along without our Contbeare, 
our Seymour Kbat, and our Don’t Ketr Hardie ? I suppose it ’s 
all right. The Speaker will take Chair at usual hour ; questions 
will he put and answered ; Bills will make progress and ‘ the House 
will now adjourn.’ But if the House of Commons is itself without 
the eminent persons I have mentioned, I at least shall not he able to 
recognise its identity.” 

“Oh, cheer up,” said St. John Brodrick, Premier-maker, 
Destroyer of Majorities, sort of Parliamentary Warwick. “You 
don’t Iniow what the future may have in store for you. There are 
fathomless possibilities in this unfamiliar crowd, it’s true no new 
Members, as far as I observed, came down in a brake accom- 
panied by trumpets also and shawms. But Don’t Keir Hardie 
didn’t live up to that introduction. The fact is, it probably had 
something to do with his distinct failure. It raised expectation too 
lugh, and even his collarless shirt, his short jacket, his Tweed cap, 
and his tendency to shed papers out of his over-stuffed pockets as 
he walked about the premises, didn’t make up what was lacking.” 

Whilst Warwick Brodrick talking, he was constantly turning 
over things in his pockets. Thought at first it was money. “Been 
drawing your salary a quarter in advance ? ” I asked, anxious to 
learn the habits of the new Ministry. 

“ No,” said Warwick, “ it’s not that. See,” he said, picking out 
handful of small bullets ; ‘ “ these are what we use in the new rifles 
fired with cordite. Nice things you know. Will hop across two 
miles before you know where you are. In the other pomcet got a few 
oharippes of cordite. No I Rather not see them ? Well, no account- 
ing for prejudice. I mean to keep a supply alw-ajs on hand, or rather 
in pocket. Opposition not likely .to do anvthing much yet awhile. 
But they ’ll try and form up by-and-by. . When they do, I ’ll show 
’em a cordite cartridge, rattled a few of these bullats, with their 
cupro-nickel jackets, and, poof I they’re off just as they were when 
I defeated the late Government in June. Can’t have too much of a 
good thing. What cordite ’s done once it mav do again.” 

And the Financial Secretary. to the War Office walked off, ostenta- 
tionsly rattling the contents of hk pockets as he passed Cawmell- 
Bannerman, who visibly faltered,. 

Business done.— New Speaker .elected. 


Arcades Ambo. 

The Heathen Chinee and Unspeakable Turk 
Seem largely alike, in Gehenna’s bladk work*. . 
The earth would aUe fairer* methinkik were it free 
Of Unspeakable Turk and of Heathen Ohineei ' 




THE OLLENDOEP GUIDE TO KNOWLEDGE. 

THE CHEAP EXCTJESIONIST. 

Did the good neighbour go by the cheap excursion ? Yes, the good 
neighbour did go by the cheap excursion, and so did his mfe, his 
wife's mother, and his six children. Did he catch the cab of the 
early driver ? No, he did not catch the cab of the early driver, but 
he used the omnibus of the sleeping coachman, who took him as far 
as haH-way (half-way as fax as). Had the good neighbour to finish 
the journey to the railway station on foot ? Yes, he had, and so had 
his wife, ms wHe’s mother, and his six children. Are they in a ^ood 
temper, or a bad temper P They are in a bad temper, because it is 
raimng, and because the mother of the wife of the good neighbour 
had not wished to go. Have they found the right train ? No, they 
have not found the right train, but are entering carriages bound for 
another destination. Has the guard of the wrong train disturbed the 
good neighbour, his wife, his wife's mother, and his six children? 
The guard of tlie wrong train has disturbed them, and has thrust 
them into the bad carriages of the right train. Were not the bad 
carriages of the right tram already crowded ? They were already 
crowded with the hairdresser, the artist’s model, the plasterers, the 
builders, the sweeps, the fruiterers, and the quiet young man who 
contributes poetry to the columns of a local paper. Didnotthe entrance 
of the good neighbour, his wife, his wfle^s mother, and his six 
children, inconvenience the hairdresser, the artist’s model, the plas- 
terers, the builders, the sweeps, the fruiterers, and the quiet young 
man who contributes poetry to the columns of the local paper ? It 
did, and caused most of them to use bad language (e.e., oaths). Did 
the quiet young man who contributes poetry to the columns of a local 
paper use bad language ? No, the quiet young man who contributes 
poetry to the columns of a local paper did not use bad language, be- 
cause he was in a fit.’ How did the good neighbour enjoy his journey? 
The good neighbour did not enjoy his journey, because he had to 
submit to the smoke of the hairdresser, the lavender water of the 
artist’s model, the snufi of the plasterers, the smoke of the builders, 
the concertinas of the sweeps, the comic songs of the fruiterers, 
and the gasps of the quiet young man who contributes poetry 
to the coluinns of a local paper. Did the good neighbour have 
to submit to any further inconvenience? Yes, he was abused 
by his wife, huBied hy his wife’s mother, and plagued by his 
six childreiu Was the weather at the destination of the good 
neighhour favourable? No, it was not favourable, as it rained 
heavfly all day. Did the good neighbour find time hang heavily 
on his hands ? Yes, he did find time hang heavily on his hands ; 
hut not so heavily as his wife, his wife’s mother, and six children. 


Did the good neighhour, his wife, his wife's mother, and his 
six children get stmoient to eat? No, they did not get suruoient 
to eat; hut they discussed the hrokeu scraps left at a shulmg ordi- 
nary (e.e., ordinary price one shilling). Were they happy to 
homer Yes, they were happy to get home ; but had to ret^ with 
the hairdresser, the artist’s model, the plasterers, the builders, the 
sweeps, the fruiterers, but not the quiet young man who contributes 
poetry to the columns of a local paper. Were the hairdresser, the 
artist’s model, the plasterers, the sweeps, and the fruiterers more 
noisy at night than they had been iu the morning ? Yes, they were 
more noisy, because they had all been drinking the much-adiuterated 
beer of the prosperous but dishonest publican. Did the good neigh- 
bour arrive at home at last ? Yes, the good neighbour did arrive at 
home at last, hut more dead than alive aliver than more dead). 
Will the \me of the good neighbour, her mother, and her six 
children go on a similar trip on the next suitable occasion ? They wiU 
go, but they will not he accompanied, if he can help it, hy the good 
neighbour. Will the good neighhour he able to help it ? No, me 
good neighbour will not be able to help it ; so he will accompany his 
wife, his wife’s mother, and his six children, protesting. Will the 
good neighbour use good language ? No, the good neighbour will use 
bad language. Will the bad language of the good neighbour be very 
wrong? Yes, the bad language of the good neighbour will be very 
wrong, but it will not be unnatural. 


On tlie Cards. 

M'Oahtht a-cudgeUing Heaxt now starts, 

And Healx mild Jusnsr remorselessly drubs, 

Alas, that long over-due “ Union of Hearts,” 

Will become a Collision of Clubs / 

Moitopoly. — M. Max O’Rbll, who has commonly “ a guid conceit 
o' himsel’j” and shows it, with more than Scottish— or, as he^ says, 
Scotch — simplioity, diriikes the monopolist egotism shown in the 
phrase an English gentleman.” ‘‘ A gentleman of France ” would 
perhaps less shock his altruistic sensibilities. He suggests 
that speahing of a courteous Soot we dub him “au English gen- 
tleman,” hu*: were he a murderer should call him “ a Scotch mur- 
derer,” Perhaps he will write a new hook, and call it “ John Bull 
and Ms “ It is wonderful ” (he continues) “ how J oHir Bull 

manages to monopolise all that is good, and let the rest of the world 
partake of what he does not want.” Well, not entirely, perhaps. 
For example, John Bull does not wish to “ monopolise ” Max O’Kbll 
himself, mough, of course, he is “ good,” and full pf “ good things.” 





August 17 , 1895 .] 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI. 


81 



JUSTIN THE TERRIBLE! 


J, M'Garthy {with dim recollection of Mr, Penley as the Eobert Spalding*^), Do you 
KNOW, Timothy, if you go on like this, I shall hate to get rjfjRF cross with you ; 
I shall eeally have to give you a good hard knock!*' 


HAEEY ON ’AEET. 

[“There is no doubt whatever that a large 
number of Enghshmen abroad conduct themselves 
in a manner which brings discredit on our country. 
. . . Such demonstrations, indeed, are taken to 
mean that our countrymen desire thereby to show 
their consciousness of simeriority over foreigners. 
... We do not want “ Harrys ” to disgrace us, 
no matter whether the “ trippers ride in first, 
second, or third-class carriages.” 

The “ Echo** on “ English Tourists Abroad,**] 

Dear Beetie,— I have got the needle, and 
got it exceedingly sharp. 

This ^Aeht— I mean the cad-cochney well 
known to “ the ’Eath and the ’Arp ” — 

Is becomin’ no end of a nuisance all round ; 

but I think you ’ll agree 
It is ;^layin’ it pretty low down when they 
mix up that mongrel with me I 

One would think the dropped aitch and apos- 
trophe OT^ht to have labelled that brand, 
Which the Comics, in picture and patter, 
have scattered aU over the land ; 

But surely some new Trades Mark Act must 
be wanted exceedingly bad 
Wkett EARKtf the travellin* Briton, is 
jumbled with ’AlEEY the Cad. 


Just glance at the cutting enclosed. !Nfow I 
travel, in silks, as you know, 

And Paris and Lyons to me are familiar as 
Bradford or Bow, 

But a gent is a gent, though in trade, and 
abroad just as much as at home. 

And the manners that pass in Pall Mali ought 
to do for Berlin or for Rome I 

I’m sick, my dear fellow, of readin’ about 
British Cads on the trip, 

And the way that they rough-up theforeigners. 

Every French barber or snip. 

With a back that ’s all hinges and angles, 
will read us a lesson on form. 

And the penny-a-liners at home back him 
up, and we— bow to the storm I 

It ’s rot, and there ’s no other word for it I 'J 
mean rebeHiu’ for one. 

All this talk about ’Andes Abroad, which the 
ink-sHngers think such prime fun, 

Is aU unpatriotio knock-under, poor tame 
cosmopolitan cant. 

And as much a true bill as the chat of that 
sour Mrs. Oemiston Chaist* 

If there’s anythin’ gives me the hump, it is 
bearin’ Old England run down ; 


And your Rads, and your Cads, and your Cock- 
tails, all haters of Class and the Crown, 
Are eternally; bastin’ John Bull on his 
bullyin’ airs and stiff back. 

0 it gives me the very go-nimble to hear 

their contemptible clack I 

They charge us with bounce and bad manners, 
with trottin’ around in queer togs. 

With chaffin’ the waiters at ca/eSf and treatin’ 
the porters like dogs. 

They say we raise shines in their churches, 
and mock their processions and priests ; 

In fact, if yon ’d only believe them you ’d 
class us as bullies and beasts. 

Now J say a Briton’s a Briton wherever he 
happens to go. 

He has got to be “taken as written,” with 
freedom his briar to blow, 

His flannels and howler to sport, his opinions 
and tastes to express, 

As he would in Hyde Park or the Strand, and 
he won’t be contented with less. 

He takes “JR7^Ze, Britannia^^ along with him, 
young Johnny Bull does, you bet ; 

And it ’s no use for G-ermans to grant, and it ’s 
no use for Frenchmen to fret. 

We’ve got to loe free ^ my dear fellow,— no 
matter if welcome or not, — 

And to slang us as “’Arries Abroad” /or 
that freedom is all tommyrot. 

That Johnny who writes about ’AEEY~in 
Bunch don’teher know — ^is a Rad, 

1 can see it as plain as be blowed ; and he 

labels the lot of ns “ Cad ” 

If we’ve patriot hearts and high spirits, talk 
slang, and are fond of a spree. 

But his ’ Aeey ’s no class, and it ’s like his 
dashed cheek to confound him with me ! 

He ’s done heaps of mischief, that joker, along 
of Ids levmlin’ trick, 

Of tarrin’ the classes and masses, without 
any judgment or pick, 

With one sweepin’ smudge of his tar-brush. 

Cad I Cad 1 Cad !— all over the shop I— 
I’m sure heh a bloomin’ outsider, ana wish 
Bunch would put on the stop, 

Jlike easy ways and slang-patter, J’m Tory 
and patriot all round, — 

As every true Englishman must be who isn’t 
an ass or a hound, — 

But your ill-speUin’, aitch-droppin’ howler, 
with “ two quid a week”— as he brags — 
Isn’t me, but a Battersea bounder with big 
bulgy knees and loud bags, 

I did do the boulevards once in 
striped knickei s and straw, 

I admit; 

And once in a Catholic church 
I will own I did laugh fit 
to split. 

But then, foreign tastes are so 
funny, and foreign reli- 
gions £0 rum ; 

And if they will play mnmbo- 
jumbo, how can a smart 
Johnny keep mum ? 

It is all the dashed foreigners’ f anlt. They 
don’t relifch our up-and-down stjrle ; 
They smirk and they play monkey-tricks and 
then scowl if we happen to smile. 

They hate us like poison, and swear ’tis be- 
cause of our “ swagger and bounce,” 

But it’s Bull’s fightin’ weight that they funk, 
and by gad, they know that to an ounce I 

There I I’ve let off the steam, and feel 
better I We need “ Coalition ” all round, 
We gents, against Cad-dom, and Rad-dom, 
‘—they don’t differ much, I’ll be bound— 
We ’ve got it in Paxliament— lippin’ I— and 
if the same scheme we can carry 
In social arrangements, why then ’Ahev 
won’t be confounded with Haeet. 
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SCEAPS PEOM CHAPS. 

On a Cross Bench.— The Union 
of Hearts does not seem to have 
spread as far as Limerick, if the 
meetings of the Limerick Bural 
Sanitary Board are any test. One 
member expressed an opinion 
that the Conservative Government 
would do as much for the 
labourers as the Whig Govern- 
ment had done. 

Mr. M‘Mahon,— W e ’ll give them 
a chance. 

Mr. MIneeney. — We have got 
very little out of the Liberal Govern- 
ment. 

Mr. Moran.— B ad is the best of 
them. 

The discussion then ended. 

This is unkind to Mr, Mobley. 
Perhaps a stave of a popular Irish 
melody will run thus, — 

Och, these dhrivellin’ Saxon Govem- 
ments, 

They dhroive us patriots mad ! 

The worst of ’em ’s unspakable, 

And the best of ’em is bad ! 

“ A Little More Cider too.’’ 
— The National Association of 
Cider Makers,” says the Bristol 
Mercury^ “is taking energetic 
measnres to ensure more atten- 
tion being given to the cider com- 
petitions at agricnltnral shows.” 
And it can’t make its measnres 
too energetic— not even if it turns 
an average consumption of a pint- 
measure into a quart. What 
beverage beats eider cup — unless 
it be perry onp ? At present the 
only people at the shows who are 
allowed to taste the cider are the 
judges. But the public want to 
taste, too— give them a taste of 
cider, and they ’ll get a taste for 
it in no time. And rival makers 
want to taste each other’s pro- 
ducts, so as to make their own 
better. “Cider on tap” is the 
motto for the shows, and the 



WHAT, INDEED! 

“ Look here, Doctor, my Son wants me to send him to 

OOLLSQS, AND HE SPELLS IT COLIDQE, WHY HAVEN’T YOU TAUGHT 
HIM BETTER?” 

“Ah— I’m afraid that meee Spelling is not taught in our 
Curriculum 1 ” 

“Then what on earth is taught in your Curriculum?” 

{The Doctor suddenly rerMmbers that the Sixth Form are waiting for 
Ms Lecture on Sophocles, 
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West country will thus be given 
a deciderdly useful “ 3eg-up,” 

PuERis Hevbrentia !— The ad- 
vertisement question in tram-cars | 
is “up” again before the Glas- 
gow bailies. The Town Council 
has banished these disfigure- 
ments, but it seems there are 
stO Philistine bodies who long 
for the good old flaring colonred- 
poster days. Witness this account 
of a recent meeting 

Mr. Battersby poiated out that a 
large revenue could be derived from 
advertisements on the cars, and he 
did not see why the committee should 
look over such a thing. 

Bailie Paton said that personally 
he was dead against putting adver- 
tisements on the oars. If any neces- 
sity arose they had that source of 
revenue. He would not spoil the 
beautiful appearance of the cars by 
vulgarising them. 

Mr. Battersby.— T hat is all senti- 
ment of a very puerile description. 

Perhaps. But as there happens 
to he a large balance to the good 
on the working of the cars, why 
not allow the “puerile senti- 
ment” to have play ? We could 
do with a lot of this kind of 
puerility and sentimentality down 
south. 

Good Old Sam I— Our belief 
even in the “respectability” of 
Samuel Pbpys is gone for ever. 
The Bright light recently thrown 
on him by the indefatigable 
Mynobs Bright has done the 
trick. This skilled and uncom- 
promising decipherer^ of the 
Fepysian shorthand will be re- 
membered in connection with these 
volumes as “ Uwe^er-MYNORS 
Biqght.’^ 

Appropriate Spot eor a Pro- 
vincial Bicycle Club. — Some 
Rural Wheellage in the Wheel’d 
of Kent, 


IN BE THE I. 0. C. R. Y. C. 

The suggestions I was permitted to make on a recent occasion 
concerning the future of “ the Devil’s Own” having been productive 
of a perfect torrent of letters, I hope that I may be allowed to reply, 
before the commencement of the fast-approaching Long Yacation, 
through the columns of a paper that for more than half a century 
nas been the recognised organ of the 
Bench, the Bar, and the other branch 
of the legal profession. First let me 
repudiate, with the scorn it justly 
merits, and indignation which has 
moved me to tears, the contention that 
^ calling attention to the compara- 
jHHlHiiliiH tively falling fortunes of the Inns of 

Court I was “making a bid for the 
chief ship of the battalion.” Although 
"Willing (no doubt in common with 
I every other Englishman of right feel- 
iug) to shed my blood to its last drop 
in defence of my country, I can see 
no possmle ^od m accepting “the crown and star” of the 
1, 0. C, R. Y. C. No, I prefer the “ stuff ” of the ranks to the “ silk ” 
ox command. So the forensic wag, who apparently found time during 
the pauses of a contest^ election in a wavering constituency to de- 
pict me as a colonel with Porttnqton as my orderly, was at fault 
^ conclusions. His rough-and-ready pen-and-ink sketch, 
^though strongly resembling Sir Henry Irving in the character of 
Don Quixote, was not without a certain mde kind of merit. When 
I inspect it (and probably I thall examine it frequently) I shall he 
remmd^ of the toents of one who, had he not been a “ a.C., M.P.,” 
might have become the rival of Rowlandson, the peer of Gilray, 


and the modern extinguisher of the less serious of the^ Old Masters 
of the sixteenth centuiy. But to return more immediately to the 
subject of my correspondence. 

“The Brightest Ornament of the British Bench” writes to me to 
say that he considers “The Brook Green Volunteer ” was the pre- 
cursor of the Inns of Court, 1 respectfully submit to his Lordship i 
that he is in error. T*he Brook Green Volunteer was the solitary 
representative of his battalion. I am happy to be able to say that the 
I “ Devil’s Own,” although no doubt reduced in numbers, has never 
on parade presented so insignificant a “ field state.” Consequently, 
the statement that “ the regiment is likely to diminish to its original 
proportions ” is a prophecy founded upon a misunderstanding and 
nourished upon a fallacy. 

The proposal of “One who bows daily to his Lordship during 
Term Time” is excellent. My correspondent suggests that the 
Junior Bar, not immediately concerned in the business of the Courts, 
should drill silently in open Court. Of late it has been ordained by 
the Red-book that commands may he conveyed by gesture. Thus, a 


might be deemed satisfied by the Wig -wearers “coming to 
the sitting posture smartljr.” At the close of the day’s proceedings, 
his Lordship might raise his left arm to^e height of his elbow, upon 
which the temporarily-unemployed mi^ht take up their dummy 
briefs, and hold them at “the recover,” The hand of bis Lord- 
ship brought towards the face, with the thumb pointing in the direc- 
tion of the nose, might cause the juniors to “turn” right and left. 
“ Then, when the senior usher raised both his arms towards the 
ceiling, the sfmff-gownsmen might march to their front through the 
corridors ^til they dismissed without further gesture of command 
in the robing rooms.” Altogether capital! “One who hows daily 
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to his Lordship during Term Time’* should publish his suggestions 
in namnhlet form, to oe sold at the popular price of a penny, 

“ A Junior of Fifty Years’ Standing” considers that no one should 
he admitted to an Inn of Court 'who was unwilling to join the “ DeTil’s 
Own.” He declares that he himself has done inmiitely more work as a 
ridem an than as a counsel. * ‘And yet,” he adds, ‘ ‘ I found the labour 
yery light, I do not beliere I attended more than one parade in the 
course of a year on the average,” I may add, that possessing the 
name of “A Junior of Fifty Years’ Standing,” I can vouch for 
my learned friend’s accuracy, eminence, and abmty. 

“ A Judge who prefers Newmarket to the Law Courts,” proposes 
that the corridors should be utilised as a drill-ground. “Let the 
Briefless Brigade drill therein during Term time, so that they may 
be ready to hand if needed.” A very valuable suggestion, 

“ One who takes three years of practice to earn a quarter of 
chambers’ rent” suggests that “ The Devil’s Own” should adopt as 
its regimental motto, “ Retained for the Defence,” Considering the 
numbers of the battalion, I am afraid the device would have a sar- 
castic significance. And now, in all sober seriousness, can nothing 
be done to put the grand old corps on its former satisfactory footing ? 
It has an illustrious past— most of the best known men at the Bar 
belonged to it— is it impracticable to secure for it an equally illus- 
trious future ? Men who, for half a lifetime, have stood shoulder 
to shoulder in defence of their clients’ causes can sureljr adopt the 
same satisfactory and honourable position to protect the interests of 
the ancient battalion. Let Bench and Bar work with a will, and 
“The Devil’s Own” will be worthy of its title. And with this 
prophecy (which sounds well, but is delivered subject to counsel’s 
revision) I bring my communication, already too long, to an abrupt 
conclusion. {Signed) 

Fump Handle Courts Aug, 10, 1895. A, Briefless, Jon, 

A MOST SiLEiTT AJST) DiscBEET ECCLESIASTIC.— There is a most 
reverend personage who, every year, and especially durin^r the 
summer season, must hear any number of Amantium confessionee^ 
and his name is “ Father Thames.” Let lovers beware of a “ bab- 
bling brook.” I 


REACTION, 1895. 

{See the Daily Ghronicle ” of August 6 .) 

Reaction ’s in the air, and (so to speak) 

Its trail is o’er the Chronicle's own pages — 

Witness “ An Unknown Qiautity ” this week, 

Whose meditative J-pen disengages 
De rebus omnibus a keen critique. 

Extravagance, and levity, and fads 
Have been o’erdone, it seems, since Eighteen- eighty 
(Or thereabouts) ; but, our observer adds, 

JoH-N Bull has this year grown more wise and weighty, 
Less “new,” less yellow— and has chucked the Rais. 

Reaction’s the reverse of retrograde. 

If we recede from decadent excesses. 

And beat retreat from novelists who trade 
On “ Sex,” from artists whose chef-d^ ceuvres are messes — 
’Tis time indeed such minor plagues were stayed ! 

Then here ’s for cricket in this year of Q-race, 

Fair-play all round, straight hitting and straight dealing 
In letters, morals, art, and commonplace 
Reversion unto type in deed and feeling— 

A path of true Reaction to retrace 1 


Caught with a “Catch.”— The idiotic catch-line of a Parisian 
Cafe-Concert ditty — JEn voulez-vous des z^homardsV^ has been I 
taken up by the citizens of the gay French capital with as much 
avidity as characterized their seizure upon shares in the Russian loan. 
The Comtesse Y., in sportive mood, twitted her butler — a very I 
ancient retainer of the family — upon his antiquated, out-of-date | 
manners, and chafflngly suggested that he should attempt to be more 
fin-de-siecle. The veteran maitre~>d* hotel assured Madame la Com- 
tesse that he would give her no further cause for complaint. Accord- 
ingly, on the same evening, while handing round wine at the dinner- 
party, he promptly bellow^ forth “ J&n voulez^vous du Fommardf ” 
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TRIFLES LI&HT AS HAIR. 

Hottetes nmch. Kentisli farmers may grumble about tbe agri- 
cultural outlook, tbeir strop-and-razor 
colleagues, tbe barbers of wiat county, 
should now replace any grief in whicn 
they also may be indulging in reference 
to their industry, with great gaiety, 
for there is every prospect of a long 
and prosperous run of hirsute harvests. 
The High Constable has decreed that, 
utdess his men can grow * * wellregulated 
beards or military moustaches,'' they 
are to be clean-shaven. Harewell the 
festive “mutton-chop" whisker and 
the j ovialgoatee I Henceforth “ Bobby 
will be beardless, and as he drinks the 
mid-day pint of that frothing beverage 
whose main ingredient— more or less 
— is malt, the upper-lip hops-tacle, 
upon which the foam was wont to 
find a brief resting-place, will be con- 
spicuous by its absence— not lost exactly, but s(h)aved before. 



ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

PRESIDENT Andrews, of Brown University, has contributed to 
the North American Reriew an article entitled “Are there Too 
Many of Us?" Personally, I should answer with an unhesitating 
yes, especially after Bank Holidays, or fetes and galas such as those 
with which the provinces teem. And it may be noted, by the way, 
as a curious fact in the natural history of amusements, that no 
genuine is ever found without a gala. Conversely a gala with- 
out SkfHe cannot be imagined. Prom the presence in your neigh- 
bourhood of one of the two you are at once entitled to infer the 
presence of the other. 

I RETURN, however, to Professor Andrews. He proves by a series 
of elaborate and convincing calculations that if the world started 
with a population of two, the increase in 3,000 years would have 
become “two quintillion human beings; viz,, to every sq[uare yard 
3,333i persons. Or tbe earth would be covered with men in columns 
of 833 i eacb, standing on each others heads. If they averaged five 
feet tall, each column would he 4,166§ feet high." 


All this sounds highly stupendous. As I am no mathematician, I 
cannot compete with Professor Andrews of Brown University on 
equal terms, but to mv non-mathematical mind the only inference 
to be drawn from the Professor's calculation appears to be that the 
world is not much more than thirty years old, or, let us say, 30J. In 
another ten years or so, I snppose we shall have to start work on the 
columns. Personally, I am not impatient, I am qnite willing to let 
832 of my friends get iuto position first. I can then climb up and 
complete the column. How the fractional third is to be made up I 
know not, unless— happy thought— there is to be an extra allowance 
of three tailors to every column. 

The Social Democratic Federation has been meeting in conference 
at Birmingham. Comrades Q,ublch, Belcher, Sha.ter, UEi.RD, 
Tooth, Tempest, Watts and Wenlington were all on the spot. 
Some discussion took place with reference to Justice^ the official 
organ of the Federation. 

Mr. Bblcheu (Lincolu), in the course of discussion, thought they ought to 
induce the workers to take up shares, and to back Jmtice to the fullest 
extent. They were inclined to sneer at capitalists, hut they could not 
carry on the Federation work without taking a leaf out of the capitalist’s 
book. (Near, hear,) 

Mr. M'Pherson, as one of the auditors, said the branch accounts in 
reference to Justice were a disgrace. A great deal was heard about the im- 
morality of capitalists, but a little more morality was wanted in some of the 
branches in regard to the paying of accounts. 

This, of course, is most lamentable. Even a Social Democrat, it 
seems, cannot alter bard facts or get on without money. And at 
present nobody seems in want of the particular kind of j ustice which 
Messrs, Q,delch, Belcher and other comrades are anxious to purvey. 


I LIKE to rescue from the dark unfathomed caves of ocean any gem 
of purest ray serene. Here is one extracted from the speech of Mr. 
Powell Williams, M.P., at the recent dinner of the Birmingham 
Conservative Club. 

Mr. Powell Williams, M.P., proposed “The Press,” and said that 
) before he spoke of the Press he would like to correct a statement which Sir 
^Mbysey Thompson made. That gentleman thought that Yorkshire was 
peculiar, inasmuch as it had got rid of something objectionable in the shape 
of fever called Shaw-Lefevre. He put in a claim mr distinction for the county 
of CornwalL la Cornwall they would tell you that they had got rid of the 
worst kind of beer that anyone ever tasted, and that they called Oonybeare. 


Later on MEr. Williams said t^t, although the G-ladstonian Press 
was more numerous than the Unionist Press, it had not been able to 
persuade tbe nation to swallow eighty Irish members — which is, 
perhaps, fortunate; since, to take only one, I am sure Mr, Tim 
He AL T would prove a very tough morsel to digest. 


And here is a rose that, but for me, might have blushed unseen in 
the report of the proceedings of the South Dabliu Union : — 

Mr. Leneh AN moved, in accordance with notice — “That the pauper iu- 
mate nurses be removed from the male aud female Homan Catholic hospitals, 
and also from the Protestant male and female hospitals, and trained nurses 
engaged to look after the sick poor.” During the course of a lengthened 
address, delivered in a remarkably loud voice, he urged that the present 
system of nursing was bad, that militiamen were employed for the purpose, 
and that reliance could not be placed on the paupers at present engaged in 
the hospitals. He said that there were at present^ 184 inmates employed in 
nureing, and he proposed to put a trained nurse in each ward, that would 
be 43, aud two nurses in each hospital, that would be 8, or 51 in all. These 
51 nurses, at £30 a year, or 11s. would be a little over £29 {laughter) , 
or a saving of some shillings {laughter), 

Mr. Sykes. — What in the world is the meaning of that calculation ? 

Mr. Lenehan repeated Ms statement amidst great laughter. 

Mr. O’Reilly said he would second the motion for the sake of discussion, 
as Mr. Lenehan complained that his resolutions were never seconded. 

Mr. Bybne was surprised that Mr. 0 Reilly had seconded the resolution, 

for Mr. O’Reilly was a sensible man 

Mr. Lenehan.— I deny that 

Mr. Bybne said it was all braggadocio, and a desire to obtain notoriety, 
that made Mr. Lenehan bring this forward. 

After this no one will be surprised to bear that Mr, Lenehan 
withdrew his motion. It must be a terrible thing to be accused of 
braggadocio and a desire to obtain notoriety. 


And finally here is an estimate of Mr. Baleour from a correspon- 
dent of the Birmingham Daily Gazette 
The Unionist Majority. — To the Editor of the Daily Sir,— 

Among the many causes assigned for the above, no one, so far as I know, has 
suggested the following one. Is it too much to hope that the statesmanlike 
character of Mr. A. J. Balpoxib has influencacl greatly the country at large ? 
His simple dignity, both in majority and minority, Ms pluck and energy as Irish 
Secretary, are still remembered. The Spectator publishes an article on “ Mr. 
Balfour’s Benignity,” and at the reception given to the Medical Association at 
the Imperial Institute he and his sister were received with deafening cheers. 
Lastly, we shall hear nothing from Mmself. Surely all parties recognise and 
admire such a statesman, and willingly confide in Ms future. — A n Outsider. 

Bat why are we to hear nothing from Mr. Baleoltr himself. As 
one who iflies good speaking on either side of the House, I hope we 
may hear a great deal from Mr. Balfour, 


There have been great doings at Cirencester. At a fete (and gala) 
in Earl Bathurst’s park, the ^ief attraction was the announcement 
of a captive balloon, which was expected to make trips during the 
afternoon. Unfortunately, however, the gas-main in the Tetbury 
Road, where the balloon was filled, was not so large as was desirable, 
and tbe result was that the balloon was not filled till after five 
o’clock. It was then taken to the scene of the fete at Pope's Seat, 
where every effort was made to make up for lost time. The Hon. B. 
Bathurst, M.P., the newly elected member for the division, made a 
short speech from the balloon, being received with loud cheers. The 
“right away" ascent was afterwards abandoned. The evening, 
which proved fine, closed with an excellent display of fireworks by 
Professor Wells. 

If a captive balloon should refuse to inflate, 

And should linger too long flopping loose on the grass, 

Lust insert an M.P.'in the car to orate, 

And you ’ll'promptly secure an abundance of gas. 


TO TRICKASTA. 

A NOTE of pain was sounded when you said 
That we had better never meet again. 

My nerves were shattered and my Heart was lead — 
A note of pain. 

Far other had it been when down the lane 
Yon graciously inclined your pretty head 
To listen to me. Yes, I was insane 
Enough to hope that one day we might wed, 
Until your double-dyed deceit grew plain. 

I like to think my letter was, when read, 

A note of pain. 


“ Sitting Room Only,"— The election of Sir L. Ltell for Orkney 
and Shetland on Saturday last brought the Q-eneral Election to \ 
conclusion. By this final result the House became quite full, if no 
qaite Fullerton, 
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SCRAPS FROM CHAPS. 

The Isish Tolk.—Iii the 
name of the Proht—eggs I 
Irish co-operators have already 
made giant strides in the pro- 
duction of milk and butter, and 
now the Irish Co-operative 
Agency has decided, so says the 
CotIc Daily Herala^ to “ take 
up the egg-trade.” We hope 
the egg - traders won’t be 
taken up.” too ; if so, the 
trade would be arrested just 
. whenitwas starting, and where 
would the profit be then? 
“ It is stated that many Irish 
eggs now reach the English 
market dirty, stale, and un- 
sorted,” so that wholesale 
English egg-merchants have 
preferred to buy Austrian and 
French ones. Ireland not able 
to compete with the foreigner I 
Perish the thought! A little 
technical education judiciously 
applied will soon teach the Irish 
fowl not to lay “ shop ’uns.” 

Feathers in Scotch Caps. 

“ The railway race to the North, 
like the race across the Atlantic, 
has placed beyond challenge that 
on land as well as on sea Scotch 
engines break the record.’* — Korth 
BHtxsh Daily Mail, 

Did not Lord Bxeon antici- 
pate this when he wrote (in 
Mr, Punches version of his 
poem on “ Dark Lochna- 
gar”) 

Yes, Caledonia, thy engines are 
scrumptious, 

Though even in England some 
good ones are seen; 

And, if the confession won’t ren- 
der you bumptious, 

We sigh for your flyers to far 
Aberdeen ! 


















IN MEDIO TUTISSIMUS! 

“What ! Nevee been III since you weee boen 1 I suppose you’eb 
A Teetotallee ? ” 

“Oh no ! Been a Moderate Deunkaed all mt life 1” 


But if Caledonia is inclined 
to boast abont its locomotives, 
let it ponder its tinkers, and 
learn hnmility. The Glasgow 
“Departmental Committee on 
Habitual Ofienders, Yagrants, 
&c.,” reports that the nomad 
tinkers of Scotland number 
1702, and of these 232 “ were 
apprehended for some crime or 
other during the year.” They 
don’t do 151 miles in 167 
minutes, like the locomotives 
—no, they do a couple of 
months in Glasgow gaol ; and 
they break the laws instead of 
breaking records. There are 
725 tinker children, who get 
practically no education. Bon- 
nie Scotland, land of grandenr, 
where the thousand tinkers 
wander, yon mnst catch these 
children, and educate them! 
The adult tinker may he irre- 
claimable, but at least the 
children should have a chance 
of something better— a choice 
of being soldier, sailor, tinker, 
or tailor, as they prefer. If, 
after all, they elect to link, 
tink they mnst. 

De. John Rhys, of Jesus 
College, Oxford, quite rose to 
the occasion at the New Ouay, 
Eisteddfod, and, in his presi- 
dential address, made lengthy 

S ' tions in Welsh. “ Na 
a rhaw” mnst mean 
“nor cares a rap.” By the 
way, the South Wales Daily 
NewSy iu reporting the pro- 
ceedings, finishes np by de- 
claring that “ the speech was 
listened to with ^ ter apt' atten- 
tion.” As Mrs. Maxapeop re- 
marked, “ The parcel was en- 
raptured in brown paper.” ’ 


EGBERT UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE. 

Me and a werry old Frend of mine has seized the hoppertoonity 
that ardly ever okkers to too frends as has little or nothink to do for 
a hole week, to thurrowly enjoy theirselves for that time, and see 
weather sntten places in our little world is reelly as butif ul and as 
• injoyable as sum people tries to make 

\ out as they is. Our fust place was 

Epping Forrestj where we spent a hole 

\ \ day from mommg to nite in what my 

\ frend called sneh a gallaxy of huty 

'5 \ wunder as werry likely werry f^w 

people ever has injoyd as we did. We 
A spent hole miles among the most buti- 

i 1/ c ^ ful Forest Trees as was ever seed, every 

^ I single tree of which was rather more 

L bntiful than the last, and not one of 

^hich hut what was a reel bootiful 
abont two 

hours to eat our dinner afore we set 
’^ork again to poUish off tbe lovely 
^ ^ 7®^ ^hen, 

when we had pollished off the last of 
- them, we staggered to our werry last 

‘ carridge, and took the sleep of the 

Just, and did not wake np till Brekfust come kindly to onr assist- 
ance, and helped us to sett out and try again to dishcover similar 
seens of delishus injoyment to those so marwellnsly injoyed the day 
before ! 

The trees as we xamined on the seennd day was quite a diffrent 
class to them on the fust, and emnsed ns every bit as delifefuUy as 
the fust sett, tho they was quite a diffrent sett allto^ether. In 
won place we drove bang into the wery middel of the thickest wood, 
and there we both lost ourselves for nearly three ours, but it wasn’t 
a minuet too much for ns, for we both agreed that, upon the hole, it 
was about the werry loveliest part of the hole day’s proceedens, and 
that we shond not regret bavin to repeat it the next day. Oh them 


hnndereds and thowsends of lovely !!lfrees ! every one of which seems 
far more hutiful than the last, and quite equal to any we had yet seen. 
At one place we was showed the place where Good Q/uean Auzb- 
BBTH always went np stairs on Orseback, coz she did not like going 
np stairs in public. At another we was showed where the present 
Gueen sat iu her privet Carridge, and made the hole nayherhood 
bow to her by the hunderd. Tom and Me both went up to the werry 
place, and pinted it out to them as didn’t kno it, which made us both 
feel werry grand. The werry next day we had made all our derange- 
ments for folleiiug up our prewius wisitashun, and making a grand 
fi-nayle of the hole lovely affare, when, to onr tremeujus disapint- 
ment, the wind begun for to blow most orfully, and the rain begun 
for to rain wus as 1 beleeves, and as Tom beleeves, than ewer it did 
afore, and so we was both obleeged for to leeve our truly lovely 
forests, and defer our tree climing till a much more drier hoppertoo- 
nity, which we both bleeves will appear iu about a week, and then 
we shall renew onr grand old wisit as before, and lem again to 
beleeve in onr hnndereds and thowsends of the most butef ul trees as 
ewen old bingland can brag abont, as the most lovelyest as the 
world ewer saw. 

And to think that all the lovely places as we seed in them three 
lovely days is past and gorn for the present, makes us long only the 
more axtily for the glorins days still in store for us 1 Robeet. 

Seegeant-Majoe and Mrs, Baker were one of a^ trio of couples 
successful in winning their claim to the prize of a flitch of bacon at 
Dunmow. Three hundred and sixty-six days of maxned^ life with- 
out a flitch — ^we should say, hitch — in the flow of amicable intercourse 
is, nowadays, a marvellons achievement, and merits due recognition. 
We, however, commiserate the gallant and hambitious sergeant- 
major on having his matrimonial intentions aspersed by the opposing 
counsel, who, in attempting to “save the bacon,” suggested that 
“ Baker had one eye on the lady and the other eye on the liiton. 
The prospect of a reward even “more lasting than 
hardly, it is to be feared, serve to keep ordinary couples from tins 
for the space of a year and a day continuoufly. 
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THE RED ORCHID. j 

{Soliloquy of a Victorious Statesman, ) 

[Mr. Chamberlain at the opening of Parlia- 
ment wore a red orchid in his buttonhole.] 

Op colour-symbols much we hear, 

And sometbitigr, too, of colonr-mnsic ; 

But here *s a sight that much I fear 
Will make the beaten Bed Bad crew sick : 
Bed I *Tis the hue of my old flag— 

In days that are as dead as mutton ; 

Now, with the instinct of a wag, 

I sport it still,— but at my button. 

It signifies how much I care 
For the “ consistency,” quite brainless. 
Which is the Badical bugbear. 

Their poisoned darts are harmless, painless. 
Judas f Egregious Tantster tries. 

In vain, to link me with Iscariot, 

What need I care for envious lies. 

With S. and B. bound to my chariot. 

They ’d bite my heel, I crush their head, 

And wear their colour in — ^my orchid 1 
Bed ! It will make the Bads “ see red,” 
They ^re fangless, though their tongues be 
forhdd. 

“ They toil not, neither do they spin,”— 

I said, of the old Tory lilies. 

Now they will have to work, to win. 

And that the Bads don’t see- the sillies I 
Salisbury’s Tories were one thing. 

My Unionists are another matter ; 

Mv Bansom-Song no more I sing, — 

Then I was bowler, now I ’m batter. 

We have new wickets, smooth and dry. 

And one who cooUy smites and places, 

May, with firm wrist and steady eye, 
Otttsbine the greatest of the Graces, 

” The white flower of a blameless life” 

Is— well, laid up at last at B[arwarden, 
Sheltered from storm, afar from strife. 

And— other blossoms deck the garden. 
Boaes and lilies had their turn. 

Now other blooms woo sun and showers ; 
And the Bed Orchid — well, they’ll learn— 
In time— the new Language of Flowers I 
Of parasitic opulence 
Orchids are types, it will be said, 

The difference though may be immense 
When the new Orchid ’s mine—md Bed ! 


THE NEARLY REACHED SHILLING. 

\{A Sc%ool-JBoa/rd Chronicle,) 

” Utterly impossible I ” replied the official. 
* ‘ A good plain cook I No, the Board does not 
create persons of that kind. If you had wanted 
a chefiox a, club, or a cordon lieu for a West 
End notel, we might have accommodated you. 
But a good p^ain cook! No — utterly im- 
possible I ” 

“But surely cookery is taught in the 
schools,” pleaded the Batepayer, 

“Assuredly. And very well taught too. 
But whom would be satisfied with a mutton- 
chop? We aim at something higher. Our 
scholars are equal to producing sole d gratin^ 
or supreme de volaille. And you don’t re- 
quire those plats every day of your life, now 
do you?” 

“ Then, can I have a housemaid ? ” 

“ I am afraid not. Since music has become 
one of the recognised branches of study, we 
do not obtain many candidates for the task of 
stair-sweeping. And it is not surprising. A 
girl who can play the piano, or lead a chorus, 
is surely worthy of a better fate than that 
which usually falls to the lot of a servant in 
a middle-class establishment.” 

“ I suppose it is useless to ask you if you 
can give me the name of a boy in buttons r ” 
“ (iuite. To tell you the truth, we do not 
encourage such appointments. Our lads are 
wanted at their studies until they are grow- 



ON THE CARDS. 


Young Wife, “Oh, Mamma, do toxj know I believe Alfred’s going to reform, 
AND GIVE UP Gambling 1 ” 

Eer Mother, “What makes you think so, dear?” 

Young Wife, “Why all last night he kept talking in his sleep about his 
miserable, worthless Heart 1” 


ing too old to be young pages. Then, when 
they have reached the required standard their 
litera^ attainments entitle them to something 
superior to the post of a drudge in the 


“Then what do you propose doing with 
your charges?” asked the Batepayer, who 
was nroidly becoming resigned to his position. 

“ Well, our chefs must wait until the time 
arrives when there will be enough clubs and 
West End hotels to secure the benefit of their 
services.” 

“ And the musicians ? ” 

“ They, too, at present are rather a drug 
in the market. But who knows ? Some day 


there may be a huge demand for pianoforte 
players.” 

‘ * And the literary lads ? ” 

“Most admirably adapted for clerkships, 
but the clerical labour market is as dull as 
the proverbial ditchwater. StiH, things may 
revive. ^ But for the present thejr must hope 
and wait.” 

“And I provide the funds for all this?” 
cried the Batepayer, 

“ You do,” returned the official promptly, 
“ This year it will be elevenpence halfpenny 
in the pound, and next probaoly considerably 
higher. But then you see— is quite worth 
the money 
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A LITTLE HOLIDAY. 

{By Our Own Bnterprising Explorer,) 

Wnr not go to Amsterdam At first sight this conundrum 

had the customary couple of answers, “No time, no money.'* But 
these were incorrect solutions. . 

“ My dear Sir," said the Secretary of a Society organised to hnng 
happiness into the humblest home (pronunciation with or without 
aspirates, according to the taste of the speaker), taking me up 
smartly, “you can get there in less than no time, remain there 
less than no time, and be back in less than no time. We can 
manage that for you." 

* ‘ But the expense ? " 

“We should not be a Society organised to bring haziness into 
the humblest home if we could not manage that also. Look here : 
start Day 1 at 6.30 p.m. ; be in Amsterdam morning of Day 2. 
Pause of thirty-six hours for refreshment ; then back again ^ to 
London in time for breakfast on Day 4. And with a view to bringing 
happiness into the humblest home we charge^ a guinea for 
travelling expenses, which includes a state cabin in the saloon of 
an excellent boat." 

So I closed with the Secretary, and brought away happiness to my 
humble home. On the whole that 
A happiness was maintained. It is true 

excellent boat was rather 
WC leisurely in her movements. I went 

Hook of Holland in a gale, 
mjM/m which was kind enough to wait for my 

Kfmm return ofi the Dutch coast, and ac- 

company me back to the white cMs 
Albion. The excellent boat seemed 
to be on quite friendly terms with this 
gale, and to enjoy its company, In- 
SMe mwk <' flyhig: from shore to shore, 

"■ ^ fashion of other steamers, the 

fflll excellent boat toyed with each wave, 

* \ilH\ lingered languidly amongst every 

\ ft a\ a billow, and arrived at her destination, 

T^oth coming and goio^, several hours 
late. She appeared durmg the voyages 
“That cbaraeteristie more- to keenly appreciate a characteristic 
ment in sea produced more movement in sea. That charaoteristio 
gravity than gaiety amongst the movement in sea produced more gravity 
passengers.” than gaiety amongst the passengers. 

Leaving the excellent boat out of the question — which boat, by the 
way, would no doubt have been more than excellent minus the 
gale— the journey “ there and back" was accomplished with comfort 
and despatch. 

On my arrival at Amsterdam I found myself in a city that, in its 
main characteristics, was not entirely unlike Brixton. The shops and 
the people were both suggestive of the southern suburb. The trams 
that, according to the guide-books, “ traversed the town in every 
direction," were also reminiscent of that delightful haven of rest 
(from Saturday to Monday) of the overworked stockbroker and the 
underworked G-overnment employe, 

“ You are sure to like Amsterdam,” a friend of mine had said, as 
he pressed my hand at parting, “because it’s exactly like the 
Regent’s Park Canal.” 

My friend was right. Amsterdam certainly resembles the Regent’s 
Park Canal, but jpZws Brixton. No doubt it is for this reason that it 
is sometimes called “ the Northern Yenice.” The people, too, had a 
suburban look about them. I felt sure that most oi them were called 
Smith, Bsowh, Jones, and Robinson, with perhaps a conventional 
“dam" tacked on to the end of their names to show that by 
nationality they were Dutchmen. I approached one of these good, 
honest creatures, who looked like Smithdam, and in my best 
broken EngUsh asked for the Hotel Amstel. I pronounced the latter 
word as if the last syllable rhymed with “peal.” Mr, Smithdam 
stared at me and shook his head. Then he safi “Nine." 

“ ’Otel Amstale,” I continued, with a new pronunciation. “ You 
know what mean I— ’Otel Amstale ? " 

But Mr, Smithdam didn’t. He smiled, and again shook his 
head. This annoyed me, so I murmured, “ What an ass this chap 
must be ; fancy not knowing the way to the Amstel Hotel I ” 

“ Amstel Hotel," he cried, with a pronunciation infinitely more 
Enghsh ^an my own, and then most courteously gave me the route. 
I thanked him with effusion, and most probably should have found 
Ins directions of infinite value had he but delivered them in English 
instead of Dutch. As it was, I put myself into a London-lookhig 
cab (the Jriver very woperlj wore a mOitw cockade), and was soon 
at one of the best hostelnes m Holland. Situation pleasant— of 
course overlooking a canal— rooms comfortable, kitchen all that could 
be desired. 

Amsterdam? Why, I went to the 
Exhibition. And what was it like ? Well, a Dutch edition of those 

that had gone before. At the Naval display before^ the Royal 
Hospital at Chelsea, there was a model of the with a repre- 

sentation in wax of the Death of Nelson. At Amsterdam there is a 
model of a mail-boat, with a representation (in breathing humanity) 
of people drinking beer. . , . « ^ . x 

At Paris there was a Tour Eiffel, with a magnificent view at the 
summit ; at Amsterdam there is a tower in the shape of a colossal 
elephant, vdth a fine display on every floor of beer. At South Ken- 
sington there was a reaustic reproduction of Old London on tem- 
perance principles. At Amsterdam there is a realistic reproduction 
of Old Holland served with beer. ^ Go where I would 1 ran across 
beer. The grounds of the Exhibition were dotted with booths. 
Before many of them were very decent orchestras discoursing sweet 
music. But the foreigners were there not only to attend to the 
music, but to drink beer. The Exhibition proper (contents small 
and select, with few EngHsh exhibits) was not apparently much of 
an attraction. I readily understood the reason — it was not devoted 
exclusively to beer. In what I may term the Exhibition aimex I 
found any number of specimens of the oriental merchants in the 
fezes, who were wont in the olden days to enhance the joys of 
Olympia and Earl’s Court. , 

“ Come here, gentlemans,” cried half a dozen in a breath, I wiu 
sell you this ! ’’ , 

But they didn’t. Having done the exhibition and the admirable 
museum, with its wonderful armour and marvellous old masters, I 
sampled a music hall. I went to “ the Crystal Palace ” (vide guide- 
books), a magnificent building, that no doubt had been built with 
the highest aspirations and had come in the progress of time to the 
loftiest tumblings. A portion of this noble institution had been con- 
verted into a place of entertainment. Small stage with miniature 
scenery, trapeze, orchestra. Audience almost entirely Dutch, enter- 
tainment almost entirely English. Several British singers. One, a 
gentleman in evening dress covered by a long Newmarket overcoat, 
with a repertoire redolent of Holborn and the Surrey side, sang 
about “Nine in a row" who (so I understood him to assert) 
“rolled down the street" when (if I am not mistaken) they were 
rather “ rocky about their feet.” Then he had another ditty which 
referred to Lis want of value. Was he worth anything? He 
appealed to the Dutch audience. Some of them (possibly friends of 
the singer) replied in the negative. Then he expressed his con- 
viction that he ought to be chucked out. The spectators cheered, 
and seemed well satisfied with the programme. Whether they were 
able to appreciate aU the topical allusions is open to doubt, but I am 
certain that they were thoroughly enjoying their beer. 

I went to the market. An enormous crowd surrounded one booth. 
The salesman was singing a song in honour of his wares, which were 
composed of pieces of broken iron I So far as I could understand the 
manners and customs of the vendors, the golden rule seemed to be 
amongst them, “ When in doubt take off the door to the outhouse 
with the three broken panes of glass, the back parlour chandelier that 
lacks a chain, and the disused baby’s cradle, and sell ’em all by 
auction." 

I looked in, of course, at the Cathedral. My guide could not speak 
French, but he understood English. He showed me the tombs of 
several admirals, 

“ Where is Yan Teomp P ’’ I asked, taking an interest in the career 
of about the only Dutchman whose name I know intimately. Then, 
to make it plainer, I added, “ -Whar is das Yan Teomp ? " 

My guide turned up his nose contemptuously, and said something 
(so far as I could comprehend him) about Yan Teomp being in “ de 
odder Mrsher." Later on, when I asked the use of a sort of vestry, 
he murmured something about “Balaclava.” From this I took it 
that he could not make himself understood. But I was wrong. I 
did not know much about the Dutch coinage. When I bought any- 
thing I invariably kept my hand waiting for change until the supply 
was exhausted. Sometimes I put forth my hand a second time with 
the result of getting a few extra coins. There are guilders, little 
pieces that look like a doll’s silver pennies, and a showy coin that 
suggests a sixpence in a decline. These latter are worth, I fancy, 
about three halfpence a dozen, I gave the cathedral custodian one 
of these sixpences in a decline. But it was not enough, not nearly 
enough, so I exchanged it for a doll’s silver penny, when he 
beamed with gratitude. 

Would that I could tell of the other attractions of Amsterdam, of 
the Royal Palace, the Zoo, the theatres, and the canals. But exi- 
gencies of time and space say “ No." Those who want to see and 
hear have only one thing to do. Let them hie to the Hook of 
Holland, ho, to the Dutch capital, and further description will be 
unnecessary, 

Ddeinu a severe thunderstorm at Bjelina, in Bosnia, according 
to the Pall Mall Gazette's “Science Notes," there fell a remark- 
‘ able “ shower of whitebait," This phenomenon has been easily 
eclipsed at London, in England, where it recently rained oats and 
dogs. 
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CHEIK ! 

[“ Blackberry or strawberry juice rubbed slightly on the cheeks, and then 
washed off wdth milk gives a beautiful tint. The garden-beet is also an 
excellent cosmetic : the beet is cut and the juice applied gently^ with a 
camel’s hair hrush,^^— Announcement quoted hy Mr, James Fayn in “ Otir 
Note llhtstrated jVews.”] 

Ala.s for the bard’s and the ingenue^ dream 1 — 

Even Nature, it seems, joins Art’s plot to betray us. 

We ’ve heard cheeks compared to strawberries and cream. 

But that earth’s sweetest fruit such a false trick should 
play us, 

In conspiracy base with fresh milk from the cow, 

Brings the red flush of wrath to the snowiest brow. 

What, sweet Mother Nature lend aid to a cheat. 

And play Madame Rachel in faking complexions I 
Arcadia’s vanished, naught’s native or sweet. 

The daintiest Beauty wakes doubtful reflections. 

When for ought we can tell her ingenuous blush 
Is— a compound of beet and a camel’ s-hair brush ! 


ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

It is a great thing to know— and one must believe it if one 
believes, as I do, in what the newspapers say— that every single male 
member of the upper or fashionable ranks of society is at this moment 
engaged in slaughtering grouse. It is of course well known that 
every member of Parliament is, on bis election, presented by a 
grateful country with a large and well-stocked grouse-moor, 
situated in one of the most picturesque and romantic parts of 
Scotland, and no one (not even a brewer) is ever raised to the 
peerage unless he can prove that at least three generations of his 
family have shot grouse regularly on the 12 th of August on a moor 
of their own. Thus is the connection of both branches of our legisla- 
ture with sport safeguarded; 


for food at breakfast time. Later on, even the humanising effect of 
a good lunch fails to raise circulatory activity to the standard 
required for adequate cerebral nutrition, and the irritability becomes 
chronic, yielding only to the influence of repeated doses of a diffusible 
stimulant, such as brandy and soda. The remedy naturally only 
aggravates the symptom, which is sooner or later followed by other 
manifestations of cerebrd exhaustion.” 


When- you ’re lost in the whirl of a medical vortex, 

You gasp and you grasp, and you ’ll struggle in vain ; 

For it seems you have cells in your cerebral cortex, 

Which is somehow connected, I fancy, with brain. 

Exhausted and panting with under-nutrition, 

You dare not presume to declare yourself well. 

And you rapidly tend to complete inanition, 

Produced by a morbidly sensitive cell. 

The result is a wound to the temper, a something 
Not as deep as a well, but, no matter, it serves, 

Perplexing your friends, who pronounce it a rum thing 
That Dick— that ’s yourself— should have gone in the nerves. 
You toy with your breakfast ; the kidney, the kipper, 

The egg that is buttered, the egg that is fried, 

The tea that once found you a regular sipper, 

Unsipped and untasted you push them aside. 

Your lunch of cold beef with the gaff and the shandy. 

You simply can’t face it, your head is one ache : 

A “ diffusible stimulant ” (alias brandy) 

Is all that you wish for and all that you take. 

A day or two back all your manners were courtly, 

Alas, what a change is apparent to-day, 

For you jump on your friends, and you take them up shortly. 
With a quarrel a minute whatever they say. 

Then, in spite of the canon that’s set ’gainst self-slaughter 
(In the language of verdicts it ’s/eto de se,) 

Some day you’ll be found with your head in the water. 

Six inches will do, or attached to a tree. 


Whenevee the 12th of August, or, for the 
matter of that, the 1st of September or the 1st of 
October, comes round with the revolving year, we 
are informed in every newspaper that “ Sportsmen 
were early astir.” There is about these words a 
halo of tradition so ancient and venerable as to 
have become almost sacred. Imagination conjures 
up the picture of happy bands of shooters all duly 
booted, gaitered, gunned, cartridged and cigarred, 
sallying forth with dogs and keepers at 5 a.m., no 
doubt after eating, as condemned men do, a hearty 
breakfast. Of course this may be so. I have read 
it so often that I hardly dare to doubt it. My own 
experience, however, is that sportsmen are not 
specially early even on the 12 th, although keepers 
and other professional guns who cater for the 
London market are often so early as to anticipate by more than a 
few hours the recurring anniversary. 



Now with black London’s close and torrid street 
Stem Caledonia’s heathered moors compete. 

Lo, well equipped -with cartridge-bag and gun. 
Concurrent streams of rank and fashion run 
Where, though the birds be strong upon the wing. 
Not unrewarded sounds the frequent ping ; 

Where dealing fate to feather (and to fur) 

The early sportsman is perceived astir. 

And in the lengthy language of the chase, 

A bird’s no bird, but merely half a brace. 

Some skilful, some not flt to shoot for nuts, 

Walk for their game or take their stand in butts ; 
And, wondrous fact, as all the scribes proclaim. 
Each from a separate butt destroys his game. 

At least it was so when the Empeeoe shot, so 
With non-imperials it perhaps is not so. 


I AM never irritable myself ; I am sometimes justifiably annoyed 
by the unreasonable conduct of a friend. But I have often noticed 
the most melancholy irritability in others, and have wondered why 
they gave way to it, and what it portended. Now I know. I have 
been reading the Medical Frees and Courier^ and I learn from it that 
“ this hvperaesthesia of ,the temper is the direct outcome of over- 
work and want of sleep ; in fact, it is a morbid sensitiveness of the 
cells of the cerebral cortex due to exhaustion or under-nutrition. 
Irritability is, therefore a oHnioal sign of some importance, the more 
so because it is often the premonitory indication of impending 
breakdown. Uiider these circumstances, the condition is usually 
most marked duriug the forenoon, and is associated'' with a distaste 


Thebe have been some difficulties at Brierly Hill. At a recent 
meeting of the Urban Council a letter was read from the Local 
Gbvernment Board asking for information with regard to a com- 
munication which Dr. Ellis, the medical offi.cer of health, had 
addressed to them. This referred to the fact that Dr. Ellts had 
ordered a “dumb” well at the Town Hall to be cleared out* 
What is the use of a dumb well ? Even if it contains the truth 
it cannot speak it. Personally, I prefer a babbling brook. 


What is this ? Is it a revolution or merely a mistake ? Do I 
sleep, do I dream, or is visions about ? These questions occur to me 
on reading that at Ironbridge the other day a 
clown, a member of a circus, was brought up on 
remand charged with stealing £1 10s, and several 
articles, the property of his landlady. And he was 
actually sentenced to fourteen days’ hard labour. 

All I can say is that I have rarely allowed a year 
to pass without seeing at least one clown steal a 
string of sausages, a lady’s bonnet, two plump 
babies, half a dozen fowls, the greater part of a 
general dealer’s property, and the upper naif of a 
policeman. Nobody bothered him about it. In 
fact, everybody expected him to do it, and there 
would have been great dissatisfaction if he had observed the laws 
against larceny. And yet when a clown at Ironbridge acts as 
clowns are intended to act, an unfeeling bench visits him with a 
fortnight of hard labour. This is preposterous. There ought to 
be an Amalgamated Union of Clowns to protect its members from 
such an outrage. 



Those who study the reports of meetings of Town Councils learn 
many things. For instance, at Bristol the other day, during a dis- 
cussion of passenger tolls at the docks, Mr. Coke complained that 
they had been hooussed by the chairman of the sub-committee that 
day. Mr. Baker objected to the word “ hocussed ” being applied to 
him, but added that they had been hocussed out of a good deal of 
Itime to-day, and Mr. Core retorted that they were going to be 
I hocussed out of another quarter-of-an-hour yet. Mr. Baker asked 
Mr. Core to withdraw tne word, and Mr. Core refused. Matters 
had apparently come to a desperate pass, when it occurred to the 
Mayor to inquire what the word “hocussed” meant. Mr. B ake r 
thought it was something akin to cheating, whereupm Mr. Core, m 
the handsomest manner, said that knowing the meaning of the word 
he would now withdraw it. The only thing that was not explained 
was why Mr. Core had used a word of the meaning of which he was 
ignorant. There is a fatal attraction about the sound of certain 
words which forces speakers to use them entirely without regard to 
their actual meaning. 




’ARET ON HAEET. 


{A Hqjoinder to Marry on *Arry,^') 


It’s their brines working through— or their 
bumptiousness. J’ve got no bend of a 
crop, 

As looks, when I ’ve ’ad a close clip, like a 


Deab CHATtLTTC,— My eye and a bandbox! 
Wot next, and wot next, and wot next ? 

’Ere’s a Hasut ’as mounted the pulpit, aud 
taken poor me as ’is text ! * 

’E bangs Boernerges to bittocks, this lar-de- 
dar bagman— in silk — 

And ’e’s going to do me a fair knock-out as 
sure as a whale ain’t a whilk. 


fuzz-bush a sprouting up top ; 

But lor I these ’eremunohy-mou&ed mashers 
— with aitches — as giyes theirselves 
hairs, 

Cam’t grow any, not arter thirty, the 
bladder-o’-laray-dar scares I 


Bit vulgar ? Well, never mind that, mate, 
for, spite of your finnickle fuss, 

It’s jest wot you guffins calls “vulgar” as 
swells love to borrer from Awa, 


There’s chick in it, Hjjbkt, and that’s wot 
you chalk-witted chowders ain’t got. 


Not one snappy snide phrase in your sermon, 
except that old gag “ tommy rot,” 

Which you didn’t invent, nor your sort ; it ’s 
hus aitchless ones start all the fun, 

And our yesterday’s wheeze you freeze on to 
to-morrer, as sure as a gun. 


I larf , I do, Chaulie, tremenjus ! Wot ’s 
needled my nabs, it appears, 

Is ’is being mistooken for Me I II Well, ’e 
needn’t ’ave no blooming fears I 
The public ain’t all of ’ em mugginses, some 
of ’em can t^g a joke. 

Confound Hm with me f Yus, they will — 
when they can’t tell Bend Or from a 
moke. 


’Owsomever, that ain’t to the pint, Cea-rlie. 

Wot is a Gent ? That ’s the nip I 
Well, it ’s partly a matter of “ snap”-like, 
and partly a matter of “ snip.” 

If I’ve got the grit and the gumption, and 
know ’ow to tog like a toff, 

I’ve got the true gent in my nyture, and 
them as ain’t got it— they ’re hoff 1 


But “ aitches ” won’t do it, my pippin I 
grammar may be quite 0 K, 

All yer parts o’ speech proper as pie, and yer 
spellin’ fust chop in its way. 

But if you can’t rattle and patter, and ’old up 
your end like a man, 

AU yer mineey-wince mealy-mouthed has- 
p’rates is nothink but slop and oold-scran. 


E calls me, — ^yus, me, — “the cad-ccckney 
well known to the ’Eath and the ’Arp,” 
Well, that’s a fair challenge, old man, and I 
mean being on to ’im_— sharp I 
I ’ll take ’im — ^with ’is aitches chucked in — 
with one ’and whensomever ’e likes ; 

And “ Cads” do the road in smart dog-carts 
as well as afoot or on bikes. 


And the same with your sentiments, HlAnaT. 

Your loud * ‘ Eule, Britannyer ” s all right ; 
But we gave you the patriot tip, years ago, in 
“ We donH want to jighV* 

You water it down, and then wave it as if 
’twos your own privit flag. 

And then, arter nicking our principerles, 
slang us — and with our own gag ! 


“’Abet the Cadi” Great Jemimerl Jest 
fancy our BLaeet’s disgust 
At the Qiought of their knocking ’«« aitoh 
out I ’E ’s fair on the bile and the bust. 
Way oh, Haeet I Do keep yer ’air on, old 
pal, if you ’ve got any thatch,— 

For it’s wonderful ’ow these swell ELaseies 
go in for the shiny pink patch I 


You may garsp out yer aitches in spassums, 
mitu you ^ave got a sore throat. 

And it won’t give you “ olarss ” art as much 
as cool cheek and the out o’ your coat. 
Wot the ndwies call hinsolent hotoor^ wot 


I ’m one with you as to the f urriner, leastways 
you seem one with ma, 

And when you rile up at the rot about 
“ ’Aebies Abroad,” I agree. 

I shan’t discumfuddle myself if they donH 
like my tystes or my togs. 

Let the Germans go ’ome and eat coke, 
Frenchies stick to their snyles and stewed 
frogs. 


There, Haeet, you’ve got it in once I And, 
now, dear boy, ’ow about you? 


See ** Harry on ’Arry,” p. 81. 


Well, I ^ess, as the Yankees observe, you 
’ave pit hoff a chunk you can’t chew. 


But when you suggest as the “aitoh” makes 
a ’a’porth o’ difference — Bosh I 
You call me a “ aitoh-droppin’ howler,” whilst 
you are “ a gent ” I It won’t wash. 

Me a Ead,— alter all I ’ave written ? ’Taint 
much on it you can ’ave seen. 

And to Bunch to give me Ihe chuck! 
—yah I it’s mean. Mister Haeet, it’s 
mean! 



Loed S-i-sb-bt (SAijpper). “ "WELL, AETHUR, WE ’YE WON OTJE RACES-AND NOW WE CAN TARE IT EASY 1 ’ 
[** I hope we shall have a period of cahn and peace.”— Jfn Balfour^ a Speech^ August 12.] 
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“ A Battersea bounder,” too 1 Eats III Do 
you think I ’m a pal o’ Jack Bunns ? 
Mix me -with “ the masses ” ? Great Scott ! 

It ’s a thought as the soul o’ me spurns. 
You jumped-up, cheap, Coventry bagman, 
silk-sampling, no doubt, is your biz, 

But sampling “the classes and masses” is 
«o^, blow me tight if it is I 


Yah! Pack up your ribbings, and aitches, I 
and don’t aggranoy me no more. 

But jest mind your own interference! A 
bounder you are— a bore. 
You’veborrered my patriot sperrit, you’ve 
borrered a slang phrase or so, 

But there’s one tmng, my boy, you carrCt 
borrer, and that is my rattle and go I 


There, Chablie, I ’ve given Hm beans, this 
’ere Haeet, as carnet abear Cads, 

And wants to put up a aitch-fence like to 
keep out us row-de-dow lads. 

Let ’im call ’isself ’Eneet at once, ihat^^ 
the badge for sech bounders to carry. 
And then ’e may bet ’is larst bob as ’a won’t 
be confounded with ’Aery. 


THE SONG OE THE SHRIMPER. 

[A correspondent, writing (to the Daily Chroniele) from Harwich, describes 
the deplorable condition of work prevailing among the shrimp catchers. 
‘‘These poor fellows,’* he says, “ are at sea twelve hours a day catching, and 
have to devote four hours more to boiling and packing for London. And yet 
all the middlemen send them down is from fourpence to fivepence a gallon.**] 

Toiukg sixteen hours a day, and for precious little pay. 

Seems a blend of prison labour and starvation, 

Yet I do hear some suggestion that the “ burning Labour Guestion ” 
Is the one that maitdy agitates the nation I [not rightly see 

No Trades Unions have we, and I do 
How “Co-operative Wholesales” 
help owr like. 

Who must slave in sun or shine, 
cramped and chilled in the salt 
. brine, [if we “ strike.” 

^ With the choice of sheer starvation 

Labour Guestions ? Well, here ’s one. 
When the I. L. P.’s have done 
A-wranglmg and a-j angling o’ th’ 
Election ; 

When Mister Chamberladt has done 
counting o’ the slain, 

And Keir Hardee a-explaining Ms 
rejection ; 

^ ' When Tillett and J ora Burns have 

^ both taken of their turns 

A*"' w ildlv lamming into one another, [Harwich, 

It might help to “cool their parritch” if they cast a glance at 
And the state o’ their poor shrimping “ man and brother.” 

Ah! above our nets to stoop, and to scrape, and scratch, and scoop, 
In loneliness laborious and risky, 

Is not a task, in truth, to encourage sturdy youth, 

Or make work-worn old age alert and frisky, 

Then with sore and aching back we have got to boil and pack ; 

And then the hungry middleman’s remittance, 

When it comes, is precious small, what a docker-lad would call 
A paltry and a belly-pinching pittance. 

Yet the Fish-Rings, they do say, are quite prosperous and gay, 

And Billingsgate is wealthy ; and the ekimpers 
Who so cut our profits down, live like fighting-cocks in town, 

On the ni-paid toU of fishermen and shrimpers I 
Ah I That “ Harvest of the Sea” is a sounding phrase, but we 
Find such “ poetry ” for us has little meaning. 

The “ Fish-Farmers ” may do well, as thek profits plump and swell. 
But, alas ! for those who have to do the gleaning I 



A TRIP “PER SEA.” 

Frojected Re-visitation — Ilfracomhe — Torrs Walks — Rn route — 
Start — In Rock— Out— Tender Thoughts — On Board— Recep- 
tion— Greetings — Exciting Search— Farting— Off I 

Happy Revisit Ilfracombe. Hire highest possible house 

at the lowest possible price close to celebrated “ Torrs Walks.” 
Why called “Torrs Walks” ? Probably original Torrs who dis- 
covered Ilfracombe used to walk here ; one stormy night Torrs lost 
Ids head and legs ; then jfell from sheer height of several hundred 
feet into boning sea ; boiling sea made it hot for the unhappy Torrs; 
Torrs only walking, not swimming. Therefore end of Torrs. 
F amily name perpetuated in W alks. Y ears ago, price to ascend Torrs 
was one penny per head, body included. Tanff gone up since then. 
To Torrs Torr-tuous Turnings admission Twopence, Extra penny 
might have improved paths. Here there is as much “winding up” as 
in bankruptcy. “ Excelsior ” is motto of visitor ; likewise of pro- 
prietor who put on the extra penny. No matter; not another 
spot in England where pedestrian can get better air, better exercise, 
and finer views, all for twopence ! 

Friendly Advice— gratis,— caOT waterproof. If practic- 
able get someone to carry it for you. Never know when you may 
want it, or when you mayn’t. Stop for five o’clock tea on Torrs top. 
Whistle merrily “ Torr-eador contento’^ as you descend, and you 
wiR be giving one of the best airs in Carmen in return for about 
the finest air in Devonshire, 

How to get to Ilfracomhe,— 'Sex rail, London and South-Western. 
Picturesque line of country. Another, and a longer route^ per mare 


et terram^ and therefore more varied and health-refreshing, which 
are important points to score if your holiday he circumscribed, is to 
take passage on board steamer. Pacific OrientLine for choice, which 
stops at Plymouth en route to give a last glance at Old England 
before proceeding across the Bay of Biscay to Naples, and, ultimately, 
Australia. Only drawback to this is the start from Fenchurch Street. 
Fenchurch Street Station enough to make anyone start. Wanted 
here a spacious, Kght and airy place where passengers carrying “ hand 
properties ” can move about rapidly without loss of that equanimity of 
temper which every traveller should cultivate under circumstances that 
would try even the joviality of that utterly impossible creation Mark 
Tapley, Still Mark Tapley is an ideal to be lived up to as near as 
may be ; and the passenger who, with bag in hand, while struggling 
with mixed crowd in Fenchurch Street Station on the departure of any 
important Tilbury Dock train, can be jovial or even ordinarily polite, 
is already in a fair way towards earning the Ideal Tapley Medal. 

Tilbury Wharf. “ And at this wharf of Tilbury ” why not more 
porters? Why not a covering to the landing-stage, where at present, 
the traveller, like the sky parlour in ancient song, “exposed to the 
wind and the rain,” will be thoroughly drenched while awaiting the 
advent of the tender. Happy To-day, fortunately, line, j 

These queries occur to me as I stand on this fioating quay, and 
witness in the distance the “tender parting.” There wfilbe many 
“ a tender parting ” beside this one to be seen when the Orotava gets I 
her steam up, and quits Tilbury for Melbourne. 

We board the Orotava^ which is to board and lodge so many of 
them (with another contingent going overland, and joining the ship 
later on) for the next month or so. 

I am personally introduced to the captain by some kindly friends 
who come to see me ofi, and whom, as I lose 'sight of them in the 
crowd, it is soon my turn to “ see ofE” ; as subsequently I can only 
catch a glimpse of them in the crowd, on the tender, as they depart 
for shore, when we wave hands to one another implying thereby all 
sorts of good wishes. After making the captain’s acquaintance, I am 
introduced by some light-hearted companion— everyone on board is 
either boisterously gay or in the deepest grief— to a good-humoured- 
looking portly gentleman, whom, there being nothing whatever nauti- 
csd in his appearance, I should have taken for a landed proprietor, 
“ one of the olden time,” had I not very soon discovered aim to be 
something uncommonly superior in the Nautical Pacific Service, and 
the friend in need, without whom no passenger’s happiness is com- 
plete, that is, speaking from practical experience, if the destination 
of that passenger is only Plymouth, as was mine. 

Farewell I The tender is about to depart. It seems to me to be as 
foil as when it arrived. “Cheers, tears and laughter:” only the 
laughter is a bit forced, while the tears are natural, and the cheers 
most hearty. The tender hesitates.^ Tug evidently tender-hearted ; 
can’t bear to part with the good ship Orotava, No ; this is not the 
cause of the delay. Some one is waited for. Tender crew impatient. 
Where is he ? Who is he ? Find him. Some one, in ordinary frock 
coat and top hat but clearly an ofidcialon board tender, puts both 
hands to his mouth and shouts out what sounds to me like “Wait for 
Mister Tubbs I ” Evidently tender cannot go ashore without Tubbs ; 
equally evident that Tubbs is not to sail with the Orotava, Puzzle, 
to find Tubbs. Stewards, chief officers, mates, men rush in all direc- 
tions to rout out Tubbs. Look-out man aloft in sort of suspended 
clothes basket cannot get a sight of Tubbs either in the offiug or out 
of it. Nothing like Tubbs to be seen anywhere. Somebody reports 
at top of voice “ He ’s with the captain.” Captain up above some- 
where, invisible, denies soft impeachment as to being cognisant of 
the whereabouts of Tubbs, What is Tubbs doing ? Playing hide 
and seek ? Search light turned on into darkest and deepest depths 
of Orotava, No Tubbs. Suddenly first gangway withdrawn, and 
grasp of tender partially relaxed. Exciting moment. Crew of 
tender rattle second gangway threateningly : their patience is 
almost exhausted. The cry goes up once more for Tubbs ahoy I 
Even the weeping wives and sorrowing friends, lovers and children 
forget their dear ones for a moment and strain their eyes in every 
direction, gasping for a glimpse of invisible Tubbs. At last a small, 
stoutish figure appears on the gangway. Is he hatless ? breathless ? 
Not a bit of it. He walks the gangway as if he yet had hours of 
leisure before him, and was quite unconscious of having kept anyone 
waiting. It is Tubbs himsefl. The self-possession of Tubbs is re- 
markable, nay admirable. He notices nobody. Speaks to nobody. Sud- 
denly hedisappears; thegangway is withdrawn; morecheers, more wav- 
ing of pocket-handterchief s, and the tender, with the impassive Tubbs 
to boot, drifts out of sight, and the Orotava is fairly under weigh. 
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WITHOUT PREJUDICE. 


Ugly Mm {who thinks he *s ajmvileged wag, to Artist), ISTow, Me, Dattbiquiy, dbaw me.” 
Artist {who doesn't like leing called DaiiTji^y, amd whose real name is Smith), ** Certainly. 
But you woit'T be oeeenued if it *s lies you. Eh ?” 


THAT POOH IRISH HARP I 

Mooee hynmed the “ Irish Melodies,” 

And as he harped all heeded his chords. 
But heaven help the bard who tries 
To harmonise the “ Irish Discords ” 

The Paddies quarrel, gird, and carp, 

Blend petty^squeak with mad mock-thunder. 
Ho Minstrel Boy may tone that Harp 
Since faction tore its chords asunder,” 


A WEDDING of great interest to Welsh 
society, which took place lately in the 
Rhondda Yalley, was that between Mr, 
Smith and Miss Margaret Abraham, 
daughter of “Mahon,” M.P. Of course “Ma 
bon-nie bride.” The presents, though 
numerous and handsome enough, did not 
Eomdiow include one that, having in view 
the nationality of the interesting pair, would 
have been singularly appropriate. There was 
no gift of Taif-eta. 


THE LATEST DANGER. 

(A Caution to those who are Interviewed . ) 

The celebrity awaited his interviewer with 
some impatience. He had arranged his story 
with considerable care. He was prepared to 
show that he was the best of boys at school, 
the most studious of students at the univer- 
sity, the worthiest of men at all times. He 
felt sure that when the record of his life was 
published, preparations would be made to 
erect a statue and a glass window in his 
honour. And so he was satisfied. , 

In due course the interviewer appeared. 
The man was bland and persuaave. He 
requested the celebrity to take a chair, and 
then placed his hand upon his brow. The 
celebrity gazed into the eyes of his visitor 
with a lack lustre stare, and then seemingly 
sank into a heavy sleep. 

And now I am prepared to begin,” mur- 
mured the interviewer, taking out his note- 


book, “My worthy Sir, I command you to 
tell me all. Mark you well— all.” 

And then the celebrity, in a monotonous 

tone, revealed the secrets of the past. 

* # « * * 

The celebrity was furious. The interview 
had appeared, and was far too true in the 
story of its subject's life to be pleasant. 
There was no assertion that the celebrity had 
been the best of boys at school, the most 
studious of students at the university, the 
worthiest of men at all times. On the con- 
trary, the celebrity had “ come out” in rather 
midattering colours. So that eminent man 
was simply furious. He had sent for his in- 
terviewer, and awaited once more his arrival 
with impatience. In due coarse his bio- 
grapher turned up. 

“And now, Sir,” said the celebrity, in 
4ones trembling with anger, “what do you 
mean by suggesting that I tried as a child to 
slaughter my maiden aunt ? ” 

“ Did you ? ” was the calm rejoinder. 

“ That is beside the question. And why 
did you assert that I had told you that I 
never did a day’s work at the university ? ” 

“ But you did say so— didn’t you ? ” 
“Again beside the question. And what 
did you mean by statmg that I had de^ierted 
my wife, and turned my children out-of-doors 
at a moment’s notice ? ” 

“ But were those statements true or 
untrue ? ” 

“That you have not received a writ for 
libel is my answer. But how came you to 
know these unpleasant details — who told 
youP” ‘ - 

“You did.” 

“ I did 1 Y?Tien, where and how ? ” 
“When I law you here, and at my re- 
quest.” 

“ I do not understand you,” murmured the 
puzzled celebrity, “ Wny should I tell you 
allthisP” 

Then came the explanation. 

“You told me aD. I wanted,” replied the 
interviewer. “ because I am a hypnotist P ” 
“Indeed!” returned the celebrity when 
he had recovered from his astonishment ; and 
then, after a moment of deep consideration, 
he gave his visitor the names and addresses 
of the more hated of his rivals. 


THE HEW BATTLE OF HASTmOS. 

Some advance on Peace’s journey 
We may reckon. War’s disasters 
Won’t attend this great Chess Tourney. 

And the Meeting of the Masters. 
Stetnitz, Lasher, Tschigorin, 
Blackbubne, Bird, or any other. 
Whichsoever champion win. 

Will be hailed as friend and brother. 
*Senlao saw another sight 

When the Horman whipped the Saxon. 
This serene and iSloodless fight 
SkiU and patience lay sole tax on. 

Here no arrow ends the fray, 

(Though a narrow victory may do,) 
Whereat Punch must shout hooray ! 

Play on, great Chess Masters, pray do I 
May the best man meet success ! 

(Big guns have had pretty bastings I) 
And no Battles, save at Chess, 

Ever stain our English Hastings ! 


A Voice from the Table. 

{At Swearing-in Time for the new Jf.P.’s). 

The cry is stiR they come— the new M.P.’s I 
The difference ’twixt them and us, no 
doubt. 

Seems but one letter, but how vast it is I— 
They are “ mom in,” but we are just worn 
out I 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTKACTED EEOM THE DIAET OF TOBY, M.P. 

House of Commons^ Monday^ August 12. — “Are you ready? 
Q-o!” No mistaking^ the voice. It was the clear, sharp notes of 
Hempber Job, ringing from behind Speaker’s Chair, high above 
buzz of talk and bustle of movement in crowded House. Wondering 
what it might portend, ^when discovered Prince Artrur and 
Squire oe Maiwood entering simultaneously, after the fashion of 
the Bounding Brothers from ihe Breathless Baltic, Only, if you 
remember, those eminent artistes appeared in ring from directly 
opposite approaches, advancing towards each other with startling, 
though graceful evolutions. Prince and Squire, on conirary, 
started from door at hack of Speaker’s Chair, advanced fair toe 
and heel to table; walked step by step together sdong either 
front bench, till each reached the seat kept vacant for him. 

House so surprised at this performance it almost forgot to shout. 
What usually happens on like occasions is for one Leader of 
Party to take his seat amid loud cheers from his friends, taken up 
with strident voice from other side when their man comes in. Now 
cheers, if indulged in, would mingle, and might be misunderstood. A 
welcome meant for Prince Arthur might seem to be bestowed upon 
Squire, and vice versa, as Mr. Anstet once said, "^^ilst perturbed 
House looked on, Bjemprer J oe, having watched his men, fairly 
started, reach their goal, followed with swinging step and the 
inevitable orchid. 

To see him seat himself on Treasury Bench, the right-hand man 
of a Tory Grovemment, too much for the feelings of Tim BlEAXT, 
usually held in stern reserve. During interval of General Election 
Tim been holding sweet converse with his colleagues in general, 
Blake and Tat Pat in particular. By odd chance he, taEng his 
place in new Parliament to-day, found himself seated between his 
two friends, to whom presently entered the “dear Justin” of a 
voluminous missive. Soothed by such companionship Tm in melt- 
ing mood. But sight of Hbmprer Joe finally crossing the gangway, 


formally completing marvellous journey from Birmingham to 
Hatfield, too much for trained equanimity, Tim groaned aloud. 
SwiPT MacNetll roared as if in anguish. Dr, Tanner (figuratively 
of course) cut himself with knives, emitting sounds that nearly 
frightened to death two new members seated on either side of him. 
L’ Hempber smiled benignly. Clerk at Table, dexterously interpos- 
ing, pointed spectral forefinger at John Mowbrat, who rose to 
“ move that the Eight Hon, William Court Gullt do take the 
Chair as Speaker.” 

A delicate task, seeing that a few short months back he had run 
White Eidlet for the Chair against the man whose price to-day he 
fixed far above rubies. Admirably performed ; made easier by fact 
that meanwhile Guilt had filled the Chair, acquitting himself in 
manner that justified choice of friends and extorted admiration on 
other side, 

“All very well,” says Sark, “ to talk about preserving cherished 
traditions and best precedents of House. But suppose Guilt had 
been— I won’t say a failure, hut— anything short of perfect manner 
in the Chair, where would he have been to-day ? ” 

Certainly not in the Chair, whither Mowbrat led him, escorted by 
John Ellis, and where Prince Arthur welcomed him in terms 
I which indicated that now was the dearest desire of his heart fulfilled. 
As for Squire oe Malwood, he was so affected that he fell into his 
most funereal manner. 

“ One would think,” said Chapixn, himself in the highest spirits, 
“ that he had come to bury Gully, not to praise him.” 

Business done , — Speaker re-elected. 

Tuesday , — “ Our army may have sworn terribly in Flanders,” said 
Mr, Mtlman, tossing back the w5^ from his throbbing brow and re- 
arranging his crumped gown ; “ it was nothing to what the Honse 
of Commons can do when called upon.” 

Four o’clock now. Honse met at noon, and ever since they’ve 
been swearing away. Prince Arthur and Squire of Malwood led 
off, in company with Hicks-Beach, Goschen and Henry Fowler. 
He no longer the Great Mogul. Has folded up his turban, put away 
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his kaftan, hung up his was morethan a humble hut patriotic medical practitioner could stand, 
yataghan, and once more “ T. W. Russell I ” cried Tajohee, with fine irony, and bold dis- 
resumed the ^ess of regard of Parliamentary usage, which forbids mention of Members by 
commonplace Englishman, name. The observation was by way of postscript to inquiry as to 
House loses something of its whether the G-overnment really intend to pry and prevent the murder 
picturesqueness. But, Eow- of any more missionaries in China, and bring in an Irish Land Bill ? 
LEE says, change of estate No satisfaction forthcoming on these points, Takijee sat and 
has some compensations. At brooded by the hour 
least now he has not to re- over fresh wrongs of 
ceive the Selahzada in his Ireland, complicated 
family circle, handing him by these proceedings 

round tea and cakes, and in China. It was k\ ^ 

attempting to converse with Haesiegton who ac- 
him in the Afghan tongue, cidentally and unin- 
imperfectly acquired by tentionally dropped 



imperfectly acquired by tentionally dropped 
study of Ollejstdobe. Sense the spark which, as 
of renewed freedom made a Member once ob- 
Ez-Secretary for India served, let slip the 
throw added fervour into dogs of war. “That’s 
his bout of swearing. a lie I ” remarked 

A little excitement at first Taeeeb, by way of 
in crowded House. No rea- criticising one of 
son why Members should Haebiegtoe’s state- 
insist on being swom-in ments. Remarkmade 
right away. Might look in in quite ordinary 
later in afternoon, when way; just as if he 
pressure was over; or call had been moved to 
to-morrow; or stroll in all say “How d’ you 
by themselves on Thursday do?” or, “It’s a 
or Friday. Human instinct fine day.” Friends 
irrepressible even in Mem- and countrymen sit- 


A Piece of Crown-Derby Ware I 


I Vi ' Jrariiament. Must ting near not in Design for JBemrose-and-Drage Ornament for the 

/ ' \ ^ be in the first flight, what- sligktest degree dis- Chimney-piece. No publican’s parlour should be 

I ‘ ever is going on. So swarmed turbed. Only Tae- without this charming memento of a great victory. 

// round table, made dashes ebe’s way. Habbiegtoe, in fact, had commenced next sentence, 

copies of the New when voice of long-suffering Speakee heard, inquiring whether he 
Testament,snatched at shoes had heard aright, one Member accusing another of being a har ? 

™ , , of cardboard containing form Taeeee a little flustered at this extraordinary and unexpected 

j anonymous punctilio. If objection taken had not been so sudden, the Doctor, 

WellreaUy, drowning man clutched at most amiable and good-uatured of men, who wouldn’t hurt a fly 

mv^eu and II much lesc flout a Speakbe, would have apologised. But House 

verv remarMle inde^ Wilham Harcourt is standing at table, ad- angrily roared ; Speakee remained standing ; Hempree Joe, leading 
... * ministering oath, had a hot House in temporary absence of Pbiece Aethue, appeared on scene 

time 01 y.for an hour. Thereafter excitement began to (one with bit of paper he had in his pocket, containing, by rare chance, 


down, just now flickered out. 
Business done , — Swearing in 
Members. 

^ !rA7^raJay.—“ Accidental rela- 
tions in directorial capacity with 
a great railway corporation have,” 
said Davtd Plueeet, “brought 
to my knowledge the fact that 
when signals on the Hue show a 
green light, caution is necessary. 
This afternoon, when I observed 
Taeeee come in with flaming 
green necktie I feared the worst.” 

^ The worst didn’t befall till mid- 
night approached. But things in 
immediate neighbourhood of Tae- 
eee been seething for some time. 
His topographical position a little 
trying. Faced by triumphant 
majority of anti-Home-Rulers, 
distinctly seeing on Treasury 
Bench two Balpoues where for- 
merly only one had sat, he was 
irritated by haring on his flank 
the Redmoed freres^ Habeieg- 
TOE, Claecy and other compa- 
triots almost worse than Saxons, 
not to mention the pain to a man 
of peace ^ of consciousness that 
between his friends and colleagues 
Tim Healy and Johe Dilloe 
there was something lacking in 
the way of perfect loving-kind- 
ness. Then there was Boaeeeges 
Russell on the Treasury Bench, 
Bad enough to have had Mm sit- 
ting on corner of top bench im- 
mediately opposite. To see him 


5 pocket, containing, by rare chance, 
written formula for moving sus- 
pension of disorderly Member, So 
Taeeee was “named,” and pre- 
sently escorted from House by 
Deputy - Sergeant - at - Arms, , 
shaking his fist at unoffending | 
Secretary for the Colonies, shout- 
ing “Judas I Judas!” at top of 
strident voice, probably restrained 
only by general hnrry of pro- 

- ceedings from demonstrating how 
l’Hempeee was at bottom of 
the murder of missionaries in 
China. 

Business done, — Address 
® moved. So was Taeeee— out of 
4 House. Robeetsoe, M.P. for 
South Hackney, delightful in 
|l| seconding Address. Confided to 
W House that he was first genuine 
g East-Euder ever placed in such 
% position. 

;r Unprecedented scene 

g! to-night. Attoeeey - Geeeeal 
^ FOE Ibelaed, rising from Trea- 
" sury Bench, opposed Johe Dil- 
loe’ s amendment to Address ; 

- Solicitoe-GeeeealfoeIeelaed, 
springing up from Front Opposi- ' 
tion Bench, warmly supported it. 
Both maiden speeches; maimer 
distinctly different. Ateiesoe 
prim, severe, ofleial* Hemphill 
friendly, genial, richly eloquent, 

“ I fancy,” said Peiece 
Aethue. with one of his sweet 
smiles, ‘*onr Somcitoe-Geeeeal 


bS Ashewas. The Seconder of the Address. As he ought Khme been, m^^thse^g t^^^^ 

teriymttir^lataonand despatch, abU to the occasion.” dime.— Still debating Address. 
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SCRAPS PROM CHAPS. 

Taking the Watees. — Are 
the Falls of Foyers worth presery- 
ingP That depends on another 
qnestion— What are the Falls of 
Foyers? They are the finest cas- 
cade in Bonny Scotland, and the 
B. A. C,, or British Alnmininm 
Company, intends to take all the 
water ont of them to turn its 
machinery with. Not, mind yon, 
a mere inappreciable nil, bnt the 
whole liver I “Ma Foi-ersI” 
exclaimed Mr. Punch in his best 
French, when he read the corre- 
spondence on this subject in the 
North British Daily Mail^ the 
Glagow Herald^ and other 
northern papers ; ‘ ‘ shall this van- 
dalism be allowed ? No I Foyers 
must be preserved for-years to 
come I It seems that a Br. 
i Common, a director of the B. A. C., 
has been explaining: to the Inver- 
ness Field Club that the Falls 
won’t actually be destroyed— only 
there will be no water in them! 

, Yet, by his name, this director 
I should defend all common rights. 

' W e hope he is rare. The B. A. C. 
(or Brazen Assurance Company) 
must learn the A B C of respect 
for natural beauty, or Mr. Betcb 
will have to introduce an “Access 
to Waterfalls Bill.” There is yet 
time to save the chief Wonder of 
Loch Ness ; and a year hence let 
us trust that the following Words- 
worthian stanza will apply : — 

Full many a glorious scene has Punch 

Saved by ma winsome page ; 

And from the B. A. 0. this Fall, 

A lovely, powerless, hopeless, thrall, 

' "Was rescued by the Sage. 

So let it foam ! And time will come 

When every tourist raider 
At this Cascade will give three cheers 
< For every good Casc-jaider ! 

An Old Crusted Port. — The 
“Battle of the Mails” is again 
raging in Ireland. Queenstown 


f.' si isffl 
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LOCAL COLOUR. 

PxxAOB— Parade^ (Pieapenhmn-<y}i-Sea. 

Edith, “Mabel dear, would tou get me Baedeksr^s Switzer- 

LASD AND THE LAST NUMBER OF THE JPoRLdP 

Mabel, “What do vou want them for?” 

Edith, “Oh, I’m writing Letters, and we’re in the Enga- 

DINB, YOU know, AND I JUST WANT TO DESCRIBE SOME OF OUR 

FAVOURITE Haunts, and mention a few of the People who are 
STAYING there— HERB, I MEAN.” 


seemed to have conquered, but, | 
according to the Cork Daily \ 
Herald, the jpartisans of South- ; 
ampton are insidiously working 
in favour of that port, because it 
is believed that “a Unionist 
Government with a powerful 
majority will be less amenable to 
Irish pressure than the late 
Home-Bole Government was.” 
And the vejy idea of the Post 
Office breaking through the con- 
tract with the Cunard Line, the 
Dublin Steam Packet Company, 
and the London and North- 
Western Bailway is denounced 
i as a monstrous offence. That is 
i all right, and it is refreshing to 
find so much respect for contracts 
still surviving. In postal and 
steamer matters Ireland is Con- 
servative to the backbone. She 
won’t doff her “coat of mail” 
in a hurry. Home-Bulers and 
Unionists are united on this point : 

“ one touch at Queenstown makes 
aU Erin glad.” 

The South Wales Daily News 
tells ns that “policemen on bi- 
cycles are a very common thing 
in Cardiganshire,” 

THE VERNACULAR EVOLUTION OF 
THE “force,” 

When great Sir Robert first enrollM 
the band, 

As “ Peelers “ they were known 
throughout the land : 

Then fickle fancy, changing e’er 
her hobby, 

Metamorphosed the nickname into 
“ Robby.” 

As years went on— ’tis known to be 
no “whopper” — 

Alluded to was Bobby as a 
“Copper,”; 

And, nowadays, the people call him 
“Slop”: 

Nor is the matter likely Im's to 
stop. 

For now we learn, that our once 
I simple “ Peeler ” 

5 la up-to-date and has become a 
“Wheeler”! 


THE OLLENDORE GUIDE TO KNOWLEDGE. 

THE PERSISTENT HAIRDRESSER. 

The middle-aged neighbour is going to the fine shop of the 
persistent hairdresser. Why is the middle-aged neighbour going to 
the fine shop of the persistent hairdresser ? Because the middle-aged 
» I , neighbour’s wife {i,e, the wife of the 

JJU Kv j'l’' middle-aged neighbour) has ordered 
j, him to have his hair cut. What will 
I the persistenthairdressertellthemiddle- 
I ' r . aged neighbour while he is having Ms 
, haircut? That the hair of the middle- 
neighbour [i,e, the middle-aged 
hair) is all coming off. 

Iff What will the middle-aged neighbour 

say? The middle-aged neighbour will 

uotMng, but be will attempt to 
^ \ gigantic journal of the 

prosperous newspaper proprietor. Will the persistent ha^dresser 
make any further remark ? Yes, the persistent^ hairdresser 
win inform the middle-aged neighbour that Ms hair is thin on 
the top of his head, that the remaining hair is verjr dry, that it 
vronld be weU if the middle-aged neighbour would give immediate 
attention to the subject {i,e, the subject attention give immediate). 
What will the middle-aged neighbour say? The middle-aged neigh- 
bour will say nothing, bnt will continue tiie attempted reading of the 
gigantic journal of the prosperous^ newspaper proprietor. WiH 
the persistent hairdresser persevere in Ms exertions to attract the 
attention of the nfiddle-aged neighbour? He will persevere by 
brushing the hair of the middle-aged neighbour by mabhinery. 


Will the brushing of the hair of the middle-aged neighbour 
by machiuery prevent the further reading of the gigantic journal 
of the prosperous newspaper proprietor ? It will have that effect, 
and the middle-aged neighbour will remonstrate. Will the persist- 
ent hairdresser repeat Ms observations about the tbiimess of the hair 
on the top of the head of the middle-aged neighbour ? He will, and 
the observations will be received in silence. Will the persistent 
hairdresser then recommend^ “ the Blisterscalpholine ” as a remedy? 
The pereistent hairdresser will recommend “ Hie Blisterscalpholine” 
as a remedy, saying that it may he obtained in bottles at half-a- 
crown and fonr-and-six. Will be urge the purchase of “the 
Blisterscalpholine” in bottles at fonr-and-six, in preference to 
bottles at half-a-crown ? He will, saying that the former contain 
four times as much “ Blisterscalpholine” than the latter {i,e, four- 
and-six four times “Blisterscalpholine” half-a-orown bottles contain 
as much) . Willthemiddle-agedueighbour say that he wishes to hebald? 
The middle-aged neighbour will say so with superfluous emphasis e , , 
in phrases of superabundance). Will the persistent hairdresser de- 
clare that “ the Blisterscalpholine” can be advantageously used as a 
hair-wash by those desirous of becoming bald? The persistent 
hairdresser ^1 make this declaration. Why wiU the persistent 
hairdresser sound the praises of “ the Blisterscalpholine ” so loudly ? 
Because the persistent hairdresser is the sole m^uf acturer of “the 
Blisterscalpholine.” Will the middle-aged neighbour purchase a 
bottle of the persistent hairdresser? Yes; the mid^e-aged neigh- 
bour will purchase a bottle, if the middle-aged neighbour has an 
account with the persistent hairdresser, and he {i.e, the persis- 
tent hairdresser) will put it (i,e, the bottle of “ Blisterscalpholine ”) 
in Ms {i,e. the middle-aged neighbour’s) hill. If the middle-ageii 
neighbour uses “ the Blistersodpholiue,” what will he do in six 
months P The middle-aged neighbour will purchase a wig. 


VOL. GEC, 




iincerely at heart .** — Daily Daper^ 
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ROBERT BURNS TO THE RESCUE. 

[The Falls of Foyers, near Looh Ness, are 
menaced by the projected proceedings of an 
Aluminium Company.] 

“ Among the heathy hills and rugged woods 
The roaring Fyers pours his mossy floods^ 
Till full he dashes on the rocky mounds^ 
Where^ thro' a shapeless breach^ his stream 
resounds. 

As high in air the bursting torrents flow. 

As deep recoiling surges foam below. 

Prone down the rock the whitening stream 
descends, 

And viewless JEcho's ear, astonished, rends. 
Dim-seen, thro^ rising mists, and ceaseless 
showers 

The hoary cavern, wide-surrounding low'rs. 
Still throf the gap the struggling river toils. 
And still, behw, the horrid cauldron boils — 

The aboye never-finished fragment was written 
by Burns, with a pencil, standing by the Fall of 
Fyers (now called Foyers), near Loch Ness. 

Shade of Robert Bubjsts, loquitur : — 

0 ** blither Scots,” and is it thus, 

For all your patriotic fuss 

O’er names and sic-like trifles, 

Ye can stand bj whilst soulless Trade, 
With greedy pick, and grubbing spade, 
Old Scotia’s charms so rifles ? 

How well the hour my heart recalls. 
When, fired by all the Muses, 

1 strove to honour Foyers Falls 1 
But now my song refuses 

Its sinking, swift-springing. 

At sight of Scotia’s enarms, 

My song now is wrung now 
With patriot alarms. 

That I, ‘‘for ]^r auld Scotland’s sake, 
Some usefu’ plan or beuk could make, 

Or sing a sang at least,” 

Was aye my wish. But, Scotland dear. 
What is this shameful news I hear, 

That racks your poet’s breast ? 

That ruthless commerce, spreading wide, 
Will stain the shores of Ness, 

And turn those mossy floods aside 
I sang— with some success ? 

That Beauty and Duty— 

I It sure must be a hum I — 

A Scot still can blot stUl, 

I For— Aluminium I 

I know my country’s love of “ brass,” 
’Tis loth to let a bawbee pass, 

A saxpence bid go bang. 

Yet “ Cmedonia stem and wild,” 

Rather than see these Falls defiled, 
Should bid gross gain go hang! 

Fancy those “ rocky mounds ” replaced 
By refuse-heaps— alack I — 

And all the “heathy hills” defaced 
By smoke and chimney-stack I 
A tunnel ?— Each runnel, 

In river and cascade, 

Seems shouting, and flouting 
The claims of tasteless Trade. 

And shall a private company 
In interests of mere & s. d. 

Rob Ness of Beauty’s dower ? 

Shall Scotland in new-born stupidity 
Pander to sordid Trade’s cupidity 
To get cheap water-power ? 

Monopoly tap the torrent-stream. 

And “ viewless Echo’s ear ” 

Be harried by the hideous scream 
Of railway whistles near ? 

I ’m fired, inspired ! 

The Muse, though mild and meek. 
Now dashing, eye-flashing, 

Assures me I must speak I 

Scotland may list her BuEisrs’s song 
And stay, ere aU too late, a wrong 
To beauty and herself. 










j. ^ 
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ACCOMIVIODATIISIG. 


Old Lady, “Now then, what do you waht?” 

Joe the Tramp, “I ain’t perticklbe, Lady, What ’av’ ver got?* 


She ’s not so fast midst Mammon’s thralls 
As saerifioe her noblest Falls 
To paltry greed of pelf. 

If she ’n not heed the patriot’s cry. 

She ’ll heed the poet’s jingle. 

The prospect fires the Ploughman’s eye, 
And makes his heart strings tingle. 
Ye’re no men, nor wo-men, 

As Soots ye’re false and fickle. 
Should Trade thus degrade thus 
The Falls to a poor trickle. 

Where are ye, bardlings, fuR of fire, 
Who tune to-day a Scottish lyre ? 

Where is your sounding line ? 

No stirring stanza can ye spare ? 

Faith, Sirs, this aluminium scare 
Should waken all the Nine I 
Ah I could I hand my lyre to Lano, 

Looh Ness should echo loud 
To such a strain as ne’er yet rang 
In ears of Mammon’s crowd. 


Wake “ Wuixie” I ’Twon’t sully 
Your fame, you grand old Scot I 
For what land like Scotland 
Should raise your ire red-hot ? 


In France female enterprise knows no limit 
and no law. Cblbsxine J olivet of Belleville 
—who has a jolly “vay” about her — dis- 
covered a son of Mars ameep. ‘ * Not hers to 


person, and— doubtless to “cover’’ the loan 
— left her oym. petticoats^ by the side of the 
sleeping soldier. Poor Piou-piou had a rude 
awakening, and was compelled to don the 
girl’s garments, in which nnwarlike garb he 
reached the barracks. Celestine was appre- 
hended, and got fifteen days. Opfenbach 
wonld DRYB given her eighteen months. 
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GEORGIE'S AND JACKY'S HOLIDAYS. 

{An Extract froM the Not6-l)ooTc of Mt, Bo/rlow the Younger,) 

1 m quite sure that, had my revered graiidsire stirvived— as a 
matter ot fact, he passed away some time ago, leaving a valnahle 
conneotioa — he would have moved with the times. In his day he 
certainly did his best to amuse his^ pupils by tellmjf them agreeable 
and instructive stories, but he did not actually join in their sports. 

I, his descendant, pursue the even tenor of 
way on a different tack. I have two lads 
staying with me during the vacation. Their 
parents are residing in the Indian portion of 
— the British empire and the Australian colouies. 

-jr. - They are bright, intelligent boys, full of high 

A2|r^n ' spirits, and yet gifted with an amount of 
‘ 1 common sense much in advance of their com- 
paratively tender years. G-eoroie Barnwell 
^ " is generous to a fault. He will borrow six- 
pence of a friend to-day, and give half of it 
^ beggar to-morrow. His companion,^ J acrt 
^ ^ Tt.Trppr. is more economical. He, too, vsdll bor- 
sixpence to-day and supplement it, ^ 
possible, by a farther loan on the morrow, Consequently John is 
richer, as a rule, than George. 

“ See, Sir,^^ said RersH to me a morning or so^ since, “ what I have 
got. Thanks to the kindness of some acquaintances with longer 
purses than my own, I have acquired a fishing-rod.’^ 

“ Which I feust you will not allow him to use,” put in Barnwell, 
impulsively, “He is considerably my junior, and I fear that, were 
he to fish, he might he drawn by the strength of the current into 
the water, and possibly be drowned. Such a calamity would be a 
terrible thing to his parents. What would make such a blow the 
more acute would be the expense of the telegram conveying the 
I lamentable news to India. On these grounds, revered Sir, I trust 
you will forbid bun the use of the fishing-rod.” 

“ I believe the apprehensions of my comrade are unnecessary,” 
said sensible Jackt, “ I feel convinced, however, that they spring 
from the best motives, as he refused to have anything to do with the 
purchase of the rod, on the -score that he thought I would be tempted 
to use it, How that I have ^ught it with my own money ” 

“ Tour own money,” observed Georgib, with a smile, 

“ With money that has passed into my possession,” amended the 
younger lad, “1 shall be glad to sell the rod at a considerable dis- 
count if such a financial arrangement can be entertained by my well- 
intentioned companion.” 

“ I am sincerely grieved,” replied Barnwell to this invitation, “to 
have to sav ‘Ho.’ A rather extensive purchase of Japanese caramel 
cannon-hdls has entirely exhausted my pecuniary resources. But 
I am willing to meet Jackt half way. As he has bought the fishing- 
rod, I shall he glad to hold it for him when we get to the landing- 
stage, where we propose commencing onr search for the denizens of 
the vasty deep.’’ 

It will he noticed by the observant that up to this point the con- 
versation had been conducted in well-chosen words. “Literary 
elegance in diction ” is one of the many extras that appear in the 
bills delivered quarterly (and payable in advance) to the parents of 
my cherished charges. To my surprise and annoyance Ja.ckt, 
mstead of retorting with courtesy, merely placed bis right hand 
level with his face, extended the fingers, and allowed the thumb to 
touch the nose. 

‘‘You will see, Sir,” said Georgie, much shocked at this vul- 
garity, ‘ that my companion at times is lost to all sense of shame. If 
you are kind enough to turn aside for a moment, I shall be glad to 
accomplish a feat known amongst the prize fighters of the earlier 
gart of the present century as punching some one’s 

J with my pupil’s request, ^d for some 

little while there were sounds not entirely nnsng- 
gestive of lamentation. Sounds which seemed to ^ 
cause no little amusement to an observant ’Arry* 

^ Our walk to the place of fishery after this little 
incident was uneventful. When we reached the 
spot, a rough-looking mariner was in attendance E 
with what subsequently appeared to be a bag of --|||jP|rN- 

T gents, aU,” said thesailor, respectfully; ~ 

J have got what you want. But be careful how _ ?|iM 
yojj feuch them, as they are nasty customers.” ^ 

^ Tms w^ing was necessary, for Georgie (who ^ fK 

is ox an inqniiiDg character) had placed Ms hands 
amongst worms mth results. He uttered an exclamation of 
j 4^* ^ thought so I ” cried the mariner, looking at my 
charge s ^vm-stained palm ; “yon have been bitten by a bine 
to do is to climb up to the moat under 
that Giere pastle and find some mote weed. Put Gie weed on the spot 
and me pain will go like magic.” 


“ But its quite a mile up bill,” observed the still depressed Barn- 
well. “ What shall I do whUe I am going? It hurts me fearfully.” 

“My dear Georgie,” said Jacet, who had now reassumed ms 
customary demeanour, “pray he guided By the advice of this 
worthy and experienced person. I feel sure that what he recom- 
mends is salutary. And as to what you should do while mounting 
the undoubtedly lofty heights leading, to the castle’s moat, I would 
recommend a policy of cheerful submission. Bear it, my dear boy, 
with fortitude, and smile while you perform the hepio operafmn. 
During your absence, I myself will hold, the fishing-rod. This 
concession should tend to assuage your anguish. And, in conclusion, 
let me hazard the hope that when yon return from the moat with 
your hand convalescent, after an application of moat weed, you will 
find that I have had good sport. I trust to be in a position to 
present you with either a specimen of a salmon, a sole, a fiying fish, 
or a tittlebat— of course, any one or all of them for a suitable con- 
sideration.” c. 1 - . . 1 . 

Georgie waited no longer, but hastened away after kicking in the 
direction of his cherished companion. . , . 

“It’s a painful bite when you ain’t accustomed to it,” observed 
tbe mariner. ‘ ‘ Hot that I mind ’em. Look here, aU them ’s bites and 
stings,” 

And the man stretched forth Ms hand, wMch was certainly 
covered with a variegated assortment of scars. 

“What did that?” asked Jacey, with a stronger feeling of 
curiosity than an appreciation of grammar. 

“That was done, Sir, by a spiteful cat,” replied the mariner. 
“ It is a nasty worm is the spiteiul cat. Cut them up into halves 
and they will bite yon still. But there, the fish is awful fond 
of them ! Why, these here blood-clotters are nothing to them, no 
more are these lug worms.” 

With tMs, the man threw down what appeared to he a small hut, 
for its size, corpulent sea-serpent, 

“ It ’s no good,” he exclaimed, scomf ally. “ The fish won’t touch 
any of that lot after they ’ve lost their shape. Look at that one, it ’s 
foolish to call it a worm now, ain’t it ? How I will take tMs blue 
doctor and bait the line for you. See, I run the hook through the 
head to the Mp. That will fetch a muUet. It leaves me half . But 
you must take a whole one for a codling.” 

By tMs time Jackt was standing on the brink of the stage, all 
impatient to cast Ms line into the water. The bait, encumbered by 
some nobs of lead, fell with a jerk into the sea. 

“Yon had better take a seat, young master,” said the experienced 
mariner ; “ sometimes you get bites by tbe dozen, at others nothing 
comes near you for hours. It’s aU a toss up. And the fish, too, 
they are fanciful. Your dabs and your codlings are demons for rock 
worms. But the mullet and whiting want something a bit more 
tasty.” 

“ If that is tbe case,” said Jackt, who had been from time io time 
watcMng Ms bait, “do you not think yon could find something 
more tempting than this attenuated worm, wMch, so far as I can 
judge, has already been diminished in the water of half its stature.” 

“ Well, yes, Sir ; I could put on a spiteful cat. If a fish will touch 
anything, he will touch spiteful oat.” 

Then with admirable skill the mariner selected a bait, and in a 
twinkling had the hook refurnished. 

“I shall he glad to he successful,” said Jackt, “ as I notice that 
my cherished companion, Georgie, has obtained the healing weed, 
and is rapidly retnrning from the Castle’s moat. He will he pleased 
to find that while he has been in pain I have been enjoying a 
delightful sport, with no little reward attached to it. If I were suf- 
ficiently fortunate to captnre a salmon, no donbt I would find a ready 
market for it in London, and thus acqxiire a sum of money sufficient 
to meet all my present necessities, and even to pay hack a portion 
of the sums that have, during a period extenffing over years, been 
so kindly advanced to me.” 

Unwilling to waste my time, and finding the occupation of watching 


Jackt’ s fruitless efforts to rob the mighty deep of its uisoatoriM 
inhabitants somewhat tedious, I had jotted down these few notes. 
It was at tMs moment that Jackt, who had been ineftectnally 
attempting to charge Ms hook, suddenly gave me the bait to hold. 
I had thus at length an opportunity of making the close acquaintance 
of “ spiteful cat.” The immediate result of the introduction was the 
abrupt and painful termination of my literary labours, 

“ Mine again.” — The Liverpool Courier tells a curious story of a 
femMe miner in “ one of the cMef Welsh gold mines.” She is, we 
are informed, “ a girl fair to look upon, a colonial, bright, common- 
sensible, wayward, musical, a linguist, altogether talented, and 
something of a new woman, yei noU She is linguist enough to 
attempt the Welsh language, perhaps that she may thereby mine 
the more,” Admirable descriptive diction tMs I The lady gold- 
seeker must be not only a miner, but a Minerva, and if only she 
succeeds in discovering a few nuggets she will be able (as a wag 
might suggest) to purchase eipallas to live in. 
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GABBY ; OR, REMINISCENCES OF THE RANK AND THE ROAD. 

{By Hamom Jack”) 

Ko. I.—MY MATES AND MY FARES. 

“ JfjE and my Fares There’s a takin gist title for one o’ them 
hooks as they call “ Rnmmynicences ! ” 

Don’t you imagine “ Romance on the Rank” must mean dry-as-dust 
yarns about Strikes, Fares and Licences. 

“ Treacle,” “Long Benjy,” and “ Pineapple Bob,” “ Old Curly,” 
“ The Countryman,” “ Ginger,” and “ Chicring,” 

Not naming myself, if it comes to good stories, could give Sherlock 
’Olmes arf a length and a licking. 

® Rum names? Lori that’s no- 
think! You look down a list, 
in the Sporting Snips say, oi 
\/ the ’orses in running, 

And any cab-rank could knock 
\ ’oles in the lot, for sheer 
^ jumble-up, fancy and j 

Many a nickname ’s a yam in 
itself, or leastways suggests 
one^to them in the know 

Cabby is like Sir George 
^ Lewis ; knows London’s 
\ seamiest side, though ’e 
I mayn ’t make no show of it. ^ 

] Take “ Coddy Cowslip,” now ! 
I Meaningless muddle, that 
I name, I’ve no doubt, to a 
fare trim and toffy. 

But git old C. C. on the patter 
one momin*, say over a Bil- 
lii^sgate pheasant and 

Twig ’is old countryfied dial 
a- wrinkle with sly, knowing 
wickedness! Lor! it’s a 
beano I 

And yet “Coddy” ’s got such a chawbacon chuckle, ’e passes — 
with them as ain’t iiy— for a greeno. 

What ’a don’t know about cockney conniverings, and country colly- 
fogs, isn’t worth knowing. 

Why, ’e’s been every thinks ploughboy and street-preacher, betting- 
man, jock, “ all-a-blowing-a-growing,” 

Pedlar and poacher, ’orse-dealer, and ’earse-driver ! Yes, and ’is 
name seems to tell the whole story 

To us as ’ave ’eard it in “ Cowslip's” soft snujfle, when over a 
toddy 7 tot, all in ’is glory. 

What I say is this : If a Cabby can’t see, and take stock of, the life 
of this wonderful City, 

Perched ’igh on ’is box, with arf town for ’is fares, and ’is eye on 
the other arf, well, it’s a pity. 

I’ve drove Billy Shikspur’s Seven Ages, I have, and a tidy lot 
more as the Swan never thought on ; 

For cabs wasn’t up in the days of Queen Bess ; though that Jaques 
; as a Growler I think might ’ave caught on ! 

I’ve known his fair moral in stror bands and capes, ’stead o’cloak 
^ and trunk ’ose. Ah! If William ’ad driven 
A ’ansom ten year— and I guess for the chance all them Yenice 
canals and their boats ’e ’d ha’ given I— 

What plays ’e ’d ha’ found ready-made to ’is ’ands ! Was it Dizzy 
as called us the London Gondolers ? 

Well, ’e knowed a thing or two, Beniamin did, ’bout Romance ; 

a lot more than your stick-in-the-’olers. 

Fomance ? I could reel you out yarns by the hour, as I ’ve dropped 
on, or ’eard of from others, since cabbing ; 

But it’s only when Bobby is fair on our track, or there’s peiks in 
* the wind, as we ’re given to blabbing. 

Trot ’em out in the Shelter sometimes to our pals; some on ’em, I 
tell you, are creepy and twittery, 

Just the right stuff for them “’Aporths of All Sorts” thescrap- 
« ’unting parties as calls theirselves littery. 

Take railway-stations, theayters, and ’orsepitals, them three alone, 
and, for comic or tragic, 

Imagine the drammers a driver gets glimpses of! Peeps through 
town-winders, too I TeU you, it ’s magic, 

The way we spot mysteries, caught through a curtain, cock-eyed, 
from our perch nigh the second-floor level, 

In spins through back streets, or the sububs. The world and the 
flesh, my dear Sir,— with a dash of the d 1 ! 


Me and my fares, and my mates on the Rank, make a pretty big 
world. To a man as loves ’osses, 

A Cabby’s life isn’t arf bad on the whole, spite of bilks and bad 
weather, hard bosses and losses. 

The grip of the reins, and the flick of the whip, ’ave a fair fascination 
to fellows built my way, 

And dulness — that cuss of the poor ! — doesn’t ’unt you in spinnin’ 
through Babby Ion’s ’ighway or byeway. 

Dulness ! To drowse on the Rank for two hours, or more, waiting a 
fare, isn’t sparkKng or thrilling. 

And then, p’r’aps, a stingy old miwey with luggage, as takes yer 
two miles, full, and tips a bare shilling ! 

But lively turn-ups are most times on the tappy. or just round the 
corner. Cab, Sir ! Piccadilly ? 

Now if that chalk-face, with the penny-slot mouth, doesn’t ’ide a 
grim story or two, send me silly ! 


OUR BOOKING-OmCE. 

Now that the World has taken his wife to the sea-side or the 
Continent, there is not much demand for heavy literature— especially 
as the cost of the over-weight in luggage is something considerable 
beyord Calais— and eonseciuently trmes light as air have become the 

J popular brain-food of the multitude. In the 

absence of his noble and respected chief, an Old 
^1 Retainer of the Baron has read Telling Stories^ 
.^1 originally published in the St Jameses Gazette, 
|,| The Old Retainer can honestly declare that the 
piiM I j » stories are not only worth telling, but bein g re- told 
— in their present form— they are j ust the things to 
amuse the traveller weary of watching the hat- 
|ij®' box on the carriage-rack, or the third-rate moun- 
W If tains fading into distance on the Rhine. Tie will 
rjl| J turn to them for recreation when he has tired of 
' 1 1 h si^ht-seeing. They are, without exception, short, 
i' ' I !'A ensp, and interesting. The Old Retainer would not 
think of leaving town without them. They would 
be more welcome to him than his armour, and 
qute as mcessary as his weather-worn umbrella. The Yeteran 
Warder, still acting on behalf of his revered, but far-a-field, cap- 
tain, has peeped into The Times Atlas, a magnificent volume, 
worthy of the best traditions of Printing House Square. The Aged 
Watchman has sampled the maps, and found them absolutely accu- 
rate in the smallest particulars. The Atlas has caused the Elderly 
Sentry to think seriously of quitting his guard, and journeying to 
the far North. He has not yet decided upon his destination. At the 
moment of writing, Ms inclination gaily suggest “Greenland,” 
whUe Ms banking-account sternly whispers “ Southend or Herne 
Bay.” In the meanwhile, the Years’-stricken Looker-out remains 
I at Ms post, and, with a hand trembling with age and emotion, 
proudly appends a signature not Ms own. 

The Baron de Book- Worms. 


TOWN VJBRSVS COUNTRY. 

{An Intercepted Letter,) 

My dear Bob,— I have got your note, sympatMsing with me on 
my sad fate of being “tied to town” in August, Don’t cry while 
you are in the wood. I can assure you 
that bricks and mortar are just as pleasant 
as green leaves. Not that we do not have ^ 

the latter. Hyde Park is at its best, and 
Battersea is beautif ul beyond compare. And ^ 

mind you, my lad, it is unnecessary to \lV\ 

stroll through either in the height of May 
Day fashion. The House is sitting, and the 
Irish Members are quite equal to keeping 
both sides on the move. 

And at night we have plenty of gaiety, 
not only in the Strand, where The Shop 
Girl is as popular as ever, but at the Lyric 
too, where The Artisfs Model is a pattern ^ 
of prosperity. Then there are the halls of 
dazzling delight. at the Alhambra, 

and Faust at the Empire, leave nothing to ^ r s x 

be desired save a lot more of them. So, ^ 
my dear young friend do not condole before 
you have reason. London is going well and strong, and, while tMs 
happens, I can dispense with the jocular joys of Shrimpington-on- 
Sea. Tours, cheerfully, Dolly. 




M*Caethy’s Motto {the wish being father to the thought),’-^**' Sic 
transit gloria Redmondi ! ” 
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UNLUCKY SPEECHES. 

She* “Oh, Me, Soenet, I am so oeatxful to TOtr eor tour thoughtfulness in 

WRITING so PROMPTLY TO TELL MK OF POOR HaRRY’s ACCIDENT T' 

Se, “Pray don't mention it— -I was very glad indeed to have the opportunity 

OF DOING IT 1 ' 


‘'THE CHILBHEH’S COUNTRY 
HOLIDAYS EUND.” 


It will be remembered that a fortnight since 
appeared in Punch (Vol. 109, No. 2823) an 
article entitled “ The Conntarjr of Cockaigne,” 
mitten as a reminder that the above excellent 
fund was not only in existence, bat sorely in 
need of contributioHS. Since then the appeal 
has been answered by the charitably disposed, 
and acknowledged by the proper official at 
hw-qnarters. It is gratif ying to learn that 
the paper pnblidied in these pages has been 
service to the young clients for whom 
anthbr a^ pHed pen and pencil with 
so much goodwill. It is not customary to 


publish “ scrions ” ^contributions from volun- 
toy contribntora in these cohmms, but the 
following extract from a letter received from 
the Secretary of the “ Children^B Country Holi- 
days Fund” is such pleasant reading that an 
apology for its insertion seems snperfluons : — 
^ The Country of Cockaigne * has caused such 
a pressure of work here, that I am afraid the ordi- 
nary duties of gratitude have been long delayed. 
May I say that we, and here I speak for the London 
children, are very grateful indeed. 

“It was scarcely eleven o’clock last "Wednesday 
when a man came in with £1 to send Jimmy and 
Plorrzsi away , and there were several more on the 
same errand at lunch time. Since the article ap- 
peared we have received £1,334 Us. 6d.-^of this 
over £500 has been sent with special mention of 


Pmohj and considerably more than this is undoubt- 
edly due to it. . . . One father, speeding away to 
Switzerland with his family, read Punch in the 
train, and scribbled a note in pencil that he wanted 
to help before going on his holiday, and wrote a 
cheque for £7 —at Dover station.” 

Then the writer says that many of the con- 
tributors to the Fund wanted to know whether 
Jimmy and Floreib were real children, and 
concludes with an expression of “heartiest 
thanks to all concerned.” Of course, Jimmy 
and Floerie are children of the brain, but 
they are none the less real on that account. 
They are types of thousands. A correspon- 
dent suggests that the article is calculated to 
do so much good that it should be reprinted. 
This would be impracticable. However, it is 
possible to repeat “the Moral”; and this 
being so, we give it : — 

“ The ofdces of the Children’s Country Holidays 
Fund are at 10, Buckingham Street, Strand, and 
contributions should be made payable to the Hon. 
Treasurer.” 

HUMPir-DUMPTY’S SONG. 

{Adapted from ‘ ‘ Through the Looking-glass ” to 
the Political Situation,) 

■ Humpty-Dumpty , . Diplomacy. 

Alice .... Public Opinion. 

[“ The SiaTAN, it teems, has not yet taken to 
heart the solemn warning addrested to him by 
Lord Salisbury, and approved by the leaders of 
the Opposition. . . , The Sultan alone turns a 
deaf ear to the friendly counsel which it is so 
greatly to his interest to acoeptP — The Timesf\ 

“The piece I am going to repeat,” said 
Humpty-Dumpty to Alice, “was written 
entirely for yonr amusement. It goes thus 

r sent a letter to the Turk^ 

Bidding him stay his horrid work. 

The Turk delayed two months or three, 

Then sent an answer back to me. 

The Turk’s belated answer was, 

“ I cannot do it, Sir, because ” 

I sent to him again to say, 

“ It is your interest to obey.” 

He answered, with a sleepy grin, 

“ Why, what a hurry you are in I ” 

I urged him twice, I urged him thrice. 

He would not listen to advice, 

I took a rod, ’twas large and new, 

Fit for the work I had to do. 

Namely, that lazy Turk to tickle ; 

And then I put that rod in pickle. 

The Turk he wrote to me and said, 

“ My agents are asleep in bed.” 

I wrote to him, I wrote it plain, 

‘ ‘ Then yon must wake them up again ! ” 

I wrote it very large and clear ; 

I had it shouted in his ear. 

Bat he was very stiff and proud ; 

He said, “ You needn’t shout so loud I ” 

And he was very proud and stiff ; 

He said, “ I ’ll try and wake them, if 

I put his “ answer” on the shelf : 

I said, “ I ’ll wake them up myself I ” 

He cried, “ No good I The door is locked, 
I’ve pulled, and pushed, and kicked, and 
knocked. 

And when I found the door was shut 
I tried to turn the handle, but ” 

There was a long pause. 

“ la that all ? ” Alice timidly asked. 
“That’s all , — for the present,^' said 
Humpty-Dumpty. 




m 










S,'t(MtiSt 


A TIMPOEABY OBSTHRUCTION.” 


Tetjcxtlent Tnr, the Ambigtjous Patbiot. “GIT OUT O’ THE HOAD, IS IT? BE AISY HOW—WILL ME 

COHSCHIEHCE LET ME ? » 

[“ There "was a suggestion on the part of the Goyerninent that eyeryone vas anxious to get away from the Hou^. Some people certainly were 
not. ... He had no anxiety to get away, hut was most anxious to turn the House to account in the interest of his constituents and the country 
generally, though they all meant different things when they used that expression.’* — Mr* T* M* Mealy {Louih^ N.) in the Mouse of Commms*]^ 
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A TRIP “PER SEA” 

Appetite — Steward — Wandering — The Cigar — Umbrella— Sus~ 
picions — Judicial — Interrogation — Evidence — Stowaway — 
Verdict— Off—Surmise — Lunch — Afioat— Night— Morning— 
Away — Landing. 

SxTDDEiTLT aware of commencement of wliat promises to be nneom- | 
monly fine and large appetite when it reaches maturity . Happy 

Thought. — Find steward. Still 
Happier —Finding steward, 

not for the purpose nsnally associated 
with calling for that omcial on a 
rough day between Dover and Calais. 
On present occasion only to ask hhn, 
when found, the hour of lunch. 
Somehow he eludes my search. After 
wandering about vaguely into several 
other persons’ cabins, 1 find myself 
suddenly on a narrow lower deck. 

' Don’t know its technical name. And 
' now “ a strange thin|r happens.” 

Before me, leaning against a rail, is 
- the portly, or rather sea-portly, 

' jovial-looking individual, whose 
acquaintance I have already made in 
captain’s cabin, thoughtfully finish- 
ing a cigar. By the way, at any 
period of our too-brief acquaintance 
I never see him without cigar, which he is always just finishing, 
but never commencing. At this moment his cheery countenance 
wears as hard an expression, quite unnatural to it, as it could by 
any possibility assume for more than three minutes at a stretch. 
He is addressing a fiabby, cadaverous-looking individual in seedy 
black trousers and coat, one button of which conceals the upper 
part of a waistcoat made of some “ washing material,” and appa- 
rently as greatly in need of the cleansing process as is its wearer. 
In one ill-shaped, dirty hand he holds a very superior class of 
umbrella, with a gold tip to it. I at once jump to the conclusion 
that its present possessor, having come by it dishonestly, has been 
taken dirty-red handed, and that my stout acquaintance is a sort of 
nautical magistrate, authorised to try such cases by a sort of in- 
formal court-martial on board^ and empowered to order the culprit, 
if found guilty, to be put in irons, or to be mast-headed, or other- 
wise dealt with according to maritime law. 

Standing in the gangway I become an interested spectator of the 
trial. The evidently guilty party, pale as a suet dumpling, and 
trembling like a jelly (remarkable culinary combination), is awaiting 
his sentence. “ Why didn’t you go on board the tender with every 
one else ? ” asks my J udicial and Nautical Assessor (I fancy this is the 
term in the Admiralty Court, where, if on shore, he would probably 
sit attired in full naval uiuform, with a judge’s wig on, and a 
eocked hat a-top of that). The man mutters something about 
“ didn’t hear,” ’‘Not hear I ” ejaculates the Assessor, taking a short 
pull at his cigar and smiling incredulously, “ not hear I when every- 
one was shouting and rushing all over the ship 1 ” Personally I can 
bear witness to these facts ; but, not being called as evidence for the 
Crown and Anchor, I remain silent. Why even down in the engine- 
rooms the stokers must have heard the shouts for “ Tubbs! It 
occurs to me suddenly that this wretched man must have stolen 
Tubbs’ umbrella. But I am at once enlightened as to the real state 
of the case. “ Look here, my man,” says the Judicial and Nautical 
Assessor, as he critically eyes the ash of his cigar before fiicking it 
off while speaking to the prisoner, “ you said you came on board to 
see your friends off ; you gave their name as ToMPEUfS. Well, there 
isn’t such a name on the books.” This statement seems to come as 
a “facer” to the cadaverous man, who, becoming more cadaverous 
than ever, eyes the deck-rails askance, as if contemplating a sudden 
rush and a jump into the water. l 

“ Now, my man,” continues the Assessor, with pleasant severity, I 
“ you say you ’ve got friends at Plymouth,”— the man is understood | 
to assent to this proposition in a despairing sort of way — “ and you | 
say they ’ll pay for you there,” The slightest mdication of a cunning 
smile momentarily illumines the Job Trotter-like countenance of the 
prisoner. “Well, we don’t do business on those terms. You give 
the steward three guineas, and we ’ll take you to Plymouth. But if 
you can’t pay— off you go. Here, steward, you’re wanted,” And 
that officer coming up, the miserable individual with the valuable 
umbrella (about which no questions have been asked) is given into 
his charge by my stout acquaintance, who, as we enter the smokmg- 

a says to me in an undertone, “He’s a regular * do.’ We’ve 
a boat, and he ’ll be put off in two two’s. He wanted to get 
his passage free. He ’s a * stowaway,’ that ’s what he is.” 
i A stowaway I ,TJp to this moment of cruel disenchantment, my 
:iympathies have always been with the “ stowaway.” I imaged 
nim as a poor, ill-used kind of Smihe or Oh^er Ttmt^ hiding him- 


self away among the casks in the lowest hold of the vessel, only 
issuing forth in the dead of night with the rats and cockroaches, 
who, suddenly coming to the upper deck in a terrific storm, steers 
the ship into a peaceful haven, saves the captain from a watery 

t rave, and who,^ fin^y, either marries the low high admiral’s 
aughter, or (which is more affecting) the poor stowaway mutters 
something about “ Home,” and, gratefully smiling, as he looks up at 
the now utterly overcome captain, dies, in the lime-light, to riow 
music, with his head reposing on that deeply affected officer’s best 
epanlette. In fact, a sort of nautical “ Poor /o.” But this idea is 
utterly knocked over by the appearance of the real genuine stow- 
away, who has such a sneaky, crawly, strangling-you-asleep ap- 
pearance, that I own to a feelmg of intense gratification on seeing 
two men rowing a small boat up alongside (for which we slack off a 
bit), while at the same moment the discomfited sneak with the 
expensive, and stiU mysterious, umbrella, who has descended the 
lowered gangway, stands on the shaky ledge below as if he were 
about to take a plunge— which, indeed, he does ; not, fortunately for 
him, into the tidal river, but head foremost into the dingy, where for 
a second or two he lies sprawling. Begaining his legs, he steadies 
himself, and actually has the impudence to wave his hat to us by 
way of bidding us farewell, and hoping we ’ll have a good passa^re I 
“ And,” I ask of a sharp-looking little officer, who is superintending 
the hauling up of the ladder, “ what will become of him? Can he 

S ay those boatmen?” “Heaven knows!” is the answer, and we 
top the subject as we have aJready dropped the miserable object. 
At the last he wiU. have to give up that umbrella, worth quite a 
guinea, in payment for being taken ashore. And tiien— . . . alas I 
poor Job Trotter the Stowaway I I’m afraid a good seven years is in 
store for him on some count or other ; and, may be, that ’s about the 
best that can happen to him. 

The bugle- call. Bugle sounded by mysterious person in plain 
clothes, who, like myself, “ comes out for a blow.” After this he is 
“heard no more,” until, at six p.m,, he sends out his notes 
faire part^^^ ^.c., to inform the company that it is time to dress for 
dinner. At 6.30 he gives a good hearty blow out, cheerily annoxmo- 
ing the last meal of the day. Then he vanishes till next morning 
at breakfast-time. 

One 0 ^ clock . — Snch a prodigal luncheon as is provided only on board 
ship. Most appropriate name, “ Liners.” At meal times we are aU 
“ Imers,” and very plentifully do we line. Only on board one hour, 
and my appetite is JOominie Sampsonish, i.e,, “ prodi-gi-ous ! ” 

^ After lunch— with the essential Oriental curry— the necessary 
cigar and coffee-cum-liqueur ; we talk as we pace the deck up and 
down and round and round, occasionally stopping to remark on the 
coast scenery, and to puzzle out the exact localities of the best 
known places from Whitstable to Dover. 

So passes a fine and most enjoyable afternoon ; then more bugle, 
capitel dinner, band playing, lively conversation, cigars and coffee, 
more pacing deck, storytelling, game of cards, music, piping (no 
dancing), grogging, and so to bed at an earlyish hour, to sleep 
soundly, undisturbed even by solos on the fog-horn which, I am 
subsequently informed, were of frequent occurrence, until the polite 
Commander of the Bath knocks at cabin door to inform me that it 
is seven A.M., and that the warm sea bath awaits me. 

Happetitvient en baignant^ and while walking the deck we grate- 
fully welcome the bugler who bugles us to breakfast. We ru^ 
down. False alarm I It is only the politeness of the bugler, who 
beforehand, so that no one shall be taken 
by surprise, gives us the note of warning, 
letting us know thereby that, in half-an- 
hour, breakfast will be, so to speak, “under 
weigh I ” Fair start for all. 

Nine a.m. — Lions feeding not in it with 
us sea-dogs. What a breakfast I as if we 
were not going to be within reach of food 
for the next fortnight. We are all taking 
in stores hand over hand. 

Alas! when next the bugle sounds for 
lunch we shall not be there! For, as the 
clock strikes one, a tender from Plymouth 
arrives to fetch us, and in a pelting shower 
we leave the good ship Orotava. taking with us our chief cheery 
companion ; and after bidding adieu to the other cheery companions 
on board, we (a small party of three) take train from Plymouth. 
S. Devon, to Ilfracombe, N. Devon, traversing as pretty a line of 
country as is to be foxmd in England. And so we b^in bur holiday, 
and advise everyone to do likewise and enjoy the trip as much as we 
did, and a holiday as much as we intend to do. 

Bhyme by a Bad. 

CsAMBEBLAiijr tMnks the old, old Tory mind. 

Has changed in love of primage, power, pelf : 

Say^what Job will, our eyes he cannot blind ; 

We know that ms Tory repeats itself 1 i 
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THE INDEPENDENT FEATHER PARTY. 

First Partridge, Hallo ! Goin’ str^ on the wing ? 

Second Partridge, So, so, dear bird. Wliat prospectsfor the openin’ ? 
F, P, Nothin* cheerfnl. Agricoltural depression and Death Daties 

* and Par^ ^Cougeils 

they’re goin* to m^e 
allotments in our 

Ai^-S^otin* League 

sporti^^Govemnent 

my ' feathered one\ 
takes time. Why. 
they ’re still sittin’ 
with the season just 
ih ^ « CDinin’on, Hear it’s 

doooid dnIL in town, 

too, with the pavin’ up in the Mall and all that. 

8, P, Where do you get the club talk from, old rooster ? 

F, P, Bird I know keepin’ over in the roots. Pal of a poacher 
that’s thick with one of these West End game-mongers. Get the 
latest from him. Hear He alt and Tanner and that lot are on the 
war-path, and heaven only knows when the House will be up, 

8, P, Wouldn’t have mattered much in the good old days befmre 
the guv’nor let the shoolan’ to the brewin’ Member, Lords never 
did a stroke of work after the Twelfth ; but these Commoners ain’t 
born and bred among the turnips. Only take the stootin’ for the 
sake of appearances. 


F. P. Yes; and I hear that the brewin’ fellow’s given the first 
week’s sport to three of these New Women. 

8, P, Means a bad time for us-— blazin’ into the brown, and all 
that. Give me the right kind of sport, I say, and a fiy for my 
money. With these ’prentice hands you never know where you are, 
don’t you know ? Bound to fiy into the pips some day or other. 

F. P. And probably no dogs to give you a wrinkle how things lie. 
Keepers won’t bring ’em out at any price. Say it ’s chancy enough 
for themselves and the beaters, without riskin’ a decent-bred setter. 
Lost three and a half brace of clippin’ Gordons with two New 
Women guns last season over the other side of the county. 

8, P. Goin’ in for co-operation this year ? What do you think of 
the covey system ? 

F, P. Played out, dear bird. Social fads a bit ofi colour, don’t 
you know, in these Tory days. Individualism, I say, and let every 
fowl sit tight for himself, especially with this wild shootin’ goin’ on. 
Family ties a little loose, too, this end of the century. Look at the 
Divorce Courts, 

8. P. No chance of Protection, I suppose ? 

F, P. Afraid not. You see they’re keepin’ Jimmy Lowther | 
auiet with a heavy job on Committees. By the way, I see 
Brodrice: ’s gettin’ in a lot more ammunition for smaU-arms. Glad 
it ’s smokeless powder. Old stufi used to knock the landscape about 
badly. Then, again, apart from the view, must say I like to see 
where I’m fiyin’! 

8. P. Pity Chaplin didn’t get laid on to our department. Hear 
he had a notion for a bi-metallic gun ; dead safe to settle agrioul- 
tural depression. 

P. P. Well, anyhow, Rosebbrt did us the compliment to make 
our last man a Lord ; though perhaps it was a covert insult, seein’ 
he was boomin’ against the tipper Chamber. Take it all round, I ’m 
for a Tory Government. One of their openin’ moves, you see, is to 
put the First on a Sunday. That ’s a bit sportsmanlike. 

8. P. Yes, but they ’re a mixed lot— this coalition. Tell me that 
J. C. don’t know a muzzle from a butt-end I However, here ’s luck 
and rude health to all good sportsmen. Vive U Sport ! I ’m off 
with Ihe missus for a momin’ fiy. Ta-ta I [^ExeunU 
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RATIOCINATION. 

Hector. Duggan, attention 1 As you ’re an old Balaclava 
Soldier, I am inclined to mare allowances ; but this is the 
Third time I have seen you under the influence of Drink 1 

How IS THIS?” 

Sexton. “’Well, you see, Sir, when I go down town, one 
Fellow says, * Duggan, will you have a Drink ? * and another 
SAYS the same, and I GET DrUNK WITHOUT KNOWING IT 1 ” 

Hector. “But, Duggan, when I go down town, no one asks 
ME to take a Drink 1 ” 

Sexton, “Yes; but you’re not nearly such a Popular Man, 
YOU see 1 ” 


A LESSON FROM THE NEW LIZARD. 

{By a Worriited One.) 

[The Frilled ItizeirdL—Glilamydosaurm Kingi—itom Hoebuok Bay, Western 
Australia, a recent addition to the Zoo, is believed to “ elevate its frill when 
angry or excited” ; but as no power on earth seems to make it excited or 
angry, its frill never shows to advantage.] 

Oh Chlamydosaurus ! Ton spread out before ns, 

Tf Dot yonr fine frill, an example I 
With lizards to live what a deal wonld one give, 

At least, if they *re all np to sample I 
Oh, thing enigmatic, lethargic, lymphatic, 

True type of the eadem semper ; 

Tonr finery gay you can’t rightly display, 

For lack of that trifie—a temper I 
If creatures more human—especially woman— 

Were like yon ia dress and in diet. 

And perfectly willing to sacrifice frilling, 

And other mere show-things, to <3[niet, 

’Twonld bring ns all balm, for onr world wonld be oilm 
As though stilled by the wand of a wizari 
But ladies are few who will learn at the Zoo 
The true secret of life— from a lizard. 


New Name for tlie ‘^New Woman.’’ 

Unsexed, factitious, foolish, coarse, inhuman I 
She’s not the New, she’s but the “ Novel” Woman. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTEACTED FEOM THE DIABY OF TOBY, M.P. 

Souse of Commons^ Tuesday^ August 20. 2.18 A.iir.— New Members, 
and some who sat in last Parliament, have had opportunity to-night of 
tasting old times at Westminster. As R. G-. Webster pointedly 
observes, “ Tim Healy has drawn his shillelagh, and thrown away 
the scabbard.” Here is House of 670 Members, in Session in obedience 
to constitutional conditions. Must needs meet on 12th of August ; 
but every man, or nearly everyone, chiefiy anxious to get necessary 
business over as soon as possible, and so off to moor or sea, or quiet 
home in long-severed country across the Irish Sea or b=yona the 
Tweed. Tim Healy has introduced Bill to amend Municipal 
Franchise in Ireland ; wants to carry it through all its stages, and 
send it on to Lords before Prorogation. “Only a little one,” he 
pleads. Prince Arthur points out if exception made in one case 
will be claimed in others. Can’t oblige Tim. 

“ Yery well,” says the Implacable One; “then see what it will 
cost you. No Bill no holiday, at least not as long as I can stand on 
floor and raise my voice.” 

All through the long sittpg Tim been to the fore. No mattt r 
w;hat subject, it served for him to take objection, and in most cases 
division. Attorney-General wanted to take first reading Expiring 
Laws Continuance Bill; a purely formal procedure; a matter of 
course at end of each Session. Tim objected. After vain protest, 
Attorney-General retired. Prince Arthur moved debate on 
Limerick election should have particular place m Agenda, Tim 
objected. Such a course, he argued, implied that debate on the 
dutiful address to most gracious 
speech from the throue might i 
be interrupted in favour of any 
oidinary ousiuess. In voice 
faltering with emotion Tim re- 
sented this slight upon his f 
Sovereign, Next iu enormity 
was evidence discerned by his 
keen vision of demoralising in- 
fluence of Hemprer Joe on I B M p JA 
Conservative principles. Before j 
the fusion, Conservatives held ft 
sacred all constitutional pre- \\ 
cedents. Now, with a light ^ 
heart, they proposed to flout an 
ordinance that had prevailed for 
seven hue dred years. /V 

Why seven hundred nobody h 
knew. Tim might have put it T ‘ 
at eight hundred or a thousand ; 
but he is, above all things, a 
moderate man. 

Speaker ruled Prince Ab- 
thur’s procedure strictly in 
order. Squire op Malwood, 
coming to rescue of Ministers, 
admitted it was a course in- 
variably taken under former 
Ministry, Tim took his stand 
on the British Constituti' n ; 

put his protecting arms round ' > 

his affronted Sovereign; de- o-. 
dined to budge, and the master 

of many legions surrendered. ( J l^ , 

The same through long sit- z 

ting, which closes at this moment ^ 

with dawn surprising the blush- . B ' 

ing East, On successive ques- 
tions— the suspension of twelve y-io H " '^8 

o’clock rule, the SPEAKERleaviug H 

Chair without question put, ’ H 

Chitral, and a long series of t B 

formal motions in Supply— Tim B 

delivered innumerable speeches ; 
took in all ten divisions. Once, 

Honse being cleared for divi- ^ 

sion, he, in conformity with 

quaint requirements of the mo- Tim lakes the leading part in the per- 


quaint requirements of the mo- Tim lakes the leading part in the per- 
ment, remained seated with hat formance of Much Ado about Mothing^ 
on, contesting points of order the John Daly Company, 
with Speaker, Alone he did “’We shall stay here at least a month; 
it. Although from fifty to a and he (Benedick) heartily prays some 
hundred Manbers went out to ocoasiou ^7 det^ us lo^r." 
vote with him, none felt capable MmcA Ado^ &c., Act I., Sc, 1. 

of joining iu his masterly ooutroversy with the masterful Speaker. 

Bard Enes for new Speaker ; iu Chair for nearly twelve hours, 
incessantly on the watch* But, as Sark says^ the game has for him 
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been well worth buming: the candle at both ends. To-night’s sitting 
has finally established his position in the Chair. 

business done , — ^Address agreed to. 

SiJaK, whose knowledge of Sha-Kspeaes is extensive 
and pecnuar, goes about humming 

Ban, ban Caliban. 

Got new House Commons 

Get new ChairwAW. 

This accomplished to-night in simplest fashion. Two hours dis- 
cussion of Limerick’s fiash of humour m having elected to represent it 
in Parliament a gentleman languishing in one of Her Majesty’s 
prisons. This disposed of, House went into Committee of Supply. 
But as yet we have no Chairman. Melloe’s unrequited labours 
closed with life of last Parliament. Saek always says justice never 
done to Melloe, 

“A painstaking, upright, courteous gentleman,” he testifies. 
“ Much too §ood for obstruction’s dafiy food in Chair of Committees. 
If he had a fault tending to incapacitate him for Chair, it was the 
ex^eme geniality^ of a nature that made him shrink from giving 
pain. He came into o£S.ce at an epoch of exceptional difficulty. 
LY02r Plaieaib had bad time when he was hampered by well- 
orgauised, ruthless obstruction led by Paekbll. Obstruction to 
the Home-Eule Bill throughout first session of Melloe’s chairman- 
ship not less ably led, for Joe, not yet come to Imperied estate, was 
much to the fore. It was certainly not less ruthless ; numerically 
was in treble force. To obfuaticate the Chairman was easiest, 
most efieotive way of delaying progress of Bill through Committee ; 
Melloe suffered accordiugly. The order of things should have 

been reversed. Melloe 


no effort to orate. Hooked his arm, so to speak, with that of Chair- 
man of Committees ; walked him up and down, talking in colloquial 
fashion. Has good voice, which doesn’t need uplifting ; in the higher 
notes one catches the faint echo of a foreign tongue. 

Sharing pleasure of Committee at Ms speech, he volunteered a j 
second. Dangerons experiment 




•^1 


should come to Chair to- 
day. Lowthbe should 
have had his job in Session 
of 1893. James W, is en- 1 
dowed in marked degree 
with the quality of phlegm 
invaluable to Chairman in 
troublons times. What 
worried sensitive nature 
of Melloe would have 
flurried Mm no more than 
bucket of water oast over 
a duck’s back.” 

“ I was made a corporal 
just iu time,” said Private 
Hanbuet, musiug over 
recent turns in wheel of 
fortune. “With James W. 
in the Chair, I would rather 
have charge of the Esti- 
mates than he engaged in 
obstructing their passage.” 

Heemoh- Hodge, after 
enjoying the fresh air of 
the country for three years, 
comes back to- House and 
loftily complains of the 
atmosphere, “Is the first 
Commissioner of Works 
aware,” he inqnired, “that 
in the early part of the 
afteraoon there was a most 
horrible smell of drains at 
the bar of the House ? ” 

“Hoightytoightyl” said 
John William. “What 
does the man mean ? What 
is he doing at the bar if he 
objects to the smell of what 
he calls drains, meaning 


“ John WiUiam » (M-cl-re) in unwonted 

state of agitation, ^ WTiat is the paiti- 

, . „ ^ . cular flavour that offends 

Ms sensibilities ? Is it wMskey or rum ? Who is he that he should 
interfere with the private tastes of hon. Members? To complain of 
t^e sinell of drains at the bar at a time when the British electorate 
have, by overwhelming majorities, declared against any tampering 
with The Trade interests, is too much from a man who has shared 
derived bn our side by the wholesome current of 
|nbhc opinion.” ' . . , , 

' saw John W^iam so put about. Usually brimming over 
W^th good hying ^d fii^e feeling. 

Bminese done^-Some votes in Committee of Supply, 

I delivered maiden speech. Did it very 

A donbM <So.ntribntion to sacdess. first, subject (slave 
tafade in Alnca).ofie*«f whi<ffi he knows sbmothing, Seocmd, he made 


this. But particular incentive / 

gave it a turn of fresh attrao- 1 

tion. Pabeee Smith, criti- Ji^^/ 

cising first spee ch, and differing 

from its conclusions, accnsed 

Stanley of trading on his 

reputation. Ever seen a boy in 

the playing-ground go up to 

another, clench Ms fists, hoist 

Ms right shoulder, and ask him I p \ 

to “say that again”? Thus o jT 

Stanley to Paekee Smith, 

sitting on same bench near \ .W ^ j. feiry 

him. Of course he put thing \ yA. / 

in Parliamentary fashion, ^ ^ X/ 

“ I don’t recollect,” he > o, o ^ 

pawled, “ saying anything to ^ ^ ' 

I inspire my hon. friend to make A f - \ \ 

such a charge, and ’’—here he \ 

bent over P. S., fixing him \ 

with glittering eye— “I beg > \ 

he won’t make any such re- 

marks in the future.” \ WMmW 

Before fervered fancy of 

Member for Partiok there otI® a®EM' 

flashed a vision of two new i ymOom 

books from pen of the great / , 1 liiiff ■ 

explorer. The first volume ' ■ ' ' ■■ 

was entitled Sow I Found ' , ■ ' ■ ' 

Parker Smith, The second ‘ | ' \ V ' 

bore the legend Sow I Left ^ \ 1 

Sim, Only one thing to do. 

Apologise. This P. S, did with A - 

Business done, — ^Two votes 

in Committee of Supply. - 

Saturday^ 1.40 A.M.— Ano- 

tEer late nttiajr, ctiefly owug Stanley f aUs— on Ms feet 1 

! SepSgf Tut M^mWe^w^d P-^^^ably by Stanley (Pool), 

their way homeward hurt by crueller blow. Will be remembered 
that in last Session of old -Parliament Ho waed Vincent made great 
hit. Came down to the House clothed, not only with chastity, but 
I with mats, strips of carpet, brushes, frying-pans, fish-kettles, and 
other household goods, all, as he said, made in foreign prisons. 
Those present during sitting will never forget curious illusion of 
caudal appendage occasioned by accident of handle of one of the 
frying-pans, thrust in hon. Member’s coat-tail pocket, sticking out 
at angle of forty- five degrees. 

General effect was that House! in^flusH of generous indignation, 
passed resolution calling upon Government forthwith to prohibit 
importation of prison-made brushes and the rest. Committee 
appointed, and first discovery made was that the brash Howaed 
Vincent negligently dandled in hand whilst he temporarily painted 
out Ministerial majority, was not, as represented, of prison manufac- 
ture, but (Saek adds) was secretiy bought by the gallant colonel at 
Army and Havy Stores ! 

Bkyce, who on eve of foreign voyage, solemnly made first part of 
this declaration. Said notMng more. But confidence once broken. 
House begins to suspect the hona fides of the frying-pans, the early 
Mstory^ of the fish-kettles. 

Business done, — More votes in Supply, , 

Legal Lunching. — The energetic enterprise of journalism 
stops at nothbg in catering for the curiosity of the public. The 
Birmingham Mail teUs how the different judges “refresh them- 
selves in the half hour adjournment during assizes.” It is 
exceedingly interesting to know that Justice Haweins “tiskes 
nothing,” and that Baron Eollocn “ enntentH wfli o 


• ri — Ml »u.v»wMaxiu.c».i, fUJJLVJUWU VYUJUIO 

m uonrt,” All such matters are of the greatest moment. 

The Tect ‘‘GEroini Eincnoir ” — The election of Lord 
WoLSELET to be Commander-in-Chief; - ” 

Hew Pahliamentaen Teotheb. — ^Majux^a make the man, hut 
Tannees the Iririunen 
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THAT POOR PENNY 
DREADFUL ! 

[** Is the ‘ Penny Dreadfu ’ and 
its influence go very dreadful, I 
wonder?”— James Payn.] 

Alas! for the poor “Penny 
Dread fuPM 

They say if a hoy gets his head- 
full 

Of terrors and crimes, 

He turns pirate — some- 
times ; 

Or of horrors, at least, goes to 
ledfuU. 

Now is this according to 
Cocker? 

Of Beaks one would not he a 
mocker. 

Bat do many lads 
Turn thieves or foot-pads, 
Through reading the cheap 
weekly Shocker ? 

Such literature is not healthy; 
But does it make urchins turn 
stealthy 

Depleters of tills. 
Destroyers of wills, 

Or rohhers of relatives 
wealthy ? 

I have gloated o’er many a 
duel, 

I ’ve heard of Don Pedro the 
Cruel : 

Heart pulsing at hiarh rate, 
I ’ve read how my Pirate 
Gave innocent parties their 
gruel. 

Yet I have ne’er felt a yearn- 
ing [burning. 

For stabbing, or robbing, or 
No highwayman clever 
And handsome, has ever 
Induced me to take the wrong 
turning ! 



EVIDENT. 

George, “Eh— he’s a bio ’un ; ain’t he, Jack?” 

Minister {overhearvig), “Yes, my Lad; but it's not with Eating and 
Dp. INKING 1 ” 

Jack, “ I’ll lay it ’s not all wi’ Pastin’ an* Prayin’ 1” 


A lad who’s a natural 
“viUing,” 

When reading of robbing and 
killing 

3Iay feel wish to do so ; 

But Sheppard— like 
Cextsoe— 

To your average boy’s only 
“thrilling.” 

Ah! thousands cn Shockers 
have fed f uU^ 

And yet not of crimes got a 
head-full. 

Let us put down the vile, 

Yet endeavour the while, 

To be just to the poor “Penny 
Dreadful” I 


FOR WHEEL OR WOE. 

The Rural District Council 
at Chester resolved recently to 
station men on the main roads 
leading into the city to count 
the number of cyclists, with a 
view to estimating what re- 
venue would accrue from a 
cy ele tax. Extremely high and 
public-spirited of the Chester 
authorities to take the matter 
up. These dwellers by the 
Dee ought to adopt as their 
motto, “The wheel has come 
full cycle.” 


“ Who is Sylvia ? ” — An 
opera, from the pen of Dr. 
Joseph Parry, the famous 
Welsh composer, entitled 
Sylvia, has been snccessfuRy 
produced at the Cardifi Theatre 
Royal. The Uhretto is by Mr. 
Fletcher and Mr. Mendels- 
sohn Parry, the inaestrd^s 
son, so that the entire produc- 
tion is pa-iry-mutueL 


THE RAILWAY RACE. 

A NEW British sport has arisen, or rather has, after a seven years’ 
interval, been revived within the last week or so, and the British 
sporting reporter, so well-known for his ready supply of vivid and 
picturesque metaphor, has, as usual, 
risen to the occasion. That large and 
growing class of sedentary “sports- 
men,” whose athletic proclivities are 
confined to the perusal of betting news, 
have now a fresh item of interest to 
discuss in the performances of favourite 
and rival locomotives. More power 
has been added to the elbows of the 
charming and vociferous youths, who 
push their way through the London 
streets with the too familiar cry of 
“Win-nerr!” (which, by the way, 
has quite superseded that of “ Evening 
Piper!”). And the laborious persons 
who assiduously compile “records” 
have enough work to do to keep pace 
with their daily growing coliection, 
Eyen the mere “Man in the Street” 
knows the amount of rise in the Shap 
Fell and Potter’s Bar gradients, though 

g ossibly, if you cross-question him, 
e could not tell you where they are. 
However, the great daily and evening 
^ papers are fully alive to the occasion, 
and the various sporting “Majors” 
and “Prophets” are well to the fore with snen “pars” as the 
following : — 

Flying Buster, that smart and rakish yearling from the Crewe 
stud, was out at exercise last evening wim a light load of eighty 
tons, and did some very satisfactory trials. 



Invicta, the remarkably speedy East Coast seven-year-old, made 
a very good show in her run from Grantham to^ York yesterday. 
She covered the 80 ^ miles in 78 minutes with Driver Tomkins up, 
and a weight of some 120 tons, without turning a hair. She looked 
extremely well-trained, and I compliment her owners on her 
appearance. 

* * « « « « 

Really something ought to he done with certain of the Southern 
starters. I will name no names, but I noticed one tbe other day 
whose pace was more like thirty hours a mile than thirty miles an 
hour. I have heard of donkey-engines, and this one would certainly 
win a donkey race. 

« « « * * * 

These long-distance races are, no doubt, excellent tests for the 
strength and stamina of our leading cross-country “ flyers,” hut I 
must enter a protest against the abnormally early hours at which the 
chief events are now being pulled ofl, A sporting reporter under- 
goes many hardships for the good of the public, but not the least is 
the disagreable duty of being in at the finish at Aberdeen, say 
at 455 A.M. The famous mi(Mght steeple-chase^was nothing to it. 

There was some very heavy hooking last night at Euston, and 
PuflBng Billy the Second was greatly fancied. He has much finer 
action and bigger barrel than his famous sire, not to mention being 
several hands higher. It is to he hoped that he will not turn out a 
roarer, like the latter. 

* # # * ♦ * 

There are dark rumours abroad that the Ring’s Cross favourite has 
been got at. She was in the pink of condition two days ago; but 
when 1 saw her pass at Peterborough to-day, she was decidedly 
touched in the wind. The way she laboured along was positively 
distressing. Besides, she was sweating and steaming all over. 

I will wire my prophecies for to-day as soon as I know the results. 

The Shunter, 
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PICKINGS FROM PICARDY. 

After the Procession. A Solo bt Grand-perb. 


CHARACTER OF THE HAPPY “COPPER.” 

{After Wordsworth's Character of the JE[a^)py 
Warrior”) 

[Sir John Bridge, at Bow Street, bidding 
farewell to Detective- Sergeant Partridge, retir- 
ing after thirty years’ service, described the virtues 
of the perfect policeman. He must be * ‘ absolutely 
without fear,” ** gentle and mild in manner,” and 
utterly free from “ swagger,” &o., &c.] 

Who is the happy “ Copper ” ? Who is he 
Whom every Man in Bine shonld wish to be ? 

—It is the placid spirit, who, when brought 
Near dmiLKen men, and females who nave 
fought, 

Surveys them with a glance of sober thought ; 
Whose calm endeavours check the nascent 
fight. 

And “clears the road” from watchers fierce 
and tight. | 

Who, doomed to tramp the slums in cold or 
rain, | 

Or put tremendous traffic in right train, 
poes it, with plucky heart ana a cool brain ; 1 
In face of danger shows a placid power, I 

Which is our human nature’s hipest dower ; 
Controls crowds, roughs subdues, outwitteth 
thieves, 

Comforts lost Mds, yet ne’er a tip receives 
For objects which he would not care to state. 
Cool-headed, oheeiy, and compassionate ; 
Though skilful with his fists, of patience sure, 
And menaced much, still able to endure. 
—’Tis he who is Laws vassal ; who depends 
Upon that Law as freedom’s hest of friends ; 


Whence, in the streets where men are tempted 
still 

By fine superfiuons pnbs to swig and swill 
Drink that in qualily is not the hest, 

The Perfect Bobby; brings cool reason’s test 
To shocks and shindies, and street-blocking 
shows ; 

Men argue, wromen wrangle,— Bobby knows ! 
— Who, conscious of his power of command 
Stays with a nod, and checks with lifted 
h^d, 

And bids this van advance, that cab retire, 
According to his judgment and desire ; 

Who comprehends his trust, and to the same 
Keeps true with stolid singleness of aim ; 

And therefore does not stoop nor lie in wait 
For beery gnerdon, or for hribeiy’s bait ; 
Thieves he must follow ; should a cab-horse 
faU,^ 

A lost child bellow, a mad woman squall, 

BQs powers shed peace upon the sudden strife, 
And crossed concerns of common civic life, 
i A constant infiuence. a peculiar grace ; 

But who, if he he called upon to face 
Some awful moment of more dangerous kind, 
Shot that may slay, explosion that may blind, 
Is cool as a encumber ; and attired 
In the plain blue earth’s cook-maids have 
admired, 

Calm, through the heat of confiiot, keeps the 
law. 

Fearless, unswaggering, and devoid of “jaw.” 
Or if some unexpected call succeed 
To fire, flood, fight, he’s equal to the need ; 
—He who, though thus endowed with strength 
and sense. 

To still the storm and quiet turbulence, 


Is yet a soul whose master bias leans 
To home-like pleasures and to jovial scenes ; 
And though in rows bis valour prompt to 
prove, 

Cooks and cold mutton share his manly love : — 
’Tis, finally, the man, who, lifted high 
On a big horse at some festivity. 

Conspicuous object in the people’s eye, 

Or tramping sole some slum’s obscurity, 

Who, with a beat that’s quiet, or “awful 
hot,” 

Prosperous on want-pinched, to his taste or 
not, 

Plays, in the many games of life, that one 
In which the Beak’s approval may be won ; 
And which may earn him, when he quits 
command, 

Good, genial, Sir John Bridge’s friendly 
shake o’ the hand. 

Whom neither knife nor pistol can dismay, 
Nor thought of bribe or blackmail can betray ; 
Who, not content that former worth stand 
fast, 

Looks forward, persevering, to the last. 

To he with Partridge, ex-deteotive, class’d : 
Who, whether praised by bigwigs of the earth. 
Or object of the Stage’s vulgar mirth. 

Plods on his bluohered heat, cool, gentle, 
game. 

And leaves somewhere a creditable name ; 
Finds honour in Ms cloth and in his cause, 
And, when he slips into retirement, draws 
His country’s gratitude, the Bow Street 
Beak’s applause: 

This is the happy “ Copper” ; tMs is he 
Whom every Man in Blue should wish to be. 
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“ TWENTY MINUTES ON THE CONTINENT.” | 

[By Our Oion Intrejpid Explorer,) 

I TELL you wLat yon want,” said my friend SiXONicuEST. “ Ton 
find your morning dumb-bells too much for you, and complain of 
weakness— you ought to get a blow oyer to France.” 

The gentleman who made the suggestion is a kind guardian of my 
health. He is not a doctor, although I believe he did “ walk the 
ho 3 pitds ” in his early youth, but knows exactly what to advise. 

As a rule, when I meet him he pro- 
TTiTFri poses some far-a-fiield journey. 

A ^‘What!” he exdaims, in a tone 

i commiseration ; “ got a bad cold I 

Cairo ? The 
would do you worlds of good.” 
1 return : “ Ho doubt it would, but 
X- I havn’t the time.” At the mere 

@ suggestion of ** everyone's enemy,” 

n'V ^ Saxonhuest roars with laughter. 

bound by time, 
mapped out any number of 
pleasant little excursions that can 
; t)e carried out satisfactorily during 

Wc period known to railway com- 

kT/X paoies (chiefly August and Septem- 
her) as “ the week's end.” He has 
discovered that within four-and- 
m twenty hours you can thoroughly 

“do” ^ance, and within twice 
that lime make yourself abso- 
lutely conversant with the greater 
part of Spain. So when he tells me that I want “a blow over” 
to the other side of the Channel, I know that he is proposing no ! 
lengthy proceedings. 

“ About twenty minutes or so on the continent will soon set you 
to rights,” continues Saxoithurst, in a tone of conviction. “ Just 
you trust to the London, Chatham and Dover Eailway and they 
will pull you through. Keep your eye on the 9 a.m:. Express from 
Yictoria and you will never regret it.” 

Farther conversation proved to me that it was well within the 
resources of modern civilization to breakfast comfortably in Belgravia, 
lunch sumptuously at Calais, and be back in time for a cup oi 
(literally) nve o’clock tea at South Kensington. Within eight 
hours one could travel to the coast, cross the silver streak twice, call 
upon the Gallic douane^ test the cuisine of the buffet attached to the 
Hotel Terminus, and attend officially Mrs. Anybody’s “lastAny- 
day.” It seemed to be a wonderful feat, and yet when I came to 
perform it, it was as easy as possible. 

There is no deception at 9 a.m. every morning at the Yictoria 
Station. A sign-^ost points out the Dover Boat Express, and tells 
you at the same time whether you are to have the French-flagged | 
services of the Invicta and the Victoria^ or sail under the red ensign 
of the Calais-Douvres, Personally, I prefer the latter, as I fancy it 
is the fastest of the speedy trio. Near to the board of information is 
a document heavy with fate. In it you can learn whether the sea is 
to be “smooth,” “light,” “moderate,” cr “rather rough.” If you 
find that your destiny is one of the two last mentioned, make up 
your mind for breezy weather, with its probable consequences. Of 
course, if you can face the steward with cheerful unconcern in a 
hurricane, you will have nothing to fear. But if you find it necessary 
to take chloral before embarking (say) on the Serpentine in a dead 
calm, then beware of the trail of the tempest, and the course of the 
coming storm. If a man who is obliged to go on insists that “ it 
will be all right,” take care, and beware. “ Trust him not,” as the 
late Longfellow poetically suggested, as it is quite within the 
bounds of possibQity that he may be “ fooling thee.” But if the 
meteorological report points to “set fair,” then away with all idle 
apprehensions, and hie for the first-class smoking compartment, that 
stops not until it gets to Dover pitr, for the pause at Herne Hin 
scarcely counts for anythiug. 

As you travel gaily along through the suburbs of Surrey and the 
hops of Kent, you have just time to glanc3 from your comfortable 
cushioned seat at “beautiful Battersea,” “salubrious Shortlands,” 
oh^rful Chatham,” “ smiling Sittiugbourne,” “favoured (junction 
for Dover and Ramsgate) Faversham,” and last, but not least, 
cathedral-cherishing Canterbury.” You hurry through the quaint 
old streets of the Key p Brompton ” (I believe that is the poetical 
plus strategical designation of the most warlike of our cinque p'^rts), 
and in two twos you are on board the Calais-Douvres, bound for 
buffet oi buffets, the pride of the caterer's craft, or rather (to 
avoid possible msapprehension) his honourable calling. The Channel 
IS charmmg. This marvellous twenty miles of water is as wayward 
as a woman. At (me time it will compel the crews of the steamers 
to appear m complete suits of oil-skin; at another it is as smooth 
as a biUiard-table, and twice as smiling. The report at Yictoria 


has not been misleading. We are to have a pleasant, and 
consequently prosperous passage. „ , , , r •. 

On board I find a goodly company of lunchers. Mr. Recorder 
BiTNNr, G.C., sedate and silent— once the terror of thieves of all 
classes, and ruffians of every degree, now partly in retreat. Then 
there is the MacStokm, C.B., warrior and novelist. Foreign 
affairs are represented by MM. Bonhommib and De Czabville, 
excellent fellows both, and capable correspondents in London. Then 
there are a host of celebrities. Dicky Hogarth, the caricaturist; 
Samuel Steele Sheridan, the dramatist; and Shakspeaee John- 
son Cockaigne, the man of literary all- work. 

“ It is very fine this to me when therefore I come out why,” 
observes an Italian explorer, who has the reputation of speaking 
five-and-twenty languages fluently, and is particularly proud of his 
English. 

“ Certainly,” I answer promptly, because my friend is a little 
irritable, and still believes in the possibilities of the duello, 

“ Therefore maybe you find myself when I am not placed which 
was CDnsequently forwards.” And with this the amiable explorer 
from the sunny south, no doubt believing that he has been imparting 
information of the most valuable character, relapses into a smiling 
silence. 

In the course of the voyage I find that, if I pleased, I could wait 
until a quarter to four, and then return to my native shores. This 
would give me more than three hours in Calais. But what should I 
do with them ? 

“You might go to the Old Church,” says Mr. Recorder Bunny, 
Q,.C., “ which was an English place of worrfiip in the time of dueen 
Mary. Some of the chapels are still dedicated^ to English Saints, 
and there are various other memorials of the British occupation.” 

“ Of you can go to the pZaoe,” puts in the MacStorm. “ Great 
fan in fine weather. Whole families pic-nic on the sands. They 
feed under tents or in chalets. In the water all day long, except at 
meal-times. At night they retire, I think, to a little collection of 
timber-built villas, planted in a neatly-kept square. The whole thing 
rather suggestive of Alexander Selkirk an unlimited supply 
of a quarter-inch deal flooring, canvas, ancf cardboard.” 

In spite, however, of the unrivalled attractions of Calais, I deter- 
mine to go no further than the buffet. Acting 
under the instructions of Mr. Recorder Bunny, 

Qr.O., who seems to know the ropes thoroughly well, 

I allow the “ goers on” (passengers bound for ^ 

Paris and the Continent generally) to satisfy their 

cravings for food, and then give my orders, A waiter , K i 

who has all the activity of his class, representing, 

let us sayj the best traditions of the Champs Elys^e, 

takes me m hand. We make out a menu on the spot J HF 

— Melon, tete de veau d la vinaigrette, caneton aux 

petits pois, and a cheese omelette. Then half a 

bottle of red wine, a demi-syphon, and a cafe and 

chasse. All goed. Then the gargon skips away, 

placing knives and forks at this table, a dish of f rnit W W 

at that, and a basket of bread at the one yonder, n W 

These athletic exercises (that are sufficiently^ en- ^ M 

couraging to promise the performer— if he wishes w 

it— a prosperous career on the lofty trap he), are 

undertaken in the interests of the expected voyagers Albion bound. 

Before the arrival of the Paris train I have eaten my lunch, settled 

my bill (moderate), and taken my deck chair on the good steamer 

that is to carry me back to my native land. 

Ah! never shall I forget the dear old shores of England as I 
watch them after dejeuner d la fourcheite through the perfumed 
haze of an unusually good cigar. “ Low capped and turf crowned, 
they are not a patch upon the wild magnificence of the fierce Aus- 
tralian coast line, but in my eyes they are beautiful beyond 
compare.” ^ I remember that at one time or another I have heard ‘ ‘ the 
^est music in the world, but at that moment there comes stealing 
into my ears a melody worth aU that music put together, the 
chime of English village bells.” I recollect that I have heard these 
beautiful expressions used in the Garrick Theatre on the occasion of 
the revival of a certain little one-act piece. Mr. Arthur Bouchier 
was then eloquent (on behalf of the author) in praise of Dover, and 
I now agree with him. What can be more beautiful than the white 
cliffs of Albion and the sound of English village bells— after a capital 
lunch at Calais, and during the enjoyment of an imusually good 
cigar ? 

The trusty ship gets to Eugland at 2.30, the equally trusty tram 
arrives at Yictoria a couple of hours later. I am in capital time for ! 
Mrs. Anybody's “last Anyday.” 

“ How well you are looking, observes my kind hostess, pouring 
out a cup of tea. 

“And I am feeling well,” I return; “ and all this good health I 
owe to twenty minutes on the continent.” ' 

.^d these last words sound so like the tag to a piece that they 
shwl serve (by the kind permission of the British public) as the title 
and the end to an article. 
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SCRAPS PROM CHAPS. 

My pater reads the Bristol newspapers, but I 
don t, because there/s neyer any pirates or red Indians in them, but 
happening to look in one the other day I noticed an awfully good 
thing. It said that at a place called Stapleton all the parents were 
very in^gnant at the way in which the schoolmistress had been 
treated by the manigers, and to show their symperthy they decided to 
keep their children from school. The school was nearly empty in 
consequents. Now I don’t think my schoolmaster has half enough 
sympathy shown him. He does know how to cane, certainly, but he 
isn’t really such a beast as fellows make out— at least not just the 
day or so before the holidays begin— and would you mind telling 
parents that they ought to keep their boys at home for a week or a 
fortnight after next term begins, to show how much they symperthise 
with him? Poor chap, he has lots of trouble— I know he has, 
because I give him some. Yours respekfully, Bloggs Junior. 


Bawbees Thanbfullx Eecei^ed.— A National Scottish Memorial 
to Burns is in the Ayr. ** Surely,” writes a perfervid one, “ Burns 
md as much for our country and the world as Scott, yet how very 
different the monuments of the two m Edinburgh and Glasgow I i 
am sure no Scotchman would grudge his mite, however poor, for such 
a purpose.” ^ Q,uite so. But it would take a good many ‘‘ Cotter’s 
Saturday mites” to build anything like the Scott Memorial in 
Princes Street. And what is this that the Eev. Dr. Burrell, of 
New York, said in presenting a new panel for the Ayr statue of 
Burns from American lovers of the poet? “The stream of 
pilgrims,” he observed, “ frona America to the banks of the Boon 
was twice as large as that which found its way to the banks of the 
Avon.” Then why should not the stream of dollars follow, and 
erect a colossal “Bums Enlightening the Nations” somewhere 
down the Clyde— say, at the Heads of Ayr ? Hamlet beaten by Tam 
O'Shanter^ and Avon taking a back seat to Boon ! Elodden is, 
indeed, avenged. 


The Wearing o’ the Green,— There was a discussion at the Cork 
Corporation’s meeting on a recommendation of the Works Committee, 
that “ a new uniform, of Irish manufacture, be ordered for the hall- 
porter.” What should be the colour, was the difficulty? “Some 
members,” we regret to read, “were in favour of blue”; and then 
the debate went on thus— 

Mr. Bible he thought they should stick to the green 
Mr. Fahington said that green uniforms rot ; 

Mr. Lucy denounced such a statement as mean, 

And—** never change colour advised Sir John Scott, 

So the hall-porter will have a uniform of “ green and gold”— the 
green to be “ durable,” and the gold to make it endurable I 


CABBY OR, REMINISCENCES OF THE RANK AND THE ROAD. 

{By Hansom JackJ^*) 

No. II.— IN THE SHELTER. ME AND BILLY BOGER. 

[The first Cabman’s Shelter or ** Rest ” in the Metropolis was set up at the 

Stand in Acacia Road, St. John’s "Wood, on February d, 1875.] 

There I After a two’ ’ours slow crawl through a fog, mth a cough, 
and a fare as is sour and tight-fisted. 

Why, even a larky one drops a bit low, and the tail of ’is temper gits 
terrible twisted. 

And that ’s where the Shelter comes ’andily in. With a cup of ’ot 
corfee, a slice and a “ sojer,” 

J.7id ’bacca to follow, life don’t look so bad ! What do you think ? 
I says to my pal Billy Boger. 

Brown-crusted cue, Billy* ’ard baked from ’is birth. Drives a 
“ Growler” yer see, and behaves ^uite according:. 

Hum picter ’e makes with ’is ’at on ’is nose, and ’is hack rounded 
up like, against a damp hoarding. 

Kinder kicks it at comfort, contrairy-wise, Bill do ; won’t take it on 
nohow, the orkurd old Tartar. 

The sort as won’t ’ave parrydise as a gift if so he it pervents ’em from 
playing the martyr ! 


As though you was reckniu’ it up for a hid like. And what is the 
end of your fine ‘ observation’ ? 

You squint, and you heft, and you size people up, sorter ‘ grading 
’em out’ as Yank Jonathan puts it. 

And when you are through, what ’s the hodds ? All my heye I You 
boss till you’re blind, and then death hups and shuts it ! ” 

Carn’t ’it it, we cam’t. But we ’re pals all the same, becos Bill is 
naore ’onest than some who ’re more ’arty. 

W e kid, and we kibosh each other like fun, but when H. J. wants 
backing old Billy’s the party, 

And when Billy busts J ack is all there, you bet, although J tool a 
Forder and ’e a old Growler, 

But pickles ain’t in it for sourness with Billy, nor yet fresh-laid 
widders for doin’ the ’owler. 


“ Hansom up ! “ Ah ! ” says old Billy. “ Percisely I It ’s jest 

‘ Hansom up, Growler doio7i ! ’ Jf ain’t in it 

With sech a smart, dashing young J ehu as yow, as can put on your 
quarter o’ mile to the minute I 

Hivory fitments, and bevel-edged mirrors! A lady’s boodwore in 
blue cloth I Ain’t it ‘ trotty ’ ? 

Wanity Fair upon wheels. Jack, I call it. Wot price now I wonder 
for me and Old Spotty ? 



“Women, too, getting that bloomin’ hadva^iced 
they aU paternise you— and a cigaratte. 
Drat ’em! 

Few years agone they’d a fynted at thought 
on it. Women fair knock-outs. Could 
never get at ’em I 

Foller their leaders like sheep to a slorter-’onse. 
Drive theirselves next, I persoom, on a 
Forder. 

Party you took up outside ’ere larst night, ’er in 
feathers and paint, was a pooty tall border.” 


“ Known ’er six year, Bill,” I says with a sigh 
like. “ A sweeter young snowdrop than 
when I first druv ’er 

You couldn’t ’a’ button-holed. Ah! and she’s 
pooty as paint— bar the paint— at this mo- 
ment, Lord Inv ’er ! 

Frolicsome, freehanded,— fast ? Well, I s’pose so. 
She used to driveupwithatoff yyoungmasher. 

Turtle-doves ? Well, ’twas a pleasure to see ’em. 
Bill ; ’er such a dainty ’un, ’im such a 
dasher. 


Innercent, hay? Tes, as rain-sprinkled laylock boughs, ’JS 
broke ’is neck iu a steeplechase, Billy, 

She took to sewing, and dropped smiles and ’ansoms. Wilted away 
like a gas-shrivelled Kly. 

Then I lost sight on ’er, couple o’ year or so. Next she turned up as 
—well, Billy you ’ve seen ’er, 

Pro. at the “ Pompydour,” generous, gassy, and— well, p^r’aps as 
good as a lot that look greener.” 


“Bah!” snaps Bill Boger, dissecting ’is bloater as though ’twos 
’umamty, and ’im a surgeon ; 

“Life as it’s seen from the cab-driver’s * pulpit’ would give some 
new texts to a Parker or Spurgeon. 

CuUer-der^rose^ indeed! Yaller-der-janders! It’s most on it 
dubersome, dirty or dingy. 

The free ’anded fares is best part on ’em quisby, and them as is 
righteous runs sour-like and stingy,” 

I says, “Bill, you’re bUious! ” ’E snorts supercilious, and bolts 
the ’ard-roe. “ Hah, young DafEydowndiHy,” 

’E growls as ’e munches, “ of all the green bunches o’ Spring inguns 
you are the greenest. It’s silly, 

Your slop-over sentiment is, for a Cabby I ! ! ” — Fare ? “ Finsbury 
Park, and look slippy ! ” “ All right, Sir ! 

“ We ’ll argue it out, Billy Boger, some other time ” Right away 
coachman ! Kim up mare I Good night, Sir ! 


“ That ’s ‘Jackdaw ’ the Snapshotter all up and down ! ” says Bill 
with a grunt. That ’s a nickname ’e ’s gnv me 

Along of my liking for looking at life. Well, the world is a fioorer 
ml round; but Lord love me 

Mere grumble ’s no good : doesn’t mend things a mite ; world rolls on 
and larf s at us ; don’t seem a doubt of it ; 

Cuss it and cross it, and over you go I Better far to stand by and 
look on, tiU you ’re out of it. 

“ Heye like a bloomin’ old robin, you ’ave,” says Bill (meaning me), 
“ alius cocked at creation 


The words of that arch-humourist, the late Artemus Ward, on 
the subject of the New Woman, whom he detignated “ a he-lookin’ 
female,” are worth repeating: — “ ‘ 0, woman, woman,’ I cried, my 
feelins worked up to a ni poetick pitch, ‘ you air a angle when you 
behave yourself ; but when you take off your proper appairei and 
(mettyforioally speaken) get into pantyloous— when you desert your 
firesides, and with your beds fall of wimiu’s rites noshuns go round 
like roarin lyons, seeMu whom you may devour someboddy— in short, 
when you undertake to play the man, you play the devil and air an 
emfatic noosence* My lemale friends,’ I contiunered, as they were 
indignantly departin, ‘ wa weU what A. Ward has std ! ’ ” 
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UNLUCKY SPEECHES. 

“Wouldn’t you like some Music, Professor?” 

“No, THANES. I ’m quite HAPPY AS I AM. To TELL YOU THE TRUTH, I PREFER IHE WORST POSSIBLE CONVERSATION TO THE 
BEST MUSIO THERE IS I ” 


LA BELLE DAME SANS MERCI. 

A Ballad of Bird Slaughter. 

(With Apologies to the Shade of Keats,) 

^ “ Tlie new style of ■women's head-gear— calle 1 
mixed plumes — threatens to add the extermination 
of Birds of Paradise to that of several species of 
herons. ... It is for this * use ’ that ■whole heron- 
ries in Florida and elsewhere have been utterly 
deeti\ yed ; it is for this that Birds of Paradise arf- 
being persecuted even to extinction.” — Mrs, E 
EhillipSf Vice-President of the Society for the 
Preservation (fPirds^ 

I. 

Oh, what can ail thee, poet-man, 

Alone and palely L.iteriag ? 

“ The winjfs are banished fiom the wcols, 
And no birds sing.” 

II. 

Oh, what can ail thee, bird-lover, 

Sa haggard and so woe-hegone ? 

“ The heronry no more is fall, 

And the cranes are down,'’ j 

in. 

I see there ’s sorrow on thy brow. 

At dawn’s rose-dush, at eve’s cool dew, 

“Bird-song is gone from the garden lose, 
And the deld dowers too. 

IV. 

“I met a lady on the way. 

Fell, heantifal, cold FasWn’s child; 

Her hair was golden, her plume was hfgi, 
And her eyes were wild. 

V, 

“^'he made a mixed plnine for her head, 

Of heron crest and aureole. 

She looked at me as void of love, 

And cold of cool. 


Vf. 

“ She slaughtered Birds of Parad’se, 

And little cared for all day long 
Save feilancing the whirr of wings. 

And the trill of song, 

vn. 

“ She found the task of relhh swe©t ; 

The warbling wiidwood choir she slew. 

T.ll the larks were mute, and the linnets 
dead. 

And the robins few. 

vm. 

“ She took me to her milliner’s 
^ And showed with glee a sight full sore, 

Cer new mixed plume, with aureoles six, 

Aud egrets four, 

IX. 

“ ’Twas there she lulled all love asleep. 

And her heart grew hard— ah, woe betide I— 
As the granite-boulder that gleameth white 
On the cold hill-side. 

X. 

“ I saw dead songsters heapsd to view. 

From field, wood, mere, came one sad call : 
They cried, ‘ Xg Belle Dame sans Merd 
Wifi slay us all P 

XI. 

“ Beauty no more will fiash a-wing, 

Music no more full-throated fiush. 

Fashion will curse the fields of Spring 
With the Winter’s hush, 

XII. 

• ‘ I saw poor bird-beaks in that room 
With fruitless warning gaping wide ; 

And the lady wore their stolen plnmes 
With a cruel pridi. 


XIII, 

“ ‘ The Feathered Woman* was she bight ; 

But all reproof, compassion-born,^ 

The modish Belle Dame sans Merd 
Doth laugh to scorn. 

XIT. 

“ What plea for beauty or for song, 

Or simple prudence, may she reck, 

While Fashion rules she with mixed plumes 
Her head must deck P 

XV. 

“ The birds iu myriads may die, 

Till earth is all a songless hush ; 

But she upon her crest must sport 
A feathered-brush I 

XVI. 

“ *Tis not sore need bids songsters bleed. 

Not lack of vesture or of food ; 

*Ti3 only Fashion’s foolish freak 
Strips wold and wood, 
xm, 

“ And that is why I wander here. 

Alone and sadly loitering, fplume, 

Whilst the sed|:e shakes not with glancing 
And no birds sing ! ” 

Bournemouth’s chief magistrate, by deci- 
sion and order of the corporation of that 
town, has been deprived of a strip of land, 
alleged to he puhfio property, which he had 
enclosed within his own private grounds. 
The sight of sixty workmen ruthlessly “ re- 
moving his summer-house and shrubs, and 
throwing tons of mould over the clifis,” could 
not have heea a very exhilarating one for 
the erstwhile owner, who must have felt like 
Mayor-ius ’mid the ruins of Cart-hage. 
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ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

“ Eouotaboui Eidings ” woidd be the more correct title, for he 
^vho "writes these lines has ;yielded to the joint influences of the 
prevalent craze and the glorious weather, and has been touring in 
North Devon on (and off) a bicycle. I say “ off ” advisedly, for the 
hills in that delightful country are so numerous, so long, and 
steep, that out of every hundred miles you accomplish you will find 
that you have walked at least fifty while you painfully shoved your 
wheel before you. And when you reach the laborious summit and 
pause panting, you are as likely as not to gather your breath and 
strength under a notice informing you that the descent beyond, 
down which you had, hoped to spin with extended legs, is dangerous 
to cyclists. 

And thereupon, if the sxin is shining in full strength, and you 
are spent and parched, you may possibly 
decide that in order to make a bicycle 
tour in North Devon a complete and 
splendid success, it is essential that vou 
should do it without a bicycle. But 
later on, when you have reached the 
end of your journey, have had your 
bath, your rub down and your brush 
up, and are waiting placidly for your 
dinner with an appetite well set and a 
thirst calculated to drain a vat of ^ cider, 
then you will realise that even in the 
precipitous Devonshire country bicycling is a real delight. 

Putting aside for the moment the question whether or not you 
ought to take a bicycle, I hold that the following ingredients go to 
make a successful bicycle tour. (1) A tall youngster from Oxford 
possessing incalculable yards of totally irresponsible arms and legs, a 
happy knack of conversational prattle, a shock of fair hair, and 
imperturbable good humour. These details, though important, are 
not essential. It is, however, absolutely essential that he should 
make all plans for the day’s ride, settle on the stopping places and 
hotels, and carry maps and guide-books. You can then enjoy the I 
satisfaction of abusing him heartily whenever things go wrong. 
You wiU also find that whenever you want the map he will either 
have left it in the pocket of a coat which has been sent on by train, 
or stowed it away in the darkest recess of the bcttom of his kit-case. 

The second ingredient is a private clown of quaint humour and 
original ideas. This is the sort of man who finds interest and 
amusement in everything, and provokes you to laughter by the 
most unexpected sallies. Before you have had time to turn round 
he will be on terms of easy familiarity with drivers^ of coaches, | 
porters at hotels, ladies who serve behind bars, and rustics whom he 
may meet on the road. In five minute s he knows the details of all their 
personal history, their length of service, the manner of their work, 
the size of their families, tneir adventures, and their chief desires in 
life. They all treat him with the highest consideration and go out 
of their way to make things easy for him. At Lynton our own 
psirticular clown sent the hotel band into convulsions by dancing a 
step dance while they were solemnly playing a German march. The 
incongruity of the situation so tickled the trombone that for at least 
two minutes he was utterly unable to carry on the pumping opera- 
tions p-ntflilfd by his instrument. His ruin was comi)leted when he 
was ask^ to join our party with the special object of inflating the 
back- tyres of our bicycles. Even the conductor relaxed into a smile. 

The third ingredient is a paymaster. If you can 
find a handsome, well-built, agreeable and intellec- 
tual man for the position (as we did) so much the 
better. You will thus add an air of character and 
distinction to your tour. In that respect, I admit, 
we were fortunate beyond the average. I need only 
add, as a slight reminder to my companions, that 
they have not yet repaid to me the money I dis- 
bursed for them. 

The fourth ingredient is one rainy day. It hel^s 
you to enjoy the fine weather^ all the more, and it 
gives you an opportunity of investing yourself in 
the pretty little gray waterproof cape which bicycle 
oututiters provide for wet weather, Erom a ticket 
attached to collar of mine, I discovered that it 
was called an “electric poncho.” I can only say 
that it fully deserved the ntle. W et weather, more- 
over, adds a pleasing element of uncertainty to bicycling by making 
your back wheel skid, so that you never know, from one moment to 
the other, what you may be doing. If three of you are riding in a 


line, it is more than probable that, in the twinkling of an eye, you 
win be piled three deep on the side of the road. 

You ought also to insure at least one hotel dance in the course of 
your journey. All hotel dances are the same, and therefore one is 
quite sufiBleient as a sample. Hotel dances are attended by eight 
ladies and six men. One of the men is a boy. He has two sisters, 
who are also present at the dance. He dances three times with 
one sister, and three times with the other. His seventh dance he 
devotes to a lady no longer in her first youth, who has captured 
his young affections, and after the mad excitement of this episode 
he goes to bed. Another of the men is always elderly, 
bald and stout. He displays the courtly gallantry 
which is understood to he an attribute of the old scbool. 

He is a rigorous stickler for the etiquette of the ball- 
room. He dances tbe Lancers with a solemn precision 
and the waltz with a precise solemnity, and that is the 
only distinction he makes between them. He is a 
great hand at well-turned compliments of a ponderous 
nature, and it is a liberal education to see him con- 
ducting his partner back to her seat. A third man is 
an amusing rattle. He makes bis partners giggle by 
his total ignorance of the Lancers, and incurs the 
frowns of the bald man by his dashing exploits in the 
I waltz. The ladies all wear high dresses, they hj^e 
interchangeable chaperons, and make a noble pretence of enjoying 
themselves. In the fifth dance the bald man falls down, and long 
before twelve o’clock everything is over and peace reigns again in 
the hotel. 

Clovellt is the proud possessor, not merely of the steepest High 
Street in the world, but also of a “ poet-artist ” (so he describes him- 
self), who is also (I again quote Ms own description) a “ professional 
qualified photographer.” Here is an extract from his enthusiastic 
poem entitled “ A Peep from the Hobby Drive, Clovelly.” 

How charming is the old High Street, 

Pitched with pebbles, rough— how steep ; 

There donkeys stand with coal and saca, 

And women with their brush in hand. 

Out boldly stands the grand old pier, 

To check the waves that may come near ; 

And fishermen upon it stand", 

Yarning with their pipes in hand. 

Among such grandeur, artist, rest— 

To imitate it at thy best : 

For should some beauty fall to ground, 

Thy picture has it, safe and sound. 

From the Fishing Gazette I take the following story : — 

Last spring, while a party of tourists were fishing up North, a well-known . 
lawyer lost his gold watch from the boat in wdiich he was sitting. Last 
week he made another visit to the lakes, and during the first day's sport 
caught an 8lb. trout. His astonishment can be imagined when he found the 
watch lodged in the throat of the trout. The watch was running, and the 
time correct. It being a “ stem winder,” the supposition is that, in masti- 
cating its food, the fish wound up the watch daily. 

I happen to know 
that this story is 
incomplete, and I 
venture to add some 
missiugdetails. The 
I fish — a particularly 
thoughtful animal 
—finding that there 
was no chain to the 
watch, resolved to 
supply tMs defect, 
and, by a well- 
known process in 
metallurgy, con- 
verted some of its 
scales into a com- 
plete Albert, wMch 
it connected with 
the watch. The 
watch used to lose two minutes a week. With admirable patience 
the fish regulated it, and restored it to its owner in perfectly 
accurate trim. When it was originally lost the watch was a 
simple one. It has now become a repeat^, with a special dial mdi- 
cating the days of the week, the month, and the year a.d. By a 
trick, learnt from a fried whiting in early life this tiont coi^ved 
every day to insert its tail into its mouth, and, by using it as a brasb, 
to keep the watch clean, and free from rust. When the fish hari been 
boiled and eaten, tiie watch stopped, out of sympathy, and has not 
gone since. 
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A GET PROM CHICAGO. 


Better fifty years of Europe 
Thau a cycle of Porkopolis ! 

Freedom shackled with a new rope 
lu Mock-Modesty’s metropolis. 
Ladies— aye and men— in tights 
To Chicago prudes proves shockers ; 
So they limit wheelman rights 
By forbidding— kniekerhockers I 
Fay, the manly human calf 
To these Aldermen’s so shocking, 
They prohibit- do not laugh ! — 

All display cf — the male— stocking 1 1 


We must don a costume baggy 
From the throat unto the ankles ; 
Something stufiy, chokey, draggy ! 

Yah ! In freemen’s hearts it rankles 
This restriction. Don’t let ’s heed ’em ! 

If they bother thus our biking. 

Ho ! for Battersea and freedom I 
Cyclists of Chicago, striking, 

Like their sires for Independence, 


’Q-ainst the prigs our wheel-rights blocking, 
[aim, in all their old resplendence, 

Hnicker free and liberal stocking I 


MUSIC MINUS CHARMS. 

{The Latest Developments of the Educational 
Department,) 

“Where are we going next ? ” asked the 
Taught of the Teacher, They had just left 
the portals of the School Board. 

“ To a place that should be inscribed with 
the words ‘All hope abandon who enter 
here,’ and which is known as the Slums,” was 
the sad reply. „ , , ^ , 

The Teacher and the Taught travelled on 
until they were lost in a maze of workmen’s 
buildings. . , , 

“Hot so very bad,” commented the Taught. 
“Surely a man and his famfiy might live 
peaceably enough in these seemingly comfort- 
able fiats.” .j XI. m T. 

“ You do not know all,” said the Teacher. 

“ Much has been done for the artisan, but 
the School Board have driven him to despair. 
Listen ! ” 

Then the two investigators heard sounds of 
shrieking and wailing. There was a hubbub 
of dreadful groans and sighs. . , , ^ 

“ These are not human,” cried the Taught. 

“ They are not,” was the answer. “ Have 
you ever heard the like ? 

“Never. And yet I should say that the 
tones came from violins — splayed, no doubt, 
by imps.” 

“ No, it is not that.” And then came the 
full explanation. 

“The dreadful discord to which we are 
listening is caused by the practice of the 
scholars of the School Board. The energetic 
youngsters are being taught at the expense 
of the ratepayers how to play the ‘ fiddle.’ ” 

THE BEITISH BITHEE. 

{By a Dipper in Brittany,) 

[See the correspondence in the Daily Graphic,"] 

Mrs. G-rttndt rules the waves, 

With Britons for her slaves— 

They ’re fearful to disport themselve®. 
Unless the sexes sort themselves 
And take their bathing sadly, for French 
gaiety depraves (’) 

’Tis time no more were seen 
The out-of-date “ machine” ; 

Away with that monstrosity 
Of prudish ponderosity — 

Why can’t we have the bathing tent or else 
the trim cahine f 

I think we should advance 
If we took a hint from France, 

And mingled (quite decorously) 

On beaches that before us lie 
All round our coasts — we do abroad whene’er 
we get the chance I 

O’er here in St. Malo 

The thing ’s quite comme ilfani ; 

Why not in higher latitude ? 

I can’t make out the attitude 
r Of those who make the British dip so “ shock- 
ing,” dull and slow ! 

LiNCA-SHiRE riflemen who “ pay their shot ” 
at the average rate of £5 per annum for 
“ marking,” are certainly entitled to every 
modem improvement on their range at Altcar, 
and it is no wonder that there has been some 
grumbling at the non-introduction of canvas- 
targets since their invention years agf>. How- 
ever, this defect, we read m the Liverpool 
Daily Post's “Yolunteer Notes,” will shortly 
be removed, and the desired innovation substi- 
tuted, BO that Bisley marksmen who, hitherto, 
?, indulged in sneers at the deficiencies of Alt car, 
must now cease making a butt of the northern 
range. 



September 7, 1895.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHAEIVARL 


HF PAPI lAMFMT Effect of supernatural nimbliags of his yoice increased by ghastly 

coociMV/c ur r/\r\i-iAlVlcr>l I . pauses in flow of conversation. Hanburt, as yet new to post of 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. Financial Secretary, will bv-and-hv get accustomed to its trials. 

^ Meanwhile it is painful for Cap’en Tommy Bowles* moored immedi- 
House of Commons^ Monday^ August 26. — Doorkeepers and police ately behind his old colleague, to observe his hair gradually standing 
puzzled by notable gathering of strangers. Came in one by up wlulst House is hushed in awesome silence what time Weieisome 
one, No one seemed to know another; yet there was about them, is solemnly reaffixing his pince-nez with intent to continue his 
accordinsr to Mr. Horsley’s testimony, certain signs of brother- remarks. 

hood. None wore top hats; everjr man’s hair was longer than Chairman more than once attempted to ffU up pauses by reminding 
it is ordinarily worn ; several earned cloaks, mostly brown about Weerisome what was the precise bearing of vote before Committee, 
the seams, cut, as far as Mr. Horsley can remember, something Once sternly threatened to inforce rule which permits Chairman to 
after pattern of cloak worn by Lord Tennyson when he came to be order a rambling speaker to shut up, and sit down. WEiRrsoMB 
sworn in as a peer of the realm, and was, on first presfnHng him- apparently peid no attention. A few minutes later, fancying he saw 
self, turned away by the police- _ sign of movement in the Chair, he 

man in the outer hall under the / , * ^ stopped ; with wide sweep of arm 

impression that he was collecting / / //// / put on his pince-nez ; held manu- 

empty bottles. ///'/// ^ script up with apparent intention of 

Most of the strangers had orders ‘‘ / / ' / ^ / / ’ consulting it; covertly regarded 

for special gallery. Some had seats / / ^ James W. over the top. Conclud- 

under the gallery. Others (these, /, ' ^ ^ ^ ing he meant business, Weerisome, 

it turned out when the secret was / / / without another wrrd, solemnly, 

folly disclosed, were the sonneteers) / / ^ ^ slowly — to the agonised looker on 

found seats on the higher, hut, in / / process seemed to occupy sixty 

the House of Commons, less dis- ' ^ seconds — dropped into his seat, 

tinguished, slopes of Parnassus, A v f ' Business done,— A. good deal in 

allotted to undistinguished strung- j Committee of Supply, 

ers who ballot for places. t \ ^ ^ ^ Friday^ 2 a,m , — It is the imex- 

They were the candidates for the ^ pected that ever happens in House 

Poet Laureateship, or rather seme , u / >• - \ 7 P of Commons. Wednesday is ordi- 

ofthem. Walking out after ques- p \\ narily humdrum day; Speaker 

tions were over, Sark found a \k takes Chair at noon ; all over before 

double row of poets sitting on the •' six. Accordingly, having met at 

stone benches right and left of the ^ " 7-#^^ noon on Wednesday, House sat till 

corridor, waiting for a possible turn two o’clock next morning, proceed- 

at the ballot — ^waiting with same ^ culminating with scene in 

dogged patience, same unquench- ^ which Dick Webster, of all men, 

able hope, with which they tarry .. ^ was convicted of disorderly con- 




for puhlio recognition. 

All due to Johnston of Bally- 
kilbeg. Turning aside for moment 
from the vexed Bermothes of theo- 
logy, and the suspicious conduct of 
Irish Members of the Catholic faith, 
Ballykilbeg permitted his gaze to 
fall on the vacant chair of the Poet 
Laureate. Cave notice of intention 
to ask Prince Arthur at to-day’s 
sitting what he meant to do about 
it. Hence ibis commotion in the 
drear woods and the hungiylhiekets 
that clothe the foot of Parnassus. 

“ Sorry for ’em,” said Ballyktl- 
BEG, looking up towards crowded 
galleries. “They’re a poor-look- 
ing lot. Don’t believe there ’s a 
Master of an Orange Lodge among 
’em. Anyhow they’re all out of 
it. My man is Wilfrid Lawson. 
Don’t mean to say he put me up 
to ask the question vrith any ulte- 
rior personal views. But he knew 
what I was at, and he knows my 











^ ^ ^ 


FISHING MADE DIFFICULT. 


sign of movement in the Chair, he 
stopped ; with wide sweep of arm 
put on his pince-nez ; held manu- 
script up with apparent intention of , 
consulting it ; covertly regarded ] 
James W. over the top. Conclud- i 
ing he meant business, Weirisome, 
without another wrrd, solemnly, 
slowly— to the agonised looker on 
the process seemed to occupy sixty 
seconds— dropped into his seat. 

Business done , — A good deal in 
Committee of Supply, 

Friday, 2 a,m, — It is the imex- 
pected that ever happens in House 
of Commons. Wednesday is ordi- 
narily humdrum day ; Speaker 
takes Chair at noon ; all over before 
six. Acoordingly, having met at 
noon on Wednesday, House sat till 
two o’clock next morning, proceed- 
ings culminating with scene in 
wnioh Dick Webster, of all men, 
was convicted of disorderly con- 
duct. 

“Really,” said J. G. Talbot. 
nervously rubbing his hands, “I 
don’t know what we shall see next. 
Probably the Chaplain, in full ca- 
nonicals, conducted to Clock Tower 
by Serjeant- at- Arms for having 
s^ken disrespectfully of tbe Arch- 
bishop of Canterbury. The sooner 
this Session is over, the better it 
will he for Church and State.” 

By way of balancing eccentricity 
of uproarious Wednesday, the sit- 
ting just drawing to close has been 
unrelievedly dull. Yet it was the 
sitting solemnly set aside for Irish 
votes. Battle-royal expected, with 
nothiDg left at its close but few 
fragments that had once been^ 
Gerald Balfour, and here and 
there the limb of an Irish Member, 
Nothing happened, not even a di- 
vision. Only long succession of 
dreary diatribes, with Gerald 
Balfour occasionally interposing 
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Pope of Rome. But for verse that fetches you, the poetry you can “ Very odd,” said Truculent Tim, annoyed to find himself 
understand without first tying wet cloth round your head, give me mollified. “The voice of the new Chief Secretary is uncommonly 
Wilfrid Lawson. Prince Arthur refers me to The ^rkiss. like the voice of Arthur Balfour. But the bauds promise to rule 
I ’ll call and see him, taking with me a choice selection of Wilfrid's after the fashion of the hands of John Morley.” 

ve^e, which I ’ll to him.” Business done,—K}l the Irish votes passed. 

Bustness rfowc.— Votes in Supply. ^ 

YVesdfly.— Scotch votes on ; the Weirisome Weir stands where jPrtday.— House sat to-day, pegging away again at Supply, so 
he did, at corner seat of front bench below Gangway. This con- as to prorogue next week. Navy Votes on ; Cap’eu Tommy Bowles 
venient situation for fixing Corporal Hanbury with gleaming eye. attempts to boss the show, making light of Lord High Admiral 
Also the metal grating which serves as fiooring of House is useful as Jokim, openly alluding to Co^oral Hanbury as a horse-marine, 
adding reverberating sound to Weirisome’s voice when occasion this too much for an ancient friendship strained by altered circum- 
makes it desirable it should issue from his boots. If it were not for stances. 

the matting laid over the grating, effect would he much more tre- “ Tommy,” said the Financial Secretary to the Treasury, turning 
mendous. Weirisome makes tbe best of it. Blood curdling to hear round upon his former ally, after he had been np for twentieth time 
him just now denouncing some Procurator Fiscal whose office is in dictating marine tactics to the Sea Lords and policy to the First 
Edinburgh, and his house in Ross-shire. Or is it the other way l7>rd; “did you ever hear a story Lubbock tells about the Maori 
about ? The worst of Weirisome making our fiesh creep by his convert ? As he had not been seen for some weeks inquiry was 
ventriloqtdal talents is, that we ^t a little mixed about his points, made as to his welfare. ‘ Oh,’ explained the chief of his tribe, ‘ he 
However it was, the Procurator Fiscal had committed a heinous gave us so much good advice that at last we put him to death.* 
crime. Only by exercise of supernatural forbearance ihat Wbiri- Think it over Tommy, It’s a nice story, and there’s a moral 
SOME refrained from moving to reduce salary of Secretary for Scot- in it.” 
land by £2000, Business done , — Nearly all. 
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GENTLE EXERCISE. 

Mrs, Jones, “Comb on, old Slowcoach I Let’s race up this nixt 
Hill, or wb ’ll be iaib tor Tea 1 ” 

[Jones is “beginning to doubt the wdorm of having sold his Pony and Trap, 
and taken to Bicycles, Be lives seven miles from a Town where Mrs, 
J, takes him shopping four times a week with the grecUest regularity. 


A PIECE FULL OF POmT, 

Messes. Clement Scott and BsiNDON Thomas are to be congratu- 
lated on tbe success of their adaptation of the Maitre d'Armes, pro- 
duced at the Adelphi Theatre on Saturday last. The play, which 
appeared, like the longest remembered dramas of the late Dion Bottci- 
CAULT, in August— 'traditionally “the dead season of the stage’’ — 
seems destined to be as popular as the best-Hked of its predecessors. 
For once— but, it is to be hoped, not “and away” — ^Mr. William 
Teebiss has a chance of showing his quality in a character 
worthier of his powers than the customary hero of “ walking gentle- 
man” romance. Like Mr. Henet Ketille when he appeared as 
Henry Dunbar, after a long course of Ticket of Leave Man, 
Mr. Tereiss makes the most of his opportunitj. Miss Millwaed 
is excellent as the child of the fencer— a criticism which applies 
equally * ‘ to every one concerned,” Well written, well mounted, and 
well played, there is no reason why The Swordsman's Daughter 
should not prove the truth of heredity and “run through”— the 
season. 


“ Full of wise saws ” is “Amateur Angler,” in the Fishing Gazette, 
concerning the river Wye. He complains that “he tried for trout, 
but caught chub,” which, however, we are told “ is a comely fish” 
-';'<iuite chub-stautiaJ, doubtless— and “ gives as much sport, at 
times, as a gentlemanly trout.” “Lordly salmon” are also to be 
found. Evidently the Wye is peopled by the upper crust of the 
piscatorial world, and this, perhaps, explains the reason for “the 
river being netted and poached in every conceivable way,” or wye, 
as Cockneys say, 


With sorrow we read, in the South Wales Daily News, the 
announcement of the demise of “ Billy,” the celebrated goat, that 
for ten years had been an honoured and favourite member of the 
First Battalion, Welsh Kegiment, This excellent animal, who died 
from the ravages of rheumatism contracted on the march, seems to 
have belonged to the “ giddy” species of goat, for we learn that “he 
could hold his own with the best in drinking stout, beer, wine, or 
spirits.” With these Anti-Local Yeto propensities, it would not 
have been astonishing had the hihnlous “Billy,” like a oertahi 
historical personage, met with his end by drowning in a butt. 


A DIALOGUE OE THE NIGHT. 

[“ The art of setting forth a scene, an incident, in tbe shape of con- 
versation natural, fluent, easy, and witty, is not so common an accom- 
plishment as tbe large supply produced on Mr. Craufued’s demand 
mav seem to suggjest.“ — The Daily JTews^^ on Dialogues of the 
Ddy^^ edited hy Mr, Oswald Craufurd.'] 

Scene — The Elysian Fields, at nightfall, 

Pbesent — The shades of Lord and Lady Spabkiph, Lord and 
Lady Smart, Colonel Alwit, Mr. Hevebout, Miss Notable, 
and some other characters in Dean Swift’s ** Folite Con- 
versation,^' 

Lady Smart {laying down her book with a yawn). Egad I 
Onr posterity cannot talk, they can only prattle. 

Lord Sparkish, Or lameT patter. 

Pray, my lord, what is patter r 
Lord Sparkish, All sauciness and slang, hke the soliloquy 
of a Cheap Jack. . 

3Ir, Neverout, Modish conversation, to-day, seems to borrow 
its diction from the music-hall, and its repartee from the ’bus 
conductor. 

Miss Notable, Oh fie I Now our “Polite and Ingenious Con- 
versation.” as the dear Dean of St. Patbick reported it, was 
vastly difierent. Did not Mr. Swift declare that he defied all 
the clubs and coffee-houses in the town to equal it in wit, 
humour, smartness or politeness ? 

Lady Sparkish, Yes; yes, indeed I And he had scruples 
about prostituting “ this noble art to mean and vulgar people.” 

Mr, Neverout, Egad, the penny daily paper and the six- 
penny illustrated weekly have altered all that. “Mean and 
vulgar people ” now write books and jonrnals, as well as read 
’em. 

Miss Notable, For my part I don’t like dialogues, except 
upon the stage. They are so mortally dull. 

Lady Sparkish, Nay, hut my dear girl, the Dean says, you 
must remember, “ Dialogue is held the best method of inculca- 
ting any part of knowledge ; and I am confident that public 
schools will soon he founded for teaching wit and politeness, 
after my scheme, to young people of quality and fortune.” 

Mr, Neverout, Perhaps the present rage for dialogues is the 
first step in that direction. 

Lady Answerall, Pah I there are no “young persons of 
quality” now I 

Lord Sparkish, Though plenty of young persons of fortune 1 

Mr, Neverout, Quite a different thing, my Lord I In our days 
School Boards, Labour Members, and American Millionaires had not 
been invented. Creech had indeed translated Horace into the verna- 
cular, but JowETT had not Englished the Platonic Dialogues for the 
benefit of Extension Lectures and hack journalists. 

Colonel Alwit, Faith, I could never stomach that inquisitive bore 
Socrates and his dreary dialognists. That gay, wicked, hut debonair 
dog, Lucian, was more to my mind. 

ilZ>. Neverout, Ah I who of onr latter-day dialogue-mongers could 
cqu«l the smart and really cpoxiQ fin-de-siecle cynic of Samosata ? 

3Iiss Notable, Well, as Tibbalds, said 

“ I am DO sohollard, but I am polite, 

Therefore be sure I’m no Jacobite.” 

So I’ve not read your Lucians and Platos and things. But I like 
Gyp, and Anthony Hope, I vow he hath 
a true touch of “the quality,” and he 
vastly deh’ghts me. 

Mr, Neverout, Does he not go nigh to 
make you blush, now and anon ? 

Miss Notable, Blush? Ay, blush like a 
blue dog. 

Lady Smart, Still I maintain the Town 
to-day cannot talk, 

Mr, Neverout, Anymore than it can write 
letters. 

Lady Sparkish, There is nought genteel 
in their gabble, nor truly smart in their 
repartee. 

Lord Sparkish, And they cannot badiner 
a hit. 

Lady Smart, Like that dear Bellamour! 

Miss Notable, Or that delightful Lovelace I 

Lady Smart, Modem dialogues are dull ! 

Mr, Neverout, If our dear Dean, now, could furnish them with a 
fresh supply of those entertaining and improving “ polite questions, 
answers, repartees, replies, and rejoinders,” such as he took thirty 
years in collecting, there might he a chance for them. 

Lord Sparkish, Or if we could send them some really modish 
dialogues from the shades! ^ . 

Lady Sparkish, Faith, suppose we send ’em this ! 

Miss Notable, Ah, do let ’s II 
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SCRAPS FROM CHAPS. 

“A-hotI”~A chance for 
any person desirons of escaping 
from the oi iroAAot, and making 
his home upon an island “ aU 
to himself,” Hoy, one of the 
celebrated Orkney group of 
islands, is for sale. This is a 
healthy spot, in fact it may 
now he said to he most sale- 
j nhrious. Inf ormation gleaned 
j from the Liverpool Courier 
shows that “the island com- 
prises 40,000 acres, rises ab- 
ruptly like the angry hero 
of anoYelette — “ from the eea, 
consists of a mountain having 
dijfferent eminences or peaks ” 
— ^this piques one’s curiosity — 
“ is very steep, and has a nohle 
and picturesque effect from aU 
points of view.” We trust it 
may also have a beautifying 
and ennobling effect upon the 
purchaser. Besides all these 
advantages, it possesses a large 
pillar of rock, 300 feet high, 
known as “The Old Man of 
Hoy.” The legend attached 
to this promontory is as fol- 
lows: — 

There was an old party of Hoy, 
Who in life coxildn’t find any 

joy» 

So he sold all his stock, 

Got transformed into rock, 
Did this marvellous ‘‘broth of 
a bhoy.” 
























Best congratulations to the 
First Lord of the Treasury on 
ids happy idea of promotin|: a 
scheme for the presentation 
of a testimonial to old Ton 
MoBsrs, doyen of golf pro- 
fessionals, and keeper of the 
Green of the Royal and An- 
cient Club, at St. Andrews, 
An undeviating devotion of 
sixty years to the interests of 
the Scotch sport has won for 
Ton the thankful admiration 
of aU lovers of the game, and 
it is sincerely to be hoped that 
Mr. Baleoije^s appeal will re- 
sult in a bunker— we mean a 
bumper — testimonial to the 
Grand Old Golfio Gladiator, 
For the edification of a future 
generation of golf devotees 
there should also Deconstructed 
a statuette of the veteran, 

To stand in the Club smoking- 
room 

Plain for all folk to see ; 

Tom Mobuis just about to “putt ” 
A ball across the Dee ; 

And underneath be written, 

In letters all of gold, 

How gloriously he kept the green 
In the brave days of old. 


WHAT’S IN A NAME? 

Old Gent {lately hUten with the Orctze). “ And that confounded Man sold 
me the thing foe a Safety 1 ” 


Food foe Reflection. — 
Readers of the Daily Tele- 
graph have become vege- 
tarians. They are subsisting 
on a diet of lov(e)age. 


THE INTERESTING CASE OF MR. BRIEFLESS. 

I HAVE been requested by a large number of the profession to 
which I have the honour to belong, to bring a matter of some per- 
sonal importance before the public in an appropriate manner. It 
seems to me that I cannot carry out this instruction more judiciously 
than by communicating with the Editor of a paper representing by 
universal consent the Bench, the Bax, and the Populace. I am 
assisted in this task— one of considerable delicacy— by a document 
that came into my hands at a time when the scheme, now full grown, 
was in its infancy. It is a note from “ Mr. Senior,” who presided at 
my mess in HaU some weeks before the commencement of the present 
Long Yacation. It speaks for itself :— 

“Mr DEAE Briefless, — In reply to your letter, ‘Ho, I 
certainly was not joking.’ It is true that we four had got to the 
I third bottle of our after-dinner port ; but in that admission I see no 
reason for assuming that onr intellectnal faculties bad failed us. 
Ho ; I shall be only too pleased if the proposed^ Testimonial should 
become an aocompHsbed fact. To put it tersely, if Athletics are to be 
rewarded, why should Learning wait ? Yours siuoerely, .” 

I purposely omit the signature — au infiuential one— as I have no 
desire te bring undue pressure to bear in a cause so purely personal 
to myself. I need scarcely say that a Testimonial, even when it 
takes the shape preferred by Mr, Micawber, is highly gratif ying. But 
when the matter was first broached, I had serious doubts whether I 
would maintain the dignity of the Bar if I became a ppty to the pro- 
ceedings that would bring it to a successful issue. This being so, I 
have little hesitation in laying before yon this case and opinion. The 
' first— at request— was prepared by myself ; the latter was appended 
by a Connsel whose name, if revealed, would carry great weight, not 
ondy with lawyers but the community at large. 

Case. 

It is proposed to give Mr. A. Briefless, Jun., a Testimonial, 
which it is intended ^all take the shape of a hag of money, iu con- 
sideration of his services to the Bar, It is in contemplation that tins 

S shall he collected from the human race in general, and the 
public in particular. It may be suggested — ^not that the 
contention has as yet arisen — ^that there is something derogatory in 
a Barrister-at-Law receiving pecuniary assistance from persons other 
than those of his kith and km. Mr. A. Briefless, Jnn., although 
enjoying a very considerable practice as things go— he h^ held no 
less than three consent briefs during the last five years— is not very 
wealthy, and it must be admitted that a grant would not be anun- 
welcome incident in his career. For all tiiat he would shrink from 


doing anything that might be considered derogatory to his title of 
“ esquire ”— a distinction that he not only holds as his father’s heir, 
but by the usage of his office. 

You are requested therefore kindly to say — 

1. Can Mr. A. Briefless, Jxm., receive a Testimoni^ of a bag of 
money without laying himself open to the charge of being an acces- 
sory before and after the fact of an act of maintenance ? 

2. Assuming that there is noting in the first suggestion, will 
Mr, A. Briefless, Jun., in accepting the sum of money it is pro- 
posed to hand to him, he guilty of an act of contributory negHgence, | 
bringing about a loss of dignity to the Bar ? 

3. Should there be nothing in the latter raggestion, is it desirable ! 
that, instead of a bag of money, the Testimonial should take the 
shape of a golden snufi-box, a service of plate, or some equally costly 
article ? It is strongly ur^ed that, if practicable, this course should 
not be advised, as such articles are invariably embarrassing. 

And to consult and advise generally. 

Opinion. 

I do not think that the reception of a bag of money by Mr, A. 
Briefless, Jun., would amount to maintenance. But it would be 
advisable that the learned gentleman should undertake not to use 
any of the sum in defraying costs. 

As the ancient manner of paying counsel was to drop an honora- 
rium into the bags worn at the back of their robes, I can see 
nothing derogatory to the profession in Mr, A, Briefless, Jun., 
acceptmg the proposed Testimonial. 

I do not see that a distinction can be drawn between corns of the 
realm and their equivalent. Both, are equally acceptable. If Mr* 
A. Briefless. Jun., prefers cash to snuff-boxes, there is no reason 
why he should not receive the former in preference to the latter. 

I would advise that the Testimonial be collected at once, and pre- 
sented as quickly as possible. ^ ^ {Signed) ^ . 

I bave nothing farther to say beyond hinting that the project has 
already been t^en up with a fair amount of enthusiasm. ^ M^y 
firms of manufacturers have expressed a desire to send subscriptions 
(which they wish to see published in the daily papers) on the score 
“ that they have been happy enoug^h never to have nad cause to avail 
themselves of my valuable professional semoes.” 

And now I must apologise for so lengthy a contribution. 1 Imve 
nothing to add, save that should a Testimonial be organised, I shall 
be glad were the subscriptions fixed at £1 3a. Out of that sum 
I ^ouldj of course, deduct haH-a-orown as an appropriate recog- 
nition OI the services of my admirable and exc^ent clerk, Mr* 
PoRTiNGTON. {Signed) A. Briefless, Jot. 

Tump-handle Courts Sepieiffther 9, 1895. 
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HAPPY HARROGATE. 

{A Traveller's Thamk-Ofering,) 

Faith ! I feared I was boxiDd for that general 
bourne, which we aU must approach] 
through one narrow gate, j 

But, oh! once again I have felt heart and; 
brain hurried np by the waters of Harro- i 
gate. 

(Here ’ s j oily good luck to them I) 
Doctor Blace (f that place of my bothersome 
case did not make a muddle or mull, for, 

1 owe strength of limb, heart and stomach, to 
him., and those terrible doses of sulphur I 

(And stoutly I stuck to them.) 

And true gratitude rules at present my mood 
(though gratitude ’s rather a rarity), 

And that ^s why I M say just a good word to- 
day for an excellent Harrogate chanty, 

(A regular A-Wonner !) 

That fine Yorkshire Home for Incurables I 
Come, ye whoVe got from the sulphur 
springs benefit, 

And ^ut in your “mite’’ in the slot, which 
quite hold a pound, yet a shilling or 
penny fit. 

(You just ask the “ Stunner ! ”) 
The Duchess of Detonshire opened the fite 
and bazaar, driving over from Bolton, 
The Abbey, you know, a most picturesque 
show, which the tourist has got a firm 
“holt” on, 

(I use the vernacular !) 

Her Grace by her kirtle had good Dr. Myrtle, 
who unto the Tykes introduced her, 


And when that she pleaded for funds sorely 
needed I hoped there were few whoj 
refused her. I 

iTbat ’ s neat and oracular I ) 

The good Yorkshire Post says the Home may 
well boast of much honoured names as 
subscribers, 

And Alderman Fortune (appropriate name I) 
and Savert (two blameless bribers 
Of folks to do duty) 

Spake up for the Home. Shall poor in- 
valids roam, in pain, and alone and 
untended, 

When at brave Harrogate it may be their 
kind fate to be doctored, and fed, and 
befriended ? 

(By Wisdom and Beauty I) 

Doctors Myrtle and Solly, it makes me feel 
jolly— by sulphur wells made sulphur 
weller— 

To say a good word! Mr. Joshua Whit- 
worth— Hon. Sec. —is “a jolly good 
feUer” 

(And so’s Miss M. Smith). 

The Leeds Engineers’ Band was all there, gay 
and grand, and Sir— what was it ? — ^na I 
—Matthew Dodsworth, 

Hot lengthily clatters about such Hr me 
matters, he knows what a wink or a nod’s 
worth 

(In point there is pith). 

Ob, Myrtle! Oh. Black! Should I ever 
come back to that doctor-ruled, sulphur- 
drenched region, . 


May potions and baths, and those brisk ; 
platean-paths cure my pains as before, 
though they ’re legion 

(And spare me that narrow gate). 

But— here ’s to that Home for Incurables 1 
Rome was not built in a day, so they 
teU us. 

But Charity always beginneth at home, and 
I ’d say, if Bath will not be jealous — 
That Home is— at Harrogate ! 


a. E. D. 

[Mr. Chamberlain said that Sir E. Ashmead- 
Bartlbtt “ appeared to be intellectually iacapable 
of distingmshmg between charges and proof.’"] 

What, only just found out that fact P 
As soon expect sense &om Dame PartUt 
As reason, in speech or in act. 

From rash, indiscriminate Bartlett. 

In foreign affairs he ’s a ferret. 

But sense from his “ charge” holds aloof ; 
For all know that Silomio’s spirit, 

Is many degrees above “ proof ” ! 

We bear that the salmon-fishing season on 
the Dee has been a satisfactory one. Borne 
especially good sport w&s obtained in a pool 
“near Overton Bridge where the fish collected, 
when unable, owing to the lowness of the 
water, to get over the weir,” Notwithstand- 
ing an equal inabOifey of Members ** to get over 
the Weir,” Hiere was not much sport during 
the r6oentSe8sion“near Westminster Bridge.” 
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TORR-RESTIAL NOTES. 

Happy Thovglif. — ^Ilfracombe, just now. If it be a question of 
‘‘ Ways and Means, then Ilfraconibe offers you “the ways ” in tne 

matter of drives, walks, 
rides, excursions by 
— V rail, by sea, likewise by 

J river and road almost aef 

and some- 
limes by sea ad nau^ 
= ~ Sea - batbingr 

politics replied, wben 
1 1 ij ^ked wig be bel<mg^ 

f “There is in this world 
— 1!==^=^==^ nothing so good but 

what it is capable of improvement,” and Ilfracombe cannot claim 
I exemption from this rule of universal application. Should an 
I Ilfracombe-ination require suggestions, mine are at the service of 
i the I, I. 0. (Ilfraeombe Improvement Committee). 

I On a bench at the summit of the Torrs sat three Elders. Oray- 
bearded and full of confidence in their own wisdom. On another 
1 bench facing them sat a cherry- cheeked maiden of some nineteen 
summers, evidently an elder sister in charge of a little brother, with 
whom in a shy sort of way, as if old enough to know better, and yet 
unable to resist the temptation, she was sharing, with very evident 
relish, some succulent toffy recently extracted fiom one of the many 
“penny-in-the-slot” machines, which, as “ bits of colour,” are such 
bi^liant ornaments to the Torrs Walks, and such universal favourites 
with youth of all ages.^ The three Elders were disooursiug on ^ 
mysteries of creation, with such a “eoek-sureness” of tone as seemed 
to imply that they themselves had been on some committee of manage- 
ment when the first id^ of making this particular planet, called the 
world, had occurred to its Creator. “These rocks,” said one grandly, 
** v€re in existence long before the date assigned to the creation.” 
Whereat the toffy-suoBng girl sniggered foolishly as if somehow 
personally implicated, wMe the boy stared, open mouthed, with 
tony, yet untasted, in his dexter hand. “IS'o one,” observed the 
second Elder, blandly, his eyes on the maiden, — ^not by any means 
a Susanna but rather a fairly educated Awn ret, — “no one now 
accepts the Mosaic account of Creation as given in Q-enesis.” The 
W looked^ up, inquiringly, at his sister. The girl giggled hash- 
fmly as if, in presence of so much learning and such reverend seniors, 
she were suddenly somewhat ashamed of the home-teaching she had 
received, and in which her trust had never been shaken, at least 
until this minute. The third Elder, his eye too on the girl and hoy, 
—and perhaps the toffy, —now joined in. “ It is absurd,” quoth 
he, sumemely, “to believe that this” — ^here with a wave of his hand 
he took in air, earth, sky, and all the points of the compass — ** was 
made in six days.” Then both hoy and girl sniggered at one another, 

I simpose they teach you that all this,” said the third Elder, 
swaightly ad^essmg the giil, and again explaining his allusion to 
the universe by wavmg his right hand about with an all-emhracing 
gesture, that this was made in six days, eh ? ” With a demure 
®“ly the damsel admitted that her education on the 

suhje^ had tended in the direction indicated. The three Elders 
regarded one another with a sad, despondent air, as though here 
were another cas^f crass i|moraiie9 which they had a special mission 
to eiJighten. “ Why,” said the second Elder, “ the Ctoese here 
the Jittle p(w became suddenly interested — “the Chinese possess 
records which reach back to a date anterior, by some thousands of 
years, to that popularly assigned by Christians to the creation of the 
world. The girl opened her eyes, hnt the hoy, having lost hi a sud- 
denly awakened interest in the Chinese (probably he had expected 
some stones about the war with Japan, or another tale of Aladdin), 
had Ms^ed his toffy-suckmg process. At this point my oompaniou, 
who had ^en ndgetting on our bench, suddenly out in and took a 
hand. You wmmd me, Sir,” said he, quite pleasantly, speaking 
to the se^nd Elder, but addressing aU three, ‘^of the ancient and 
royal msh faim^ of 0 Toole, whose records, as you will of course 
remember, went back for some miDions of years ; and in which, at a 
comparatively late date, occurred the famous entry, ‘JST.B.— Abont 
this toe the world was created.^ ” As this was told with perfect 


pee wise men 
rcphete when 


^ere IS a danger of the toth being told by Mde$, as to Jean of 
being no heaven-descended prophet hut only her common- 
place peasant- horn son. So girl and boy departed, laughing, to 
more sweets, and perhaps to recount at home the Irish story, 
which, thank heaven, is more likely to dweH in their memory th^ 


is the second-hand philosophy “falsely so-called” of the Three 
Wise Men of the Mountain, 

Kodakers everywhere. Bathing, walking, resting, admiring the 
scenery, no matter what you are doing, out pops Mr., Mrs., with the 
Misses and Masters Kodakbe, ^d you are taken in the act. The 
snap-shooting season is at its height. 

Startling to see staring adver^sement over a shop in the Arcade, 
“ Hark Hoorn for Amateurs,'*^ Sounds like a punishment. Bad 
amateur actor, or entertainer, sentenced to dark room would, proba- 
bly, deserve it, 

* He 

The visitor to the delightful Torrs can have one penn’orth or two 
penn’orth of Torrs. Twopence is the top price. Well worth it, as a 
treat, now and then. Ordinarily penn’orth of Torrs will suffice. 
There should he shelters on the Torrs. Immediate attention of 
1. 1. C. requested. 

* 

H: * 

The hedges in the lanes are redolent of honey- suckle ; and the 
Torrs Walks are sweet with honey-mooners. 

* He 

Beware of taking too much of the cream of Devon. “ Is it possible 
to take too much ? ” asks my friend and companion, to whom ^If a 
pound of it at breakfast, another half-pound at lunch, and a third at 
dinner, are but as a dozen natives, at a single sitting, to a champion 
devottrer of hivalves. I cannot resolve my friend’s question. But, 
after emulating, as far as my limited powers would permit me, his 
excellent example, I had the following curious dream. For particu- 
lars, see next paragraph, 

* 

* * 

The Dream, — ^I was seated opposite a lady, popular alike in the 
social and political world, whom I will designate as “Lady Jay,” 
It was at a dinner-party, I think, though it might have been some 
other sort of entertainment, as there seemed to me to be, between 
Lady Jay and myself, the narrow width of a very long table, the 
ends of which were out of sight. This table was covered with a 
1 white clothjUot too clean ; and there were no knives, forks, plates, 
or dishes. The room was inconveniently crowded by persons, inex- 
trioahly mixed up, none of whom, however, incom- 
^ moded us in the least, or, indeed, seemed to take 
i the slightest notice of our preseuee. Somehow, this 'ITii 

) struck me as delicate conduct on their part. Lady 
} J AY was insisting that an Archimandrite could, or 
^ could not, do something or other officially. But, 
j having more than once demonstrated to Lady Jay 
. that this act, whatever it was, had no essential 
, bearing on his clerical position, 1 continued to take 
L very slight interest in the discussion; at least, I .M IlMHH k 
; thought I did not, until, on Lady Jay suddenly 
, becoming dreadfully in earnest, and most positive ^ Iff pj| 

L as to her being in the right, a Whip of the late MM ffi 9- 
L Government, whose name I could not recall, hut ^ 

i with whose lineaments I was perfectly familiar, 
interposed some conciliatory remarks. Then Mr. Gladstone, in 
, the absence, unaocountahly sudden, of both Lady Jay and the 
t Government Whip, strode up and down on the hearth-rug, rubbing 
: the back of his head with his left hand ; whereupon I became aware 
) that we were no longer wherever I had been until the appearance of 

> Mr, Gladstone on the scene, hut that we were in the library of the 
5 Prime Minister’s official residence in Downing Street. I was seated 
j in an odd sort of spider-legged arm-chair, Mr. Gladstone, bringing 
L himself to a halt, trnned round, and asked me, pointedly, ‘^Whether 
) I could play the piano.” Being rather nettled at the tone of this 
i inquiry, which seemed to imply a doubt of my proficiency as a pianist, 
[ I replied, somewhat testily, Certainly ; rattier better than Beet- 
\ HOVEN.” Apparently satisfied with my answer, Mr. Gladstone said 
• that “ if I would oblige him by not continuing my discussion with 
[ Lady Jay, in which I had been,” he admitted, “ absolutely right” — 
, and here he made some facetious allusion as to ladies in general, of 
, which I could not catch one word — “ I should,” he went on, “ have 
L a seat in the CdbineV^ Oddly enough, this offer of his did not strike 
: me as anything so very extraordinary ; and I at once replied, “ No, 
L thank you, I’d rather not.” But Mr. Gladstone would take no 
i refusal; he said, “I have come to a decision on this subject,” and 
i then abruptly disappeared, through the wall. Whether it was a few 
; mmutes, or hours, afterwards, I could not for the life of me deter- 
; mme, being only conscious of some time having elapsed, before I found 

myself avenueontheBayswater side of H 3 rdePark, walking up and 

L down with Mr. John Mo^et. Our oonversauon there was, I suppose, 
L on the subject of Bulgaria, as this topic was continued by us in a kind 
^ of narrow box-room, with hat-pegs on the walls, on wrdch hattiing- 
- towels were suspended; there were also tranks on the floor, and 

> school-desks all about, on one of which Mr. Mobley rested bis elbow, 
, swaying himself backwards and forwards like a pendulum, while 
L always talkiag to me (I was seated on a box), and uttering platitudes 
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about Bulgaria. I iutemmted him by saying curtly, “ It is no use 
talking to me like that, as / am in the CahineV^ Mr. John Morlet 
■was staggered; but, recovering himself, he turned to Herbert 
Q-ardner (to whom I apologised for not remembering his title, widle 
he. sitting on a smaller box, smilingly refused to enlighten me), and 
asked for corroboration of my statement. Whereupon I produced 
an autograph letter o/Mr. Gladstone’s to ma, which entirely satisfied 
Mr. John Morlet, who, having handed it to Herbert Gardner, 
now candidly disclosed the schemes of the Government on the subject 
in question, puttinsr forcibly before me “ how we are going to deal 
with BulgarxaP Not a single word of what he said could I under- 
stand. Still, as a member of the Cabinet, I felt bound to give bis 
explanations my gravest attention, my ditnculty being not to expose 
my hopeless ignorance by any inappropriate question. It was with 
some new-born sense of importance that I found we were once again 
in Lady Jay’s company, tins time in her drawing-room, and seated 
in a low chair, while John Mobley had brought with him the school- 
desk, on which he was still leaning his elbow, and still swaying and 
swinging like a pendulum. Lady J ay was all for resuming her dis- ’ 
cussion about the Archimandrite, refusing to credit the assurances 
given by Mr. Mobley (balancing himself on his elbow) and myself as 
to my being in the Cabinet secrets. At this point rushed in someone, 
who was dtemately Herbert Gardner and a Ponsonby, until he 
settled down into being Herbert Gardner for certam, who 
exclaimed excitedly, “I have just seen Mr, Gladstone! He says, 

‘ It is absurd to suppose that his letter ever meant anything of the 
sortl^^^ I quietly demanded the restoration of Mr. Gladstone’s 
letter to me ; so did Mr. John Mobley. The protean representative 
of Herbert Gardner or Ponsonby, or anybody else, replied simply, 
“ I haven’t got it.” This seemed to perfectly satisfy everybody, and 
no further questions being forthcoming, Lady Jay seized the oppor- 
tunity to declare triumphantly, addressing me personally— John 
Mobley and the protean representative having disappeared— how 
she had “ ascertained from a Cardinal that ” , , . . But what was 
the solution of the di£6.eulty, or what was the original difficulty itself, 
I shall never know in this world, though I may do so in the World 
of Dreams, as here I awoke, and was so impressed ■with the reality 
of the events that had passed, and with the present necessity for 
recording them, that I at once entered them in my note-book, and 
here they are. 


CABBY; OR, REMINISCENCES OF THE RANK AND THE ROAD. 

(By ” Sansom Jackf) 

No. III.-SPORT-THE OVAL-GOOD OLD W. G. 

Sportsman f You bet! Where’s the Cabby as isn’t? It’s born 
in the bones of us, somehow, I fancy. 

’Ighly improper, I s’pose ; but life ’s dull, and it’s livened by some- 
thing a httle bit ehancey. 

Trying your luck’s a temptation to most of us, own it or not. Wy, 
there ’s old Billy Barlow 

Got as excited at winiung a pig in a raffle as though ’e ’ad broke 
Monty Carlow. 

Wot did ’c want with a pig ? Bat ’twas pickings. Pifty-to-one 
chance pulled off ; that ’s wot done it. 

Bill swears ’is crock once run third in some ’Andicap. Wouldn’t ’e 
like to ’ave o-^yned it, and run it ? 

I ’ave drove cast-offs myself before now, broken-down old bits of 
blood. Ah! it’s rummy 

How “cracks”— of all sorts— come down in this world. It’s fur 
easier, p’r’aps, to be cocktail or dummy. 

Still Hike “form,” and I cannot help backing 
it, when there’s a chance, in a oss most 
^ pertikler. 

^ But all kinds o’ sport cum excitin’ to me, down j 
from racin’ to cricketin’,— J ’m not a 
stickler. 

Pew things more nicer, when summer sets in, 
^ chance fare out Kennington way in 
day-time. 

^ hoarding 
hours by St. Mark’s— ah! and more, 

WM lO during play-time, 

.. 111 Perched on my box with a heasy leg cock-over, 

. . Pm quite at ’ome in my private pavilion, 

(That ’s wot I call it), a puffing my briar. Ah I 
- * cricket ’s the sport, after all, for the 

idBion. 

Slap over frc m ’Arleyford Eoad to the Gasworks, I sweep the whole 
field and pay nothink. Wy> bless yer, 

Young Thornton once slogg^ a hoff-ball through my winder as 
cost me two boh,— and 1 stood it with pleasure. 


Seen Gbace spank np more than one of ’is centuries, done “ while 
I waited,’’ most kind, like boot-soleing, 

I know the old “ Surrey Hing,” and its chaff; and I ’m not a bad 
judge of a hit of good bowling. 

Lor! when the Maybiossom’s out, and Grace in, ■with young 
Richardson pounding away at ’is wicket, 

Jack isn’t eager tor no blooming fare as ■will take ’im away from the 
pick 0* the cricket. 

Well I remember that blue-giUed old buffer as wanted “ King’s 
Cross, and look sharp ! ” quite steroato 
As Tenor Tim calls it. ’E weighed sixteen stun, and ’ad got a 
round face Hke a blooming tomato. 

“ Engaged, Sir ! ” I arnswers. quite heasy and haffable. Lor I ’ow ’e 
fumed, did that angry old josser. 

Talked to me like a Dutch uncle, ’e did, or some Hemperor snubbin’ 
a fourpenny dosser. 

“Engaged, Sir, who by?”— “Jfisier Grflsce,”! 

sez, artful, a-tipping the wink on the sly to ^ 

the Peeler. 

“ Hordered me sharp for six-thirty, hay, con- 
stable?” “ Right,” sez the Slop. “Better 
try a four-wheeler. ^ 

Afternoon’s ’ot, and you’re not a lightweight, 

Sir I ” Oh lor ! ’ow old crumpet-face slanged ( 

me and cricket. 2/ ) 

Swore ’e’d ask W.^ G. if ’twos true, and ’e 
wanted to call *im away from the wicket ! 

‘ ‘ Oh, shut your face and eat snuffers ! ” I sez ; for ^ 

the howling j ust then was a-bein’ fair collared, ^ . 

And I ’ad missed two or three boundary ’its, all along o’ this 
“ fare,” as ’e fioundered and hollered. 

“ You ain’t no sportsman ! ” That finished ’im proper, for ’e was a 
deacon, it seemed, out by Stockwell ; 

And didn’t know Ladas from lucky Sir Visto^ or Shrewsbury’s 
“ out ” from the “ drive ” of young Brockwell. 

Well, I <?o get cricket- cracks for my fares. How the crowd gathers 
round wi^ their eyes all a-glisten I ^ , , , , 

And ’ow big I feel ; and lor ! wot a temptation to look through the 
trap for a squint or a listen. t ^ v .j. .v 

I ’ve often druv Bishops and Premiers and such ; hut I doubt if the 
whole ’Ouse o’ Lords took together, , 

Would match— say, Tom Say:^, or Stoddart or Grace after one of 
their six hours’ slamhanging the leather. 

Sportsman f Oh yes, in my own ’umble way. But I ain’t got the 
fever like Jerey-go-Nimblb I 

Poor Jerry! ’E camH resist no sort of gamble, from Derby or 
Oaks to the pea and the thimble. 

Mad on it, Jerry is. Bad when it ’s that way, the mischief in fack 
I like sport and a flutter 

> A hit within bounds ; and if faint the best biz, — ^well there, life, 
after all, isn’t all bread-and-butter ! 


“ Hail, divinest Melancholy I ” Decidedly the town of Penarth 
must adopt this Miltonian line as its motto. At a meeting of the 
Public Works Committee of the District Council, a letter was read 
in which a citizen complained bitterly of the frivolous name given 'to 
the street wherein he had his habitation. Gay Street! How too 
shocking ! “ The whole neighbourhood objected to it,” and not even 
the assurance that the thoroughfare had merely been thus designated 
out of compliment "fco a noble lady of the locality, whose Christian 
name was “ Gay,’’ served to allay the righteous inmgnation. Away 
■with ■the demoralizing title and the base insinualion borne with it ! 
It was proposed that the street— being in the vicinity of All Saints— 
he known for the future as “ Amen Corner,” a name suitable to the 
unswerving sobriety and solemnity of the city. The prowsal was 
put to the vote and carried with only a couple of dissentients, Is it 
possible that there are even two Penjithians in favour of gaiety ? 

A Matter of “Goesb.”— Why will picnicers persist in '^ing 
so carriess? The Liverpool Courier reports that a paity of thmn 
succeeded in setting fire to and destroying some 200 of gowe on 
land belonging to Lord Cholmondblby and Sir Philip otet 
Egerton, at Broxton Hills, in Cheshire. Not only was the furze 

S letely burnt, hut a “valuable fox cover” wa« also dettroyM. 

es of Jorrocks, and his huntsman, James Ftgg, the 

“ canny ” Novoeastrian I Pity that these reckless al fresco diners— 
ready enough with their inaignant n^ntment if turned off any 
domain— co3d not he apprehended, and summarily dealt with. 
Sportsmen will echo the words— adapted to the case in pmt— in 
Mandley Cross, “ Cnt ’em down, and hang ’em up to dry I 
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THE CONTRARINESS OF THINGS. 

UTTLE Trip oy ottes to Boitloonb never came off, after aiii I* 
She, **]NOTHINa ever dona come OFP—BXOBPT BVTT0N81 '* 


STRICTLY ACCORDING TO PRECEDENT. 

of a Bonivmc& fownd hitmen Fle^ 
Street arid the Kaatshill MomMim,) 

B.TP Yan Winkie had slept (thanks to a 
hypnotic trance) for a considerable time. On 
opening his eyes he called for a paper. He 
eagerly glanced through the coSimns, and 
was absolutely baffled by the nature of their 
contents. 

'L matter ? ” asked a bystander, 

who had watched his movements, not without 
amusement. “ Can I help you ? ” 
ii sleeper awakened. 

i^en I commenced my slumbers all the 
world was talking about the Armenian ques- 


tion. Pray tell me, are the Powers going to 
coerce the Turks ? ” 

“Ho one knows, and no one cares,” was 
the prompt reply. 

“ And then there was the excitement about 
our rektion with the French in Africa. Will 
the maitter lead to internal ional compli- 
cations?” ^ 

J‘^F,l?ood fellow, the matter does not 
attract the smallest attention.” 

“Once more, there was the boom in gold 
mines. Surely that is a topic of interest to 
some one?” 

^ fancy not,” came the answer. 

Perhaps a few stockbrokers think about it— 
but I doubt it.” 

“And how about the reserve of ammuni- 


tion? HaveVe gotfenough Cordite powder 
or have we not ? ” 

“Eeally I don’t know, and don’t care,” 
smilingly replied the person Eip had accosted. 

“ And how about the Shahzada ? ” 

“ I believe His Highness has left England, 
but the movements of the Afghan Prince 
remain nowadays unreported in the daily 
papers.” 

“ You astonish me ! ” exclaimed Rip. 
“Does nothing interest you ? ” 

X“Well, not such out-of-date matters as 
those to which you have referred. My good 
friend, you are taking of things that hap- 
pened ages— or to be quite accurate, about 
three weeks— ago. They belong to the past,” 

“ Then what is now engaging your atten- 
tion ? ” 

“Why, one subject to the exclusion of 
all others— how to spend the recess ! ” 

“ Oh, indeed ! ” exclaimed Rip ; and being 
a reasonable sort of person he again sought 
the good services of the hypnotist and went 
to sleep, hoping to return to consciousness 
when his countrymen had finished their 
hohday. 


THE THEEE GHOIES. 

A Song of the 1727id musical meelmg of the Three 
Choirs of Qloucestery Worcester and Hereford^ 
which opens ai Gloucester on Tuesday ^ Sept, 10 . 

Am— “ The Three Ravens 
Thebe are Three Choirs— melodious three !— 
Down’^a-dovm-a^down^hey-down ! 
They are as fine as fine can be. 

With a down ! — 

They’re going at Gloucester for to meet. 

By Tubai Cadst, they ’re bad to beat. 

With a down^ derry^ derry down! 

Gloucester— Worcester— Hereford I Three 1 1 1 
Down-^a-down^ &c. 

Hear them perform the “ Mrss in C ” I 
With a down I — 

CowEN, ScHtiTZ, Parrt, Lloyd, Macpareen I 
You bet your boots they won’t be barren I 
With a down, <S*c. 

Albani strong, clear Edward Lloyd I 
Down^a-down, ^'C, 

Ben Davies— won’t he be enjoyed ? — 

With a down ! — 

And then there ’s clever W. Hann, 

A brick, as fiddler or as man ; 

With a down, ^c. 

Again, Miss Rosalind Ellicoit I 
Down~a~down, ^c. 

That Bishop’s daughter knows what ’s what. 
With a down ! — 

Then C. Lee Williams, Gloucester’s pride, 
Conducts — ^himself and all beside. 

With a down, 8^c, 

They ’ll all go ofi, each Great Old Gun, 
bown-^a-down, ^c,, 

Handel, Beethoven, Mendelssohn,— 

With a down / — 

Hor, ’midst the old Titanic lot, 

Shall Henry Purcell be forgot. 

With a down, ^c. 

Ah! well-a-day! London admires, — 

Dotjon-a-down-a-down-hey-down • 
This Festival of the Three Choirs. 

With a down ! — 

So heaven spare; music for to foster, 
Hereford, Worcester, “ Good old Gloucester I ” 
With-a-down^derry-derry-'derry- 
derry^down ! 


Hews from the Provinces.— A gentleman 
who was trying to cut a joke hurt himself 
severely. He says he will never agtin 
attempt the experiment, and his family exp ess 
themselves satisfied. 
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li \J street Arabs and gutter-snipes have a smack 

m ISTeverohts and 

^ y Kota3les of tbe time. 

Afew Notable. Sir John, you do me proud I 
Mr. Neverout. Out on this pestilent, level- 
ling democracy^ which brings even wit to its last refuge, the gutter I 
Cohnel Alwvt. Better lie^ like Sheridan, with Wit in the gutter, 
than perch, like H— y, with Dulness on the Woolsack I ” 

Mr. Neverout. Egad! Miss Kotable has wit at will. 

Miss Notable. And Mr. Unveroxjt would be Echo, were he not 
Karcissus. 


A HASTY INFERENCE. 

** And, mb dear, ib ye foind Misthress a bit hot-tempered 

AT TOIMES, TE MUSTN’T MOIND IT. ThE FaMILY HAVE BLACK BLOOD 
IN THEIR VEINS, JuST LOOK AT THEM PORTRAITS OP THEIR AN- 
CESTORS 1 ” 


ANOTHER DIALOGUE OF THE NIGHT. 

Scene — The Shades at Nightfall, Swiftian Interlocutors as before, 

Mr. Neverout {reading), “ I cannot but with some pride, and 
‘ much pleasure, congratulate with my dear country, which has out- 
done jQl the nations of Europe, in advancing the whole art of 
conversation to the greatest height it is capable of reaching.” 

Colonel Alwit, Ha ! ha ! ha I So wrote the Dean in the Eighteenth 
Century. I wonder what he would say now ! 

Mr, Neverout (continuing), “The whole 

f genius, humour, politeness, and eloquence of 
England are summed up in it.” 

Miss Notable. Oh la 1 Let anyone now 
take a matron down to dinner, or sit out a 
dance with a pretty girl ! 

Lord SparJcish, “ The whole genius, 
humour, politeness, and eloquence of Eng- 
land” must have gone out with full- 
bottomed wigs and hocmed petticoats* 

Lady Answerall. 1 protest that a neat 
repartee, or a “ smart turn of wit or 
humour,” is the rarest of things nowadays. 
Lord Smart, Save among cabmen and 

Sir John Linger. Faith, my Lord, your 
street Arabs and gutter-snipes have a smack 


Lady Smart. Humph! We’ve had the “humour” and the 
“ politeness,” now for the eloquence, 

Mr, Neverout. “ Chloe, of every coxcomb jealous, 

^ ^ Admires how girls can talk with fellows.” 

Miss Notable. In dinner’s blanks, in dancing’s whirls. 

The fellows cannot talk with girls. I 

Lord i^arkish. Well capped, i’ faith ! I 

Sir John Linger. Will me New W^oman talk, I wonder ? 

Lady Answerall, Nay; as she claims all Man’s special privileges, 
from votes to cigarettes, from bicyles^ to latch-keys, she will hardly 
forego his most cherished and distinctive one— taciturnity I 

Mr. Neverout, There was a travelling fellow awhile ago who hung 
himself up in a cage in the tropical forests, to study the language 
of — ^moi^eys. Why did not he turn his attention to the equsdly 
scanty, inarticulate, and unintelligible utterance of that Society 
Simian, the haw-haw “ Masher” — is not that the term for an up- 
to-date dandy, my Lord P— of the banquet and the ball-room ? 

Lady Smart, Ah I now the eloquence-tap is turned on I 

Mr, Neverout. But not like the Mulberry One’s, at the main, your 
Ladyship ! 

Miss Notable. Ah I if they had hut companies to turn on talk at 
pleasure, as they do gas and water I 

Colonel Alwit, As it is, it comes like fountains in the desert or Trafal- 
gar Square — only in intermittent spurts and squirts, not like the water 
company’s never-failing service, on the “ constant supply” system. 

Sir John Linger, Humph I An East-end dshmonger s comment 
might throw some light on that subject, Colonel. 

Lady Sparkish. WeU, Sir John, we must admit that the growth 
of Science keeps pace with the spread of Stupidi^, So doubtless the 
tme will soon come when pocket-phonographs will obviate the neces- 
sity of individual vocal efforts, and leave men to give undivided atten- 
tion to their dinners, matrons to their daughters’ marriage-chances, 
maidens to the marriageable men, and marriageable men to their — 
moustaches! 

^ Mr, Neverout, TTnless, indeed, when we know all we shall be 
silent about everything. 

Lord Sparkish, ^uite likely, my dear Neverout. Abeady talk 
—except in spurts and spasms— is confined mainly to childhood— first 
or second. Of the Seven Ages of Man— I say nought about Woman, 
ladies !— why, the first and last only are loquacious. 

Lady Smart, In which of the two garrulous stages would you 
place Parliament, my Lord ? 

Lord Sparkish, The Commons in the former ; the Lords in the latter. 

Colonel Almt, And the Hibernian Members ? 

Lord Sparkish. Oh, faith I an “ iligant ” blend of both! ! ! 

Lady Answerall, WeU, I agree with sweet William’s Gratiano^ 
that — “ Silence is only commendable 

In a neat’s tongue dried, and a maid not vendible.” 

ilfr. Neverout. While your Ladyship speaks, speech wiU ever be 
I sUvern I 

Miss Notable. And silence is not yet golden— in the Shades. 


A BATTLE IN A SODA-WATER BOTTLE. 

It appears that the enterprising commanders of the Royal ArtiUery 
stationed at Dover have recently been getting themselves disliked by 
the members of the National Alliance of Mineral Waters Associa- 
tions (Limited), by producing gaseous waters at the canteen under 
their control, and offering them for sale to their comrades in garrison. 
According to a story laid before the Secretary of State for War, the 
representatives of the scientific branch of the army in question have 
had dealings with the gaUant West Surrey and the equally gaUant 
West Riding, much to the disgust of the trading producers of non- 
alcoholic compounds. The 3rd Battalion of the King’s Own Rifle 
Corps (late 60th) are also at Dover, but there is no evidence to 
show that these warriors have preferred “R. A. aerateds” to 
brands as yet better known to the consumers of effervescing 
drinks. According to the Daily Telegraphy this labour, savouring 
more of peace than of war, enabled the controllers of the camion to 
contribute some £40 m prizes to the garrison sports held at Dover on 
Saturday last. Whether the finance game was worth the athletic 
candle is a matter that must be decided by military experts quali- 
fied to weigh the respective advantages of burning “villainous 
sal^tre” and preparing that exhilarating liquid known amon|rst 
civilians as “fizzle.” Admittedly, lemonade and its companiou 
“ ginger pop” when they ecintillate are grateful drinks, but it would 
scarcely be advisable if through the, no doubt, well intentioned efforts 
of those oonoemed, the Royal Artillery gained an equally appropriate 
hut less impressivo designation. It would indeed be a sad thing if it 
ever became necessary for some Q-eneral to have to sing out^ “Here, 
you Sir, in command of those Royal Cinger Pop^unners, limber up 


time of peace would souud iucongm 
uttered in the hideous hour of war. 
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THE CRICKET THREE. 

Great Grace to young: 
Maclaeen yields his 
place, 

And E.ANJITSTNHJI fol- 
lows after Grace. 

Mid Harrow’s noblest sons 
let Mac be reckoned, 
Who tops the list with 
such a mighty second. 

And well I know that Rant- 
jit’s fan3.e will stand 
Firm and secure on 
India’s coral strand. 

Oft have I seen upon the 
level sward 

That ’s owned, or used to 
be, by Mr. Lord, 

While countless thousands, 
watching ball and bat. 
Rang out loud cheers and 
waved th’ applausive 
hat, 

Oft have I seen that 
cricketer or this 
Bat, howl, or field, or 
catch (or even miss). 

And oft, astounded by some 
piece of play. 

Have marked with letters 
red th’ auspicious day ; 

Tet ne’er before three 
heroes have I seen 
More apt and splendid on 
the well-rolled green; 

Men of one skill, thongh 
varying in race, 
Maolaren, Ranjit- 
PiNHJi, Grand Old 
Gbace. 


Old Saw Re-set. 

Mb. Georoe Hathaniei 
C uBzoN [zon,” 

May he a “superior pur- 

But Mr. Tommy Gibson 
Bowles 

Is the sturdiest of souls ; 

! And “ those who at Bowles 
will play 

Mnst expect mhhers,” — so 
men say I 




“ Mamma-a-a ! Boo-hoo 1 


MUCH ADO. 

Wb *s ortino ! Tom UP ’tairs an’ see what *s 

DE MATTER WIV US 1 ” 


THE LAY OF THE 
LANCASHIRE LASS. 

[“ What will Lancashire 
think to- day when she rea ds t he 
declarations of Lord Georoe 
Hamilton and Mr, A. J Bal- 
four P MeT<yury^ 

Oh, was it for this that I 
rushed to the poll 
To register votes for the 
Tories ? 

When they told me repeal 
was the Unionist goal, 
Were they tales of (Stan) 
hope, or mere stories? 
The snare of the Fowler 
they ’d help me to scape 
They vowed— on each Lan- 
cashire platform. 

But Indian Finance their 
exeupe? A poor jape 1 
I thought they would rise 
above that form I 
Oh, Arthur, oh, Georgie I 
Reeds broken and rotten 
I fear yon are both, on 
reviewing it. 

You hinted at taking those 
duties off cotton. 

You don’t seem to cotton 
to doing it I 

And now, when I’m trying 
your pity to move. 

Why seem yon so deaf to 
my prayers ? 

Perhaps yon are bound to 
dissemble your love. 

But oW—must you kick 
me down stairs ? 

That excellent associa- 
tion, the Society of Women 
Journalists, has just issued 
its first annual report. 
From this interesting docu- 
ment, the world learns that 
the members have derived 
many benefits from a body 
that could justly adopt the 
motto of “ Defence, not 
Defiance.” The institution 
very properly claims for 
the authoress the right to 
receive no wrong. 


OUE BOOKING-OEFICE. 

I HAVE jnst finished Napoleon et las femmes ^ by FredtIbic Masson. 
On the cover is “ dix-huitieme idition,^^ which shows what a success 
the book has obtained. The author is an apologist for Napoleon. 
The Emperor can do no wrong. What in the private individual is 

f rank blasphemy, is, to this author, in the 
Emppror only a pardonable weakness. 
Whatever Napoleon may have been as 
the “Man of Destiny ” and as the greatest 
military genius of his time, he was, if 
most of these stories be true, as a man, a 
satyr, a cad (there is no other English 
word for it), and a snob. Satyr he was 
apparently always ; satyr and cad in cer- 
tain instances, especially as regards the 
“ Walewska affair,” in which so many 
personages took part; everyone of them 
outraging morality, and all disregarding 
the sacr^ness of marriage; though to 
Madame Walewsra herself must be ap- 
portion^ the least share of the guilt in 
which all were steeped up to the hilt, Madame Walewska. yielded 
heis^ as a victim to a most cruel combination of circumstances ; and 
of this Napoleon availed himself to the utmost. It was in his power 
to have behaved as a gentleman for once, but he allowed the oppor- 
tunity to slip* That he appears, on one occasion, to have permittod 
a poor temfied, artless victim to escape is put forward trium- 
ph^tly by hU apologist as a proof of Ms magnanimity ; but even a 
satiated animal will refuse food, though if the food be in Ms posses- 


sion he will play the dog in the manger. He had a tigerish admi- 
ration for the deepest tragedy, and abhorred farce and comedy. He 
could play like a child with the one child of whom he hoped great 
things. Cad he was always, in his dealings with men and women. 
As an imperial cad he was toadied by his grovelling courtiers ; hut 
when there is much to he gained by toadying a cad, and every- 
thing to lose by not toadying Mm, all will be toadies from the 
highest to the lowest. The exceptions are rare. A thorong‘h snob 
did “the Corsican upstart” showMmself in Ms eager anxiety for 
recognition by the royal and aristocratic families of Europe, and by 
Ms servility to the Austrian Emperor, in order to obtain the hand 
of the Mgh-bom Marie-Louisb. If ever tyrant deserved defeat and 
disgrace Napoleon did so. Like Cardinal Wolset, what “best be- 
came Mm in Ms life was the leaving of it,” Those interested, and 
who is not, in “ the Napoleon Legend,” should not fail to read this 
! book, says The Studious Baron de Boob:- Worms. 


The annual “ Timmer ” Market, or Timber Fair, has been waking 
the echoes of sober Aberdeen “ with lively din,” The Aberdonian 
youth, so says the Bailii Free Pressj “ shook the nerves of peace- 
loving citizens by the mdeous and discordant noise of tin trumpets 
and corncrakes.” This is odd, for one might imagine that the Cale- 
donian ear, which attunes itself so easily, willingly, and often to 
the screeches of that national instrument of torture the bagpipe, 
would hail the comparatively soothing strains of tin trumpet and 
corncrake with eager enthusiasm. Not so, however. For the “ hra’ 
laddie ” the only music is that wMch is emitted by the bagpipe. It 
appeals to Ms delicate artistic sense, and, like a much advertised 
remedy, “ it touches the spot.” Vive la hag[pipe)atelle ! 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTBACTED FEOM THE DIAET OF TOBY, M.P. 

Home of Commons^ Monday^ Septemher 2 — A for Lords 

aEd C'^mmcBs to Fee Lo^d High Admiral Jokim feated between 



When in doubt, consult the Cap’en. 

Cap’en Tommy Bowles and Arnoid-Forstee, imhihing nava infor- 
mation at the pores, as Joey Ladle, in far-off-days, deep in the 
recesses of his employer's cellar, took his spirituous refreshment. 

“How haopy could I he with either were t’other instructor 
away/’ said Jokim, rubbing his pleased sides with rapturous 
content. “Or, hapmer still,” he added, sotto voce^ “if both would 
take themselves off.” 

In his secret heart the Cap'en looks upon Arnold-Forster as a 
landlubber. 

“ He wouldn’t,” he says, with fine scorn, “ know how to belay a 
sheet when a ship was stepping fore and aft under a booming north- 
wester. I’d lay a rope’s end to a bumboat-man’s back that he 
couldn’t pass a spare spar through the man-hole without first pulling 
up the trysail.” 

Arnold-Forster, on his part, snspects the Cap’en hasn’t seen 
nearly so much of the wild ocean as casual observations dropped by 
him may indicate. He makes much of certain variations in the ola 
salt’s story of how he came to lose his hand in the service of his 
country. There is, certainly, some doubt as to whether it was the 
Prince Consort or Albert Prince of Wales who sent him that 
famous letter accompanying the hook which at this day enables the 
Cap'en to overhaul the estimates. But this i« due rather to weaVh 
of experience than to poverty of veracity. Whfn a man has seen 
everything, gone so far, and knows so much as Tommy, he may he 
forgiven if occasionally he mixes up a name or two, a date, or an 
episode. 

Some uneasiness in ministerial circles last week upon observation 
of Macartney going about his country’s business in white ducks. 
These are, so to speak, Cap’en Tommy’s colours. Always ducks 
them when he goes on the warpath against the Admiralty. For 
the Secretary of all men, he the only man, to follow Tommy’s 
example in this respect didn’t look weU. Was said to be a hint to 
whom it might concern that if the department didn’t treat him with 
more respect, Macartney would carry over to the enemy his stored 


wealth of naval knowledge. Since Private Hanbuet got his 
stripes, and is now referred to in debate as “ The Honourable 
Corporal,” Cab’bn has no party. With MACAJtTNEr forming the 
nucleus of one, who knows what might not happen?^ 

Hou®e relieved to-night to find Secretary to Admiralty has hauled 
down sign of rewlt, and put on 
ordinary trousers. If there was any- 
thing in the incident, all is well 
now. That there may have been 
appears from the Cap’en's unusu- 
ally embittered tone when the 
subject is alluded to. 

“Call them ducks!” he cried in 
scorn. “ They were only white 
drawers. Ko member of this Hou’^e 
should attempt to walk up the floor 
in ducks unless he is prepared to 
keep on his domestic staff a man 
who has made the garment a life- 
long study ; who knows how to wash 
it, starch it, iron it, and, above all, 
to fold it up.” 

Business done. — Appropriation 
Bill brought in. 

Tuesday,— One decided advantage 
of change of position of sections of 
parties on formation of new Ministry 
18 to bring SiLOMio within reach of 
Hempbe a Joe s knobstick. In last 
ParJiameut, united against eommon 
enemy, Silomio was most deferen- 
tial to “my right hon. friend,” 
while Joseph’s respect for patriotic 
instinct of Swazi Chief, whote 
fathers, having come over with the 
Conqueror, went out in the Jfay- 
Jlower^ was pometimea past expres- 
sion. How Hfmprer Job has come 
into his kingdom ; his knobstick is 
exchanged for a sceptre, whilst 
Silomio begins to realise something 
of the feelings ot the Red Man when 
harried by his haughty ancestors. 
Like him, Silomio' s possesrions are 
taken from him. His Civil Lordship 
of the Admiralty is given to another, 
and that other the son of his former 


trusted right hon, friend. 
When, therefore, to - nischt 
SiLOAHO, from his arid exile 
below the gangway, ^ sings 
again his old song with its 
low lament — 

Swaziland, my Swaziland ! 


and when Hemprer Joe, to 
the delight of scoffers oppo- 
site, rolls him over and over, 
pinks his fluffy eloquence with 
scornful stiletto, no wonder he 
turns at bay. and reminds 
L Hemprer of things he said 
about Hercules Robinson at 
a time he sat untrammelled 
on Opposition benches. 

Shaft goes home. L’Hem- 
PRER very angry. “ A state- 
ment that ought not to be 
made,” he says, withering 
Silomio with direful look. 
Ministerialists loyally cheer; 
Opposition lightly laugh ; 
Silomio, buffeted on all sides, 
comforts himself with thoughts 
of faithful friends in far-off 
Swaziland. There is at least 
one spot on earth where he is 
appreciated. Soon he may 
shake off from his mocassins 
the dust of civilisation, and 
hie him thither. 



Swaziland, my Swaziland ! ’ 
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Business done, — ^Appropriatioa BOl read second time. 

Wednesda^,--Lo I the roor Indian Budget at last, ’Tis the poor 
relation of Parliamentary Bills. At commencement of every Session 
Members interested in India protest against Budget being postponed 
till very last hours, when most people are gone away, and those who 
remain are hopelessly weary. Secretart op State promises amend- 
ment Here we are something later than usual. Yesterday’s sitting 
was solemnly set apart for Indian Budget. Other things—CMtral, 
Cotton Duties -crowded it out. Meekly looks in to-day, hoping it 
doesn’t intrude. 

Strange peace fallen over House. Oeoeoie Hamilton’s voice 
echoes over spaces desolate as the outlook of the rupee. Not a single 
Irish Member left to object to anything. Por them the scene of 
conflict is transferred to Ireland. There the inoffensive Tim stands at 
bay, Justin McCarthy having at length dealt him that “good hard 
knock” the imminence of which E. It. lately forecast in these pro- 
phetic pages. There William O’Brien, with wet handkerchief 
mopping wetter eyes, tells stories ont of school of Tim’s nnnatural 
naughtiness when good Mr. G-. was bringing in his Home-Rnle Bill, 
and upon other enticing occasions. There patriots bang their 
brothers in pursuit of peace, and hate each other for the love of 
Ireland. 

“Did you ever,’’ I iu weak moment asked the unsympathetic 
Sase, “read The Dead of Clonmacnois^ a Oaelic lyric oi a time 
immemorial? There are two verses of the musical English ren- 
dering that haunt me when I listen to an Irish debate. 

In a quiet watered land, a land 
of roses, 

Stands Saint Kieran’s city 
fair; 

And the warriors of Erin in 
their famous generations 
Slumber there. 

Many and many a son of Conn 
the Hundred Fighter 
In the red earth lies at rest ; 
Many a blue eye of Clan Col- 
man the turf covers, 
Many a swan- white breast.” 

“ Prettjr,” said Sark, 
with quite unexpected 
approval. “ First Mne per- 
fection. But, you will ob- 
serve, the poet studiously 
refrains from afldrming the 
final extinction of the 
family of the estimable 
Conn. ‘Many ^d many 
a son,’ he says, in the red 
earth lies at rest. One at 
least is left. They in 
their time had Conn the 
Exit Toby. Hnndred Fighter. We 

have Tim the Hundred- 

Business <?one.— All. and-Fifty Fighter.” 

jTAwrfiefaj/.— Parliament prorogued. World must go round as 
best it may till February next. 



ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

In the London correspondence of a provincial paper it instated 
that “Lord Hothpield, who recently gave up the errors and 
heresies of Liberalism to seek security in Conservatism, has been 
elect^ a member of the Carlton. His characteristic exclamation on 
entering the club the fi.rst time after his election was, ‘ Thank Q-od, 
I can now have a quiet game of whist,’ meaning I suppose, that his 
mind was now at rest,” This explanation of Lord Hothpield’s 
meaning does credit to the ingenuity of the correspondent. It is a 
sublime spectacle, that of a Radical peer forswearing his errors 
merely that he may have a quiet game of whist at the Carlton. 
Such a coruscating specimen of the wit and wisdom of our here- 
ditary peerage should go far to reconcile even Mr. Labouchbre to 
the existence of the House of Lords. 


CoNPUSioN on your projprrammes, your turbulence, your diu : 

Your tattered mob of Radicals, how blind they are and lame. 

Lo^ HoTBpiEp proudly leaves your ranks, the Caxltou takes himin; 
Behold him in the whist-saloon enjoying of his game. 

Some men are led by" blighted hopes to leave the ancient fold. 

And some hy mere conviction, and some by thirst for fame ; 

And some because the Government were far too f(md of gold ; 

Lord ’HoTHPiBLD quits the Radicals because he wants a game. 


A quiet game his Lordship loves ; ex-Radical and peer, 

With what a wealth of irony he puts his foes to shame ; 
And Labbt’s self amazed forbears the customary sneer, 
When Hothpield in the Carlton sits enjoying of his game. 


I HAVE been reading about the harvest festivals 
with which the country has been lately teeming. 

They are all made on one pattern. The interior 
of the building is very tastefuRy adorned with 
fruit and foliage, supplied by friends connected 
with the church and others. The subject of one 
reverend gentleman’s discourse in the morning is, 

“Put in the sickle.” In the afternoon another 
reverend gentleman discourses on “A stroll 
through a corn-field,’’ and in the evening a third 
clergyman poses his congregation with the 
question, “ What shall be done with the 
tares?” Thank-offerings in aid of the church 
funds are then taken, the choir sings special 
harvest hymns, and somebody invariably “ presides ” at the organ. 


The temptations of the fruit are sometimes, I am sorry to say, 
irresistible, I have seen an absent-minded landed proprietor steadily 
pluck and eat his way through a whole hunch of grapes, while the 
preacher held forth on the symbolic meaning attached to fruit. The 
attention of the congregation, I need hardly say, was breathlessly 
concentrated not on the preacher, but on the devonrer of the grapes. 
At a festival I attended last year, the fruits of the earth were 
represented by dead rabbits on the window-sills of the church. 


By the way, why does one always “ preside” at the organ ? At 
the first blush there would not seem to be anything peculiarly 
presidential about the playing of the instrument, hut then I may he 
didl. For instance, I have never yet understood why young 
toWoonists are always alluded to as “ oommenoing.” Other traders 
are content to begin or to start, but a tobacconist must apparently 
“ commence” or be eternally disgraced. 



Oh, dealer in the latest brand 
Of Clare and Maduro, 

Ooe question agitates our land, 
From Ballater to Truro. 

In Belfast I have heard it put, 
Where men the Home Rule 
whim rue ; 

’Tis asked amid our London 
soot, 

And in the realms of Cymru. 

On gray St, Andrews’ windy 
links, 

So niblicKy and cleeky ; 

In far Glenlivet, famed for 
drinks; 

In Auld Athenian Reekie. 


Where Cornwall’s rook - hound 
coast defies 

The surge of the Atlantic, 

One puzzle - question takes the 
prize, 

And drives the public frantic. 
One matchless question fairly 
burns, 

It leads us all a dance. Sir ; 

Ye men who profit by Returns, 

Return me quick an answer ; 
Explain, tobacconist to me, 

Without unduly fencing, 

Why those who end in smoke 
should be 

IJDCsasingly commencing. 


Me. Henry Blackburn has been visiting Manchester and Liver- 
pool, and has Of^nfided his impressions of these great cities to the 
editor of the Manchester Guardian, He admires Manchester for 
“its admirable tramway, street police, and other trafllc arrange- 
ments,” but there is an amari aliquid in the shape of the Manchester 
street Arab. Mr. Blackburn has all an artisv s tolerance ; but, as 
might he expected of a black and white artist, he feels bound to draw 
the line, and he draws it before street Arabs. He thinks it worth 
while to mention— 

“ A pedestrian’s experience of his, generally, free fight mth the street 
gamin cnlmiTiating on Saturday afternoon last at 2.15 by being tripped up 
and thrown down in the middle of the road near the Central Station, and only 
saved from further contact with the said tramcars by rolling quickly round 
and round into the gutter. This rapid act was witnessed, doubtless, by 
several of your readers, two of whom rendered timely assistance. I am aware 
that it is the rule in any household or community for a guest conform to 
its ways for the time being, and not to complain of soo-j contretemps ; but, 
having had a second encounter (of less consequence) on the very steps cf the 
entrance to the Walker Art Gallery in Liverpool, on the same afternoon, I 
venture to think that the juvenile -and in some respects perfectly delightful 
—street vendors of matches, flowers, and football newspapers have a little too 
much of a free run in both these cities.” 


At Last.— M r. Lane, the Magutrate, appealed to by an Indian 
gentleman as to whether he— the 1. G.— might “turn round upon” 
rude fctreet-hoys, who called him “ Lulali,” and asked whether he— 
the Magistrate— would like it himself, replied that he bad lived too 
long in the world to care about such matters. This imperturbable 
“ Beak” is evidently then— at last— the often- talked-of ‘‘^Long Lane 
that has no turning.” 
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shaft of the destroyer MmseK, hut wotdd he able to give me a 
sufficient quantity to parry the insidious dart of disease ; and that 
you might he satisii^ that the money was expended in the life- 
protecting compound in question, J would willingly undertake to 
make the purchase.” 

Here Jacey protested that he was quite old and oonsoientious 
enough to he trusted with the cash himself. 

“Not that I have any douht of my respected comrade’s probity,” 
he quickly added; “hut in matters of business one cannot be too 
careful.” 

“ My dear pupils,” said I, “ nothing would give me greater pleasure 


in spite of the opinion of Dr. Coppxk Blockhead— a physician whose | 
name I now hear for the drst time -'that I should haye to consider i 
the cost of Japanese caramel cannon-balls as an incident properly 
chargeable to pocket-money. Unfortunately you both exhausted 
that fund a forteight since, by causing me to defray the expenses of 
a donkey ride, which mounted up in the aggregate to no less an 
amount than one shilling and eightpence halfpenny.” 

“ But surely, revered Sir,” suggested Geoegie, who has a bent 
for mathematics ; “as our parents allow us half-a-sovereign a week 
each for the purroses of recreation, the sum you mention, although 
not inconsiderable, would scarcely have ” 

“ Stop 1 ” I cried, with some show of severity ; “pu really must 
not argue with me. I do not give you aU your ten shillings a week, 
as I am reserving a portiou of them to form the nucleus of an old-age 
pension to which vou will become entitled on reacl^g eighty. The 
scheme is not without complications, so I reserve its description in 
detail until you are both md enough to understand it. Enough to 
say that I must repeat the present advance of a shilling is im- | 
possible.” i 


IN THE VESTRY. 

Strange Minister (to Elder), “Do YOU COME up to the Pulpit 
POE THE Collection ? ” 

Elder, “Na, na. We *ee no paetiokler to a Bawbee hsrs/** 

THE END OF GEORGIE’S AND JAGKY’S HOLIDAYS. 

(A Second Extract from the Note-Boolc of Mr, Barlow the Younger,) 

Now that the summer yacation is drawing rapidly to a close, it 
may be as well to record the end of the holidays of my two interest- 
ing charges, Geobgie and Jacky. Some little time since I wrote 
the story of one of their exploits. The two lads 
do not liye a yery eyentful life eyen in their 
hours of recreation. During the mid-annual 
recess I usually choose some delightful spot for 
our temporary home, combining the joint charms 
of change of scene and increased economy. The 
fashionable watering-place of Drainville-on-Sea 
has a suburb in which apartments may be ob- 
tained at a yery reasonable figure. The reason 
for this lowness of price is no doubt to be toaced 
to the fact that many of the residences are in the 
habitation of the superfiuous live stock of a very 
prosperous pork merchant, having his house of 
business in the neighbourhood. However, in 
spite of our distance from DrainvOle-on-Sea, my 
lads have been fairly contented with their lot. 
They have been able to fish, to climb trees, and 
to t&e long walks. I 

“ Revered Sir,” said, on one occasion, Geobgie, who is generally 
accepted as the spendthrift of my brace of students, “ it would give i 
great pleasure to Jacky i£ you were kindly to give me a shilling 
with which to purchase Japannese caramel cannou-halls. I have 
reasons for heueving that his medical attendant, Dr. Cofpyn 
Blockhead, considers that this delicions sweetstuff, or, I should say, 
pleasing physic, would he of much benefit to him.” 

“ Why is the lad ill?” I asked, with an anxiety tempered with 
incredulity* 

“ No, revered Sir,” promptly replied Geobgie j “ and I fancy that 
Dr, CopPYN Blockhead regards the composition, which may be 
obtained at a penny the ounce, or two ounces for three halfpence, 
rather as a preventative than a curative. Were Jacky to have a 
shilling’s-worth, he would not only possess enough to ward off the 


uuvxi. 1*0 *i*wi*j akU.v4 no no 

ever. They absented themselves from my society more frequently ! 
than before, and when I saw them, seemed to he unusually pros- 
perous, or to use an expressive colloquialism, “flush of money.” 
Geobgie continually appeared in gigantic collars that could have i 
only been acquired at considerable expense, and Jacky as often j 
carried a new walking-stick with a fairly costly handle. On one 
occasion they came home with a gift for me. It was a mug with a 
rough sketch of a mule or some less noble animal on the side balanc- 
ing the handle, and was labelled “ A Present from Drainville-on- 
Sea.” I was gratified, but my satisfaction savoured of curiosity. 

During the absence of my pupils I frequently visited the neigh- 
bouring watering-plaoe. Amongst the many distractions of the 
sands was one “ entertainment’’ which caused me considerable 
embarrassment. Two “ mysterious minstrels ” disguised in wide- 
awakes, blue spectacles, and comforters occasionally made what is 
known as a “dead set” at me. These vocalists (who were small, 
hut noisy), did a roaring trade amongst the excursionists. They 
seemed to have a long ripertoire of songs. They vocally narrated 
the adventures of a young person from the country, who seeminf^ly, 
with a view to enjoying the restorative effects of sea-hathing, 
appeared with “her hair hanging down her hack,” and the vagaries 
of a body of revellers who preferred to parade 
the streets “nine in a row,” instead of in 
couples or singly, when they were in a condi- 
tion subsequently recognised by the presiding • 
magistrate with a fine of five shillings. These ^ 

ditties were not altogether unamusing, and I v 

might have enjoyed them had they not been \ » 

supplemented by a song dealing personally 
with myseH. This last effort was mere dog- \ \ 
gerel, but it was so insultiug that I was forced it yjHi 
to give the vocalists into custody, I explained Jfw\ 

that the lines were calculated to cause a breach ^ wJA f % 
of the peace, and the local policeman removed 
the singers to the station-house. f 

Thislast adventure caused me some annoy- 
ance, and I returned to my suburban lodgings 
in the hope that in the cheerful oouversatiou of my charges I might 
forget my chagrin. Neither Geobgie nor Jackey were at home. 
The hours of duiner, tea, and supper passed, and they still put in no 
appearance. This caused me considerable surprise, as, although not 
very regular iu their habits, they were accustomed to pay attention 
to me nxtures of meal time. Late in the evening, a police constable 
called, and explained to me that two hoys had sent for me, as a house- 
holder, to hail them out. ^ ^ 

The remainder of my narrative is clouded with pam* I would 
willingly stop at this point. But, ^^th a view to completeness, I 
continue. Ou reaching the police-station, I learned to my mdignation 
that the “mysterious minstreis” and my charges had the same 
idmitity. This discovery will ever he a cause of deep re^et to 
I myself, and, I thiTtk I may add, for very practical and suffident 
I reasons, to ^obgie and Jacky also. 


VOL. OIK, 




PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[September 21 , 1895 , 










RECIPROCITY. 


I 


SSS. ^ ^ ^ OONOLTOION 1’ 

?liaH£ MANAGE TO TrieifP thE OoUESE 1 ” ^ ^ CONSIDERING THAT I UNDERTAKE TO RULE THE WAVES, YOU SURELY 



September 21 , 1895 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 



A DIALOGUE OF THE NIGHT. 

Scene — Shades at Nightfalh The 
Swiftian Ladies alone. 

Lady Smart Well, ladies; now let ns 
have a cup of disconrse to ourselves. 

Lady Answer all. Tea and tattle I That is 
all the men used to think us fit for. 

Lady Sparkish, But how times have changed 
—above stairs I 

Lady Smart Fie I Say rather Sefotc? stairs, 
Lady Spaeeish. Up ana down are arbitrary 
or relative terms after all. in the universe. 
And I 'm sure there are no fine drawing-room 
manners in the modern modish world. 

Miss Notable, Heigho ! Methinks, never- 
theless, I would fain take the air of a London 
Season once again, however fallen ofi from the 
dear dead days of Mr. Spectator. 

Lady Answerall, Hush, child I What 
would Charon say i£ he heard you? Though 
in truth I am much of your mind myself. 

Lady Sparkish, Better their vivid vul- 
garity than our vapid gentility I 

Miss Notable, La, yes 1 Our vaporous 
“ fine manners give me the vapours. 

Lady Smart They do not have “vapours” 
now, aDove— well t’other side the Styx, let us 
I say* 

i Lady Answerall, Indeed, no, nothing so 
simple and womanly, i* faith. They have 
I substituted neurotic pessimism— and ohloraL 

Lady Smart Worse far than our occa- 
' sional sly sippings of —strong waters I 

Lady Answerall, What said the dear 
satiric Dean? 

“ Now all alone poor madam sits 
In vapours and hysteric fits ; 

[ A dreadful interval of spleen 

How shall we pass the time between ? 

Here, Betty, let me take my drops, 

And feel my pulse, I know it stops ; 

I This head of mine, lord, how it swims 
I And such a pain in all my Hmbs ! ” 


Miss Notable, Whereas nowit would be;— 
Now sad and sole poor madam lies, 

Insomnia holding wide her eyes : 

* Past ten, and not a single wink. 

Though I turned in at four, I think ! 

If I don’t get some hours of sleep, 

To-day’s appointments can I keep ? 

And ’tis the Prince’s garden-party ! 

Oh ! to he buxom, hale, and hearty 
Like some mere milkmaid, who can drowse 
After a frolic and a bowse, 

Upon a tumbled truss of hay ! 

I must have sleep. Betty, I say, 

Bring me the cognac and the choral ! ’ 

—Yon may supply the modem moral! ” 

Lady Sparkish, La, child, you are as much 
a blue-stocking as the modish she-scribblers 
of the century-end. We used to leave all 
that sort of thmg to Grub Street. 

Miss Notable, Tilly-vally I Grub Street 
has been made genteel since the ladies took 
to haunting it. ’Tis now no shabby Alsatia, 
but a sw^ sanctuary. Faith, one o’ these 
odd-cum-shortlies — as we used to say — ^I’ll 
e’en write “lie Journal of a Modem 
Lady ” (in imitation of the Dean) up-to-date, 
for 1895, instead of 1728, to wit. 

Lady Smart Have a care, child I Already 
you simper like a furmety kettle, and slop 
over like an Hi-made junket. Soon you ’ll be 
as smug and self-conscious as a new member 
of “ The Souls,” if you be not watchful. 

Miss Notable, Well, but now the men are 
away, what really think you, esitre nous, 
of ihe New Woman movement ? 

Lady Answerall, Why, that ’tis older 
than Mart Woolstonecroet, and, in fact, 
originated about the time when Eve took 
the first hite at Ihe first apple. 

Miss Notable, Hdghol ’Tis fine to sit 
here in the Shades, and say so; but I own 
I should like well enough to rufifie it in new- 
fangled dubs and select coteries, to be the 
' talk of the town as Ajphra Bbhn was, only 
lin the irreproachable company of popular 


savants and Bishops’ sons ; to see my niminy- 
piminy neuroticisms go into ^ their tenth I 
edition, have my anti-matrimonial mouthmgs 
discnssed in monthly magazines and religious 
newspapers, and— have a free slap at the 
monster, Man, whose best volunt^ treat- 
ment of us means, at bottom, nothing better 
than a golden cage and a silken gag. 

Lady Sparkish, “Fine words I I wonder 
where you stole ’em I ”— as the Dean said con- 
cerning Chief J ustioeW hteshed' s coach-motto. 

Miss Notable, Humph! Did he not also 
say, in dealing with The Furniture of a 
Woman^s Mind-- 

“ For conversation well endued 
She calls it witty to be rude ” ? 

Lady Sparkish, What do you inean,,Mi|s ? 

Miss Notable, Hal ha! nal Not much. 
But, as Lady Answerall used to say, when 
we nad a dish of tea^ and^ tittle-tame to- 
gether in the sweet, solid, wicked, bewitchMg 
old modish days, “You know I’m old Tell- 
^uth, and love to call a imade a spade.” 

Lady Sparkish, Oh, I see. As the dear 
old Dean also said— 

“ Say, foolish females, bold and blind, 

Say, by what fatal turn of mind, 

Are yon on vices most severe 
"Wherein yourselves have greatest share 
[J3crc arises a general criss-cross clatter of 
contradictions, and the gentlemen come 
in to join the ladies, * ' 

Mr, Neverout (quoting ) — 

** Now voices over voices rise, 

While each to be the loudest vies ; 

They contradict, affirm, dispute, / > 

No single tongue one moment mute ; . 

All mad to speak and none to hearken, f 
They set toe very lap-dog barking.” 

We were disputing, ladies, as to whether 
these lines were Swirx’s or another’s. Can 
you settle toe point ? 

MissNotah& (snappishly). Oh, ask a police- 
man — or a New Woman I fl 
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OUR OWN TORRIST IN NORTH DEVON. 

On Tottb Walks, Bfracomhe,--^^ Here they come by twos and 
twos, In twos on Torrs they swarm,” duotation adapted. “ Two ” 
form a Company Limited on Torrs Walks. The third person present 
is “out of it.” They tell me these couples are all honeymooners. 

Perhapiy but if they are not, they ought 
to he. That ’sail. 

**j|e 

Maybe these duologues are only private 
rehearsals. Practice makes perfect. I 
Imve no special information on this mys- 
terious subject. 



On the ahove-mentionedHoneymooners — , 
“ Marriages are made in heav’n,” 
When begun in JTorthem Dev’n. i 

A descriptive writer says, “ In the Torrs Wjdks are to be found the ' 
most braoing spots in all Hfracombe.” From what I have acci- 
dentally observed, I should correct the above sentence thus : — “ in 
the Torrs Walks are to he found some of the most em-^hracing spots 
in all Hfracomhe^^ 

Hara Avis in Torr-w.— Seldom are birds seen flying about, and 
stiH fewer hopping about, the Torrs. My jocose friend Willy 
Wagstapf says “Birds only go ‘hopping’ in Kent.” Q-ood-bye to 
W. W. Somehow, as a rule, the birds do not adffect the Torrs. I 
tooy the twopence for entry is a prohibition. Once I saw a lonely 
bird on the penny path ; but that was a pigeon. I 

♦ I 

^ 4; I 

I have seen a whole flock of rooks cawing querulously—** quirring” ! 

would be a better descriptive pjurticiple— on and about the lower 
part of the precipitous, rocky Torrs ; but never have I seen them 
perching on the highest point of the Torrs, which is as inaccessible to 
these birds at twopence as would be the aforesaid lower portion to 
the unwinged pedestrian even at a halfpenny ; unless pedestrian 
should arrive at rookery by accidentally tumblmg over from above. ] 
in which case it is much to be feared he would probably be “ left till i 
called for.” 

One of the most interesting sights on the Torrs is the occasional 
appearance of a kindly gentleman, carrying a snow-white cockatoo, 
with a magnificent yellow crest, perfectly tame, and perched on his 
owner’s wrist, just as the parrot used to perch on the wrist of our old 
friend JRobinson Crusoe, \ 

' * ! 

The praot, unchained, is a genuine “ Bird of Freedom” ; but he 
never misuses his liberty, nor abuses his privilege of speech, hut, 
from time to time, he erects or lowers his crest, and expresses his 
approbation of things in general, or his disapprobation of anything 
in particular. A great companion this Polly. 

* 

JRecent Solar Discovery,--! picked it un on Torrs Walks. The 
sun' was setting magnificently. Hear me there stood, observing the 
eflect, a young lady and a very old one. Q,aoth the former, “ It is a 
grand sun, isn’t it ?” And the otiier repUed, “ It is a grand-sun, 
mdeed.” Being evidently a grandmamma, she ought to mow. > | 

Hot knowing anything about the political bias of the majority at | 
Hfracombe, I should say the voters must be chiefly Torr-ies. - 1 

Of the stemers plying between Ilfracombe, Swansea, Bristol, and 
other neighbouring places, it cannot honestly be said that ‘*th6y 
^0 greB^t shakes.” If the Master of the Bolls possesses any 
nautical authority, it might be advantageously exercised in regard 
to some of these steamers. 

The mle for debaroation and embarcation (on the Swansea, Hfra^ 
combe, &o., steamers) appears to he, “LoLsure the least amount of 
convenienee to the greatest number possible.” The inconvenience 
might be modified (to put it gently) were the following suggestions 
acted upon:— ' “ , ® 

Ist, From Ilfracombe pier there should be four sets of stairs (or 
more) instead of two. 

Slid. Make an upper and a lower deck to pier; the latter for 
shtiter durmg ram and storm* Your hardy sea-dogs seem to be 
perfectly unaware of the existence of water descending from the 
clouds. With them the rain is “in nuhibus.’^ 

^ OTd, There should be two steamers to any one place, one departing 
3 u^ a quar^ of m hour before 'tile otner’s arrival. Cful them 

Box and Cox ’ —as they botii occupy the same harbour* Thus 
tne piM would never be moonveniently, or dangeroudy; crowded by 
an outg^ and an mcoming crowd at me same moment. 

kJu* steamers, r . 


6th. Other improvements essential, but not necessary to mention 
here in detail. 

On board an excursion steamer 1 would retain the musicians, espe- 
cially the comet ; so many persons “ come out for a blow ” that the 

absence of this member of the orchestra would be seriously felt. 

* 

On hoard our steamer ** The Brighton,^' to Tenhy and hack, — I 
tiiiTilr w’c must have had “the Something-ean minstrels,” whose per- 
formance was so gra]^cally described by Dickens in Bichwick as 
enlivening l^s. Leo jHuntbe's garden party, when “three of them 
i grunted and the fourth howled” ; only that, on this occasion there 
were about eight or ten of these minstrel boys from Cardiff, who, 

I having left their Welsh ha^s behind them, sat in the centre of the 
upper deck, inflicting their delightful melodies on such of the 
, passengers as were unable to get out of earshot without either going* 
below, where it was “stuffy,” or into the fore part of the vessel. 

{ When these Cambrian Choristers were not singing they indulged in i 
' a little rough and ready play with each others caps, a humorous 
• proceeding that seemed to afford them almost as much pleasure as 
did the sound of their own voices, for the applause with which they 
greeted every specimen of their skill in vocalisation was touchingly 
unanimous. In this demonstration of mutual approbation I did not 
notice any passengers taking part. 

How suppose a party of amateur and comic musicians, a party of 
amateur choristers, and a Salvationist chorus all on board at the 
same time, and suppose that all these different parties had com- 
menced simultaneously, each party giving its special form of enter- 
tainment, would life be worth living on board that steamer ? Surely 
the captain, or the company, could put up a notice that only the 
paid professional musicians would he allowed to play and sing ou 
board, and so stop this Excursionist Babel. 

Advice to passengers by steamboat proposing to land at Lundy 
Island— Londy is a most interesting island, though it doesn’t 
look it. Further Advice, — Stay on board and read aU about Lundy 
Island in yonr Murray’s guide, and, probably, you will then have 
acquired far more knowledge of the ^ace than is ever obtained by 
the majority who are permitted and even encouraged to crowd the 
rowing boats plying between the steamer and the shore. I, moi qui 
pdrle, saw the men bailing the water out of these boats as they re- 
turned from shore ; saw the men and women jammed up together 
trying to keep at least their ankles dry ; and if there had only been 
some playful ’Arries among the lot, just a lurch to one side, 
or the other, would at least have shipped enough water to have 
drenched them up to the knees, and then one frightened person 
might in terror have capsized the boat. I do not know who regu- 
lates these matters, I only describe what I saw with my own eyes 
and what struck me as being decidedly perilous. Is it impossible to 
build out a pier at Lundy Island ? If impossible, cannot some 
regulation as to the number every boat is to carry be enforced ? * 

The perfumes of Ilfracombe (I think I saw the “ Perfume d’Hfra- 
oombe” advertised as sold in bottles at a local hairdresser’s) are 
various at various times. Always on the Torrs is the perfume 
perfect. But in the lower part of the town they are select and 
pecxito : as thus : — Early morning, coming from bathing, and 
passing by hotels and boarding-houses, appetising perfume of eggs 
jad bacon everywhere, with that of fried nsh thrown iu. The per- 
fume in the road by the tennis courts, where the donkey chairs 
and cabs stand, is, as may be imagined, most delightful when all ; 
the flys and donkeys are there at midday, afternoon, and evening. 
And m the early morning the faint reminiscence of yesterday^s 
donkey ^d cab-stand perfume is, it need hardly be said, most 
exhilarating and delighfiul to the nnbreakfasted passer-by. 

* Sittce writ^ this Your Own Torrist is glad to find his remarks antici- 
pated fiy the Western Daily Tress (Bristol, September 6), which hints at 
improyements about to be made in the landing of passengers both at Lyn- 
mouth and at the Mumbles. Let the condition of things be bettered also at 
Lundy and at Hffacombe. 

Hew Version. 

(Jby the Nursery of the Future . ) 

There was a Hew Woman, and what do you think ? 


This noisy Hew Woman could never keep quiet ! 

Recokds, — ^T he Cunard steamer Aleppo, with a cargo 
01 loOO tons of currants on hoard, has , succeeded in raisin’ the 
record between Patras and Liverpool, having accomplished the 
voyage in 9 days 21i hours. This vessel has the honour of being the 


allowed ‘‘enhanced freights.” 1500 tons of currants Mly entitie 
her, we should say, to “ take the cake.” 
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CABBY; OR, REMIHISCENCES OF THE RANK AND THE ROAD. 

(By ^^EmscmJack”) 

No. lY.-OFF DUTY— HARMONY— “HANSOM UP!” 

Cabby off dooty^s a dnbable man. So— perfeck 0 K — says some 
pen-driving party. 

Why, certainly genelmen ! Wot do you think ? There is few things 
like ’orses to make fellows ’earty. 

Your coachees, and carters, and costers, and such, not to name 
racing coves, are in general most chummy, 

And if doing London on wheels every day didn’t make Cabbies feel 
in one swim, ’twonld be rummy. 

I A flick o’ the lash or a crook o’ the elber may be all we ’ve time for 
when meetin’ or passin’, 

Bnt bless yer, we’re all on the same job yon see, and cam’t be too 
^ A pertikler in rankin’ an’ classin’. 

/ Dirtypertaters,ofoonrse,doabonnd, 

/ but we don’t shove on side if a 

chap ’s a bit decent, 
consequent clubs are a bit in 
free -and - 

^3^ easies^. I ’ve joined one quite 

Sing? Well, they do say I’ve a pipe 
^ 1^« a blackbird, but that ’s 

^ tommy-rot, in a manner o’ 

^ Wish I ooTili touch my Jim Cbow’s 

mornin’ flute o’er a mealy and turf with my tenorish squeaking. 
Still, I ’m in request when tne ’armony ’s on, and I just do my levd, 
along o’ the others. 

I tell you there ’s talent among us sometimes, though the chippers 
nickname us the Hullaboo Beothees. 

One smart “ little mash,” from out Pimlico way, known as “ Baeney 
THE Baed,” or “ B. B.” or “ Tnm Bustbe.” 

Can write ’is own songs. You should just ’ear Hm tip us “ ^ Tanner 
a ibfi/e,” or “ The Broom and the Buster 
Chevaliee himself couldn’t top ’im in patter. ’E ’s writ me a song — 
me an’ ’im being pally— 

It ’s called “ Hansom Up /” an’ the first night I give it— with thanks 
to B. B. I— ’twos a regular rally. 

It took ’em all suddent, and knocked ’em, I teU yer. “ Now Jack,” 
sez the Chairman (Old Bungo), hironio, 

“ That larst wos a gusher as made us feel sniffy ; toon up sutthing 
Hve^, and give us a tonic I 

Young ScEAQ o’ Lamb’s love-songs are like sweetened gin, Jack, 
they want a kerrective, a Scotch, or a Bitter.” 

“Eight. Bukgo!” sez I, “I will give yer dry fizz ’stead o’| 
pepWnt,” as set ’im an’ Yice on the titter. 

HANSOM UP! 

Oh, lirripi-dumple-day ! I was bom out Bamsbury way, 

An’ I cut my neye-teeth early, you can bet, — 

You can bet! 

I ’ad ’ardly took to socks, when I mounted on the box, 

And lamt to tyke it smilin’, dry or wet, — 

Dry or wet ! 

Me nyme is Bon Pitzoibbons, I ’ve a li^t ’and en the ribbons, 

And mates christened me the PiccadilU Pup, — 

lliliy Pup. 

"With my smart snuff-coloured howler, and my natty button- oler, 

I amser to the cry of Hansom Up ! — 

Sansmn Up!! 

Ransom- Tip ! Ah, that ’s the word. It ’s our war-cry wot is ’eard 
From Putney up to pleasant PentonviUe, — 

PentonyiUe. 

And then I ’m on the chivvy! Lardy toff or mild old miwey 
I can drive with demon dash or cautious skill,— 

Careful skill. 

For the pace that takes yer dandy, when the Four Hexpress is *andy, 
Will scare old Mother Miggs and ’er pug-pup,— 

Puffy pup ! 

And to take it ’ot or easy, as the hasphalte ’s dry or greasy, 

Is the diplymattic dodge of Hansom Up ! — 

Hansom Up ! 


But a pair o’ smart swell mashes, trim merstache an’ long hey e-lashes, 
A-drivin* to the Hopera, or to sup, — 

Spoon and sup. 

Is a mighty diff’rent matter, an’ yer drives up clitter- clatter, 

When you ’ears the Capting’s ’orty Hansom Up ! — 

Hansom 

Ah ! to twig ’em tittivating in the mirrors, while you’re waiting 
For the Bobby in a Piccadilly block, — 

DiUy block. 

Or a-dabbin’ lips and noses with soft puffs, as smells o’ roses, 

Or a readin’ yaller books as some might shock, — 

Scare or shock, 

Isperticularly funny, and sech fares means— mostly — monej*. 

Wy sometimes yer ’ll git a tip for Stakes or Cup, — 

Stakes or Cup, 

From a covert-coated dandy, or a weed or nip of brandy, 

When there ’s winning in ’is ’ail of Hansom Up !— 

Hansom Up ! 

Oh. Eads may talk of Ransom, but ^ve me a dashing Hansom, 

A silk topper, and a decent run of luck,— 

Cabby’s luck ; 

With a bay ’oss to my liking, and you won’t ketch me a striking, 

Not without good cause, as some old pals ’ave struck, — 

Lately struck. 

Things may go a trifle ’ard ’twixt bad weather and the yard, 

But that won’t toock out the Piccadilly Pup, — 

Dilly Pup. 

On my ‘‘ Shrewsbuhy and Talbot,” I*m as right as rain — or^jsWbut, — 
And there ’s music in the ’ail of Hansom Up ! — 

Hansom Tip ! 

“ Hansom Q? ” I can tell yer, was chqmssed a good ’nn, and took 
most tremenjons. Collection that night — ^ 

For a broken-down Q-rowler a-twist witb rbeumatios — was somethmk 

to brim ’is wife’s heyes with delight. ^ 

Oh, charity ’s charity, hut when a Princess presides there’s a extry 
strong ptdl at yer purse, . 

And ditto with ’armony I That ’s ’nman natnre ; we ’re just bnut 
that way — an’ it might ’a’ hin worse I 


^^AETEE THE PLAT IS OVEE.^^ 

Scene — Smohing-^room of recently re-'Opened Old-Bstahlished Club, 
Members discovered partaking of light refreshments^ 


Mrst Member 


a lemon squash)^ Yes, the Royalty is 

■‘l .1 JJ* A. ZJ.^ 


For to tool a dashing Forder, rubber-tyred an’ all m order. 

With hivory quizzing-glass an’ reading-lamp,— 

Class and lamp,^ 

I can tell yer ’s none so dusty. Yer old Growler’s fare is crusty. 
With a bloomin’ bottle nose, or bulgin’ gampy— 

Green old gamp. 


auditorinm. 

Second Mem, (lighting a cigarette). And the pl ay ? 

Hirst Mem, Distinctly amusing. Both BouECBcniE and his wife 
exceUent, and Kate Phillips, as a sorrow-stricken cook, capital. 
Not quite sore whether it womd not have been better to have left 
M, le Birecteur in France. He was there to the manner born ; but 
in England— wdl, to put it plainly* the Home Office in Soho is not 
in theleast like the Home Office in Whitehall. . ^ . 

Third Mem, (finishing a glass of improved^^ soda water). But is 
it intended to be ? ^ ^ 

Second Mem, I don’t know, but a good many of the audience 
(presumably the gentlemen of the pit and gallem will adopt the 
assumption. After all, to be a member of the Civil Service is some- 
thing, even in these degenerate days. The sketch of offieiid life in 
Soho will not enhance the dimly of the— ffiall we call it 
f ession. But concede that the local colouring is appropriate, and The 
Chili Widow is simply first-rate. 

Third Mem, Better than Bogey at the St. Janies s ? 

Second Mem, So I have been told. And how about the Garnck f 
First Mem, Alabama, with Willaed. Not particularly excihng. 
We know how good a man the^ popular actor can be, but for stage 
purposes he is much more pleasing as a villain. And Tooie is back 
again in bis own theatre? , • -j. 

Second Mem, ^ I have been told, if, as report has it, the visit 
is to say farewell, it will be a sad one. Take it all round, there is 
no better actor in the world than the hero of Id on park Francais, 
and the embodiment of Fau Claudian, 

First Mem. I quite agree with you. Has any one heeu to see 
Zndwj at Earl’s Court? ^ t 

Third Mem, I have. About as fine a spectacle as they m^e 
them. The Empress fiieatre, worthy of its name— the ei^rtam- 
ment appropiiafe to its Buiroundi^s* Q-uite eclipses Olynmia 
in its most prosperous days. And if you want to see how a few 
scraxm of waste land can be converted into a rewon ^^F^^den^ 
museums, theatres, and palaces, just mount the Great Wheel, and 
look down upon iffie scene below you. - 7 - 

IFnter the Waiter, when the chat about things theatmcal is 
int&rrupted by orders for cooling and other drinks. Curtain, 
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STILL IN THE HONEYMOON. 

Angelina. ** And you wojsfT roRaRT to but a Tin op Coooatina,” 

[Edwin ties a knot m Ms pocket-JiaTiidkeTcMef, 
Angelvmn And you won*t forget to call and see dear Mamma.** 

[Edwin ties another knot in his pocket-JamdkercMef, 
Angelma, “And OH, Edwin dear, you won't, you won’t forget to think sometimes 
OF TOUR poor little WlPE, LEFT ALL ALONE FOR THE DAY 1” 

[Edwin ties a. tsird knot in his pocket-Mndkerehief, 


THE BALLAD OP BECHDAHA. 

HThe cmsweT Mr, Pwneh would like Mr, Oha/n* 
heflcbin to he able to make to Khxx/ina, 

[“ Khama, the Bechuana chief, will not consent 
to come under Ehodes if the white man is to be 
free to ‘ conyey’ his subjects’ land, and to poison 
them with strong drink .*’ — Eaily Chronicle.'} 

Air — “ Orkma** 

We sympathise with your great woe, 
Bechuana* 

There ’s little rest for Chiefs below, 
Bechuana. 

In'sultry dimes, in climes of snow, 

The drink will com^ the land will go, 
Bechuana. 

The ways of Trade were ever so, 

Bechuana ! 

The Chartered Company seems growing, 
Becnuana. 

The lianor interest is crowing, 

Bechuana. ^ 

Bung is blowing, drink is flowing, 

Khodes like one o’clock is going, 

Bechuana. 

Where they will stem there is no knowing, 
Bechuana I 

In^black^kingdoms, as in white, 

Bechuana, 

Men are given to getting “ tight,’* 
Bechuana. 

Khama, it is a grievous sight. 

And you, you seem to have done right, 
Bechnana, 

Since you your troth to us did plight, 
Bechuana I 

Sober, industrious, fond of peace, 

Bechnana, 

You ’ve kept yonr tribe. May it increase, 
Bechuana. 

If you would have the traffic cease. 

Why shonld your heart not have that eaie , 
Bechuana ? 

Sobriety is the best police, 

Bechuana I 

It is a vile, corroding curse, 

Bechuana. 

We do not wish, quite the reverse, 
Bechuana, 

That, jast to fill a huckster-purse, 

Your tribe should go from bad to worse, 
Bechuana* 

Twere a foul shame I That ’s true and 
terse, Bechuana I 

Let 0am go hang, let Bung be blowed, 
Bechuana, 

Rather than drunkenness corrode, 
Bechuana, 

The realm whereby Molopo flowed. 

To Khama Britons mnch have owed, 
Bechuana ; 

The boon you crave should be bestowed, 
Bechuana 


IN MEMOEIAM. 

HENRY RICHARD HOWARD. 


A lesser light, hnt linked with the great time, 
Three decades since, when in his glorious prime 
Leech left us, in full fame, [stant care, 


[Captain H. E. Howard, who was reputed to And Punch, who makes old friends his con- 
have beeu J OHN Leech’s “only pupiL” and who, m TTnmi Li « ‘na<PA n'P LnTirtnv mnof ar.a-t*A 


Upon his page of honour space must spare 

EunoEs pages, died on Aug. 31 last, in his 81st year.] 

Friend of old days, when Leech’s pencil or the (South) Kerry 

charmed [warmed Danchstg.”— T he latest figure introduced into 

Each heart that grace allured and humonr diverting danse excentrique, the Hiber- 

How fast the years have fled Can^Can, is known as “the Irish ‘ spHt.’ ” 


A RIVERSIDE RONDEL. 

Afloat the water-lily lies, 

Lolling gold head on soft green coat. 
The swans drift by in stately wise 
Afloat. 

Faint music from the warbler’s throat. 
The moorhen in the sedge that plies, 
The plash of oars, a distant boat, 

The passing flash of dragon-flies — 
Such sights and sounds I aimly note, 
The while I watch with straining eyes 
A float ! 


Bow last the years have fled 
Since that irreparable loss I And how 
It stirs old memories to learn that now 
His pupil, too, lies dead I 


Modern Instance of Patience on a 
“ The Piller of the House,” — The Monument. — The Powers sitting on the 
family doctor. Ottoman, 



SWA/M SC 


BUNG” IN AFBICA. 




[“Khama, the Beehuana chief, arrired in Englmd and waa received by Mr. Chambeklaik at the Colinial Offiie. . 

power of excluding mtoxieants absolutely from Ms territories.*' The TimesA 


He desires to be assured 
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SCRAPS PROM CHAPS. 

Commercial prosperity con- 
tmues to attend me cheery 
coster as he hawks his wares 
about theLiverpudlian streets, 
and the situation is getting 
hawkward for the local trades- 
who declares that the 
itinerant vendor’s opposition 
draws away customers from his 
shop. So momentous, indeed, 
to^ the welfare of the Lancas- 
trian port has this Cochney 
Crusade become, that the mag- 
nates of the City Corporation 
assembled in Committee to dis- 
cuss means for making the 
coster go back to London,” 
Among other weighty reasons 
for the expulsion of the in- 
truder, it was stated that “ a 
gentleman trod upon a banana 
peel the other day, and fell.” 
Whether the peel was de- 
posited by an offending coster, 
or by one of the many bare- 
footed but picturesque and in- 
genuous youths of the town, 
history does not relate. How- 
ever, the great gravity of the 
crisis may be understood when, 
towards the end of the debate 
on the question, we are told 
that the chairman observed 
that, “if this thing was al- 
lowed to go on, perhaps a cer- 
tain alderman and himself 
would start a barrow with a 
picture on it, and go about 
selling fine arts.” Chorus of 
aldermen 



REVENGE IS SWEET. 

Beach Mmician {to ccmstmt N'on-Suhscriber), “ *Surb we should be most 
*APPr TO PUT ANY GENTLEMAN THAT BEELLY OAN’T AFFORD TO CONTRI- 
BUTE ON THE Free List 1 ” 


Round the towni ! Up and down ! 
Anything to earn an honest brown : 
Civic costers enterprising, 
Up-to-date and early-rising, 
Why we *11 hawk our hloonaing pic- 
tures round the to'svn ! 


Bbaemar Castle is to be re- 
stored. “The alterations on 
the building are to be mostly 
internal,” says the Daily Free 
Press, “ and the external ap- 
pearance will remain as at pre- 
sent, so that on rounding Creag 
Choinnich a good coigne of 
vantage this, by the way— 
“the traveller will have no 
difficulty in recognising the 
castle.” Good. Beau Bbum- 
MELionce snubbed a sovereign, 
but we should hate to run the 
risk of cutting a castle. The 
same authority further in- 
forms ns that the edifice in 
question “ stands on a grassy 
mound between the Deeside 
road and the river Dee, and as 
it is not surrounded by trees it 
forms a rather conspicuous ob- 
ject in the landscape.” Dee- 
side-diy this smacks more of 
Erin than of Caledonia, and 
calls to mind Pat OTbegan’s 
remark— “ Shure, me hhoy, 
an’ I wasn’t in the room at all, 
at all. I was hidin’ behind 
the fire-shcreen I ” 


Literary Pro^tebb. — Too 
many characters spoil the 
novel. 


THE AGE OP LOVE. 

(To the Editor of Punch”) 

Sir,— Is it possible, in the so-caUed end of this so-called nine- 
teenth century, to dream of such a thing as the Age of Love ? The 
man of to-day, if he he wise, thinks not of the face and form of the 
woman he may care to marry, but asks himself the question, “ Will 
she make me a |ood wife ? Can she clean chimneys, cook and mend ; 
is she capable ot discussing intelleotually subjects of interest— such 
as dentistr:^, hunting, symbolism, and so forth— with her husband ? 
Can she grind the organ, play the comb, is she active at crossing- 
sweeping and cradle-rooking, quick at smiling away; one’s smiles 
and frowning away one’s tears, ready to greet all my friends with the 
same amiability she shows to me, is she prepared for intelligent 
begging-letter-writing, can she scour, skirt-dance, recite, carve, 
mangle, and fence?” Too often he is bound to answer, “Ho, she 
cannot ; so what good is she to me ? ” I do not mean to say that all 
women are like this. Heaven forbid I But good housewives are few 
and far between. There are many girls of the period who are 
deficient in one or even more of the accomplishments above-men- 
tioned, so how can she be fitted for the wife of a middle-class man ? 

It is all very weU to love, but a vastly different matter to marry ] 
such women as these. Good sound reason and common-sense are 
better articles to possess. We cannot have too much of that— indeed, 
we often get a great deal more than is good for us, so that in my 
humble opinion friendship, common-sense, logic, and grammar are 
worth more than all the love any man or woman can give ; ^d it is 
all very well to sneer at pessimists, hut in my humble opinion they 
have only themselves to blame for it, and^ through all ages it will 
ever be tne same until there is some alteration. 

I am. Sir, your obedient servant, A Sensible Pessimist. 

Alma T^lla, Sebastopol Moad, Balham^ 

Sir,— 'There is an old saying with which we are all acquainted, and 
which affirms that “there are as prel^y kettles of fish in the sea as 
ever came out of it.” If you permit me, I will quote my own oase. 

At the age of seventy-two I married the man of my choice. We 
had been married for seven days, when, alas ! the truth forced itself 
rdentlessly ^n me that my husband was suffering from depression 
of spirits. His nature, which had always been a gay and joyous one, 
became apathetic ; he seemed indifferent to my society^ and before 
many weeks were over he bored himself to death. 


I think before eighty is only April sort of sunshine, which only 
brings fiowers, &o., into bud ; it is June, July, and October sunshine 
that makes, or the want of it that mars, the harvest. There are 
many of my own and the other sex still unmarried, pure, gentle, and 
loving old women, who, I think, would gladly enter matrimony. 
Alas ! Love is laughed about and joked about, but the souls it has 
ruined are few. Trusting you will find space for my poor scribble, I 
am, Sir, Tour obedient servant, Happy Brown Bess. 

Earlswood, September 14, 1895, 

[Space forbids farther insertions of letters on this subject.— Ed.] 


THE COHaUEBOR, 

[Mr. H. N. PiLLSBURY, a young American master of twenty-tw’o years, 
won the first prize in the Chess Tournament at Hastings,] 

Two Battles of Hastings— when young scholars rattle 
Their “ dates ” off— henceforth may he reckoned : 

If William the Norman did win the first battle, 

’Twas PiLLSBURY puUed off the second, 

A very yonng player old Steinitz to tackle. 

Or enter the lists against Laszer I 
When BQsto^’s Muse is henceforth on the cackle, 

One question a scholar may ask her,— 

‘ ‘ Oh, which was the greater, chess-champion or war-man ? ” 

In chess there is no hanky-panky ; 

Less/fl*V was the win of the tricky old Norman, 

Than that of the quiet young Yankee I 


The “ alliterative ” epidemic, in connection with the names of 
marine resorts, is spreading to an alarming extent, A Welsh news- 
paper heads a quotation from the Western Daily Press by the 
taking title of “Improving Hfracomhe.” This, however, has 
nought to do with the excellent mental and physical benefits derived 
by visitors to the North Devonian pleasure port, but refers to 
District Coxmoil resoiutiojia for the improvement of the place itself 
—a Qruixotic idea, which seems identical with that of “painting a 
lily.” To the scribe of the “ Seaside Series,” whose penchant is for 
“ apt alliteration’s artd^ aid,” we beg to offer— without any extra 
charge— a few suggestions to go on with Sootbi^ Southend, 
j Winsome Whitby, Congressional Cardiff, Sweltering Swansea, 
1 Peaceful Penzance, or “ piratical ” ditto, and so on ad naur-sea-am^ 




THE JUDGE’S DREAM. 
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“THE PITY O’ IT I” 


‘‘Well, Simpson, how xo you like the Hot Weather?*’ 

“Can’t stand it, Sir I It’s haweul I Ain’t got no Stomach for my victuals, SirI” 


BALL v^JRSOS BALL. 

An Autumn Eclogue, 

The rivals^ Cricket Ball and Football^ like 

Menalcasand DamtjetaSi defend their favonrite 

SportSi aiuZ make their friend Bunch {like 

Balewm) judge of their performames. 

Football, Ho ! Hurry up and put yourself 
away ! 

September 's here, and Cricket ’s had its day. 
You and your Bat have had a wondrous 
boom, 

How for a manlier sport, and Me, make room ! 

Cricket Ball, A manlier sport ? Tell that 
to sordid Tykes ! 

The “brass,*’ and not the game, is what he 
likes 

Who kicks your swollen and unshapely form 
Through snow and mud, in fog and frozen 
storm ; 

And in pursuit of silver pots and pelf, 

Makes a dishevelled mudlark of himself ; 
Then calls it— Sport I 0, there! don’t talk 
to me. 

J’m not a slave to sludge and L. S. D. 

Football, Pooh! If I’m kicked you’re 
spanked. The foot of Gunn 
Hurts less than does his bat. Pray is it fun 
To bide O’Brien’s buffet ? Have tou scored 
After two hours — at Hastings— with big Ford \ 
Grace thumps you for nine Centuries in one 
season, 

And after that you crow with little reason! 

Cricket Ball, Oh, Grace and Gunn lay on 
to me in love. 

Ford’s “gentle tap,” O'Brien’s “friendly 
shove” 

Hurt not my feelings more than a slight slap 
From rosy finger^ hurts an amorous chan. 
But you stand kicks for halfpence, Ques- 
tion it ? 

Weil, just you read about the Football Split 
And the two rival Unions ! 

Football, That ’s aU fudge. 

The Horth is of true Sport the truest judge ! 
How al^out Grace’s Testimonial ? 

Cricket Ball. Not 

A sample of the Hunting of the Pot,^ 

But a free tribute to a sportsman prime. 

Who plays the game right through, and 
laughs at Time. 

But rowdyism and mere greed of gain 
Will spoil the noblest sport, I speak with 
pain. 

Football Tou spheric Pharisee! Don’t 
sniff and brag, 

Go join the Bat in ms green winter hag ! 

A hum-drum hibernation is your doom, 

The winter season ’s mine, for me make room ! 

Cricket Ball, Alas ! ’tis true I Eetiremeut 
is my lot. 

The bright green sward, blue skies, and sun- 
shine hot, 

September sees an end of. I rejoice 
The Surrey Cricket Club has given its voice 
Against the money-mania that would make 
The Oval turf a frozen swampy lake, 

Pounded by heavy-footed Football cracks, 
Galloping “forwards,” elephantine “backs.” 
It makes me shudder on my shelf to think 
Of that green sward, smooth-surfaced as a 
rink 

Where sturdy Abel cut and drove amain. 
And Richardson sent “ rippers ” down like 
rain; 

Where the white-flannerd fielders sometimes 
flopped, 

While saucy Surrey sparrows pecked and 

To thinS^ of it all trampled, ponnded, 
ploughed. 

By fierce footballers, whilst a furious crowd 
Howled in a hideous ring. 

Football, Oh, shut up, do ! 

The S, C. C. ’s are an old-fashioned crew. 


Who soon will find they are not up to date, 
And they ’ll he sorry— when perhaps too late. 
Football’s a manly sport for Titan lads I 
Cricket Ball, But spoiled by huckster 
cliques and noisy cads, [and then. 
Football, Cricket is slow, quite stodgy now 
Cricket Ball But ’tis a sport for friends 
and gentlemen. 

Falemon Bunch. 

In either sport such honest pleasure lies 
That both must win, as each deserves, a prize. 
The summer sport is each true Briton’s care, 
But Football’s death would leave our winters 
hare 

Of numerous joys, Damoetas sweetly sang 
And clear the music of Menaleas rang ; 

“ Rest equal happy both.,” in friendly strains 
Palemon said to the Yir^an swains ; [yon ; 
“ Long live and prosper both,” Bunch says to 
But 0 beware the howling harpy crew 
Who ’d knock the “1” out of our good old Play 
And make it all a matter of mere Pay I 
The rowdies foRow where the hucksters lead, 
Football beware of ruffianly greed ! 


You ’re treading far too near that fatal trap ; 
Avoid it, or you ’ll suffer. Verbum sap I 
You, cricket ball, to bounce be not a slave. 
Let “ championships” and “ averages” have 
Their proper place. Let love of Humber One 
Spoil not good sport, good fellowship, good fun. 
In short, whether good luck or bad luck comes 
Just “play the game,” like gentlemen and 
churns! 

So having given his verdict somewhat loth, 
Bunch ends with wishing the best luck to 
both! 


Goose and Gander,— A sapient Somebody 
(or Hobody) modestly proposes that, in taking 
a poll for a Free Library, everybody who 
does not take the trouble to rerister his vote 
at all shall be counted as if he had voted 
against the proposal ! Well, what is sauce for 
the goose is sauce for the gander. Suppose 
that all who don’t take the trouble to vote 
should be counted as votiug/or the proposal. 
There ’s at least as much to be said for that 
as for the opposite plan. 
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ROUNDABOUT READINGS. | 

OsTEND Lmst be a glorious place. From an advertisement which 
has appeared in an evenmg contemporary I gather that “the 
multitude, anzions to spend an elegant ana fashionable sojourn in 
the country, has rendered itself this year at Ostend. It is a long 
time since such an opulent clientele has been united in a seaside 

resort. At the fall of day the 
vast terraces of the fashionable 
restaurants, situated along the 
sea-bank, present a fairy aspect. 
There is quite a confusion of 
dazzling costumes upon which 
sparkle thousand gems, and all 
tnishandsome cosmopolitan society 
passes through the saloons of the 
Kursaal Club, in which one hears 
spoken all known languages as at Babel and Monte Carlo, and of which 
the attractions are identical to those of the latter place.” This is the 
first time I have heard of a similarity to Babel being mentioned as 
an attraction. But no doubt an opulent clientele has peculiar tastes 
of its own, especially when its dazzling costumes sparkle with 
thousand gems. 

In a small Belgian town (naturally not Ostend) I once saw the 
following notice hung over the door of a washerwoman’s establish- 
ment 

Anglish linge tooke here from 1 sou 
Shert, cols, soaks, sleep- shert, pokets. 
leetmyhatt. 

The last sentence puzzled me for a long time. Finally I came to 
the conclusion that it was net intended so much to he a statement of 
ao^al fact as an enticement to EngHsh people, who would of course 
take all their washing to a lady commanding so gay and accurate a 
knowledge of an En^sh catch-phrase. 

Mr third example of English as she is spoke is from a notice 
issued by au out-ot-the-way hotel in Italy, which had changed its 
management : — 

The nobles and noblesses traveller are beg to tell that the direction of this 
splendid hotel have bettered himself. And the strangers will also find high 
comforting luxuries, hot cold water coffee bath and all things of perfect 
establishment and at prices fixed. Table d’hCte^ best of Italy Prance every- 
were. Onclean linens is quick wash and every journals is buy for readers. 
Beds hard or soaft at the taste of traveller. Soaps everywere plenty. Yery 
cheaper than other hotel. No mosquita no parrot no rat. 



And this (though the connection is not, at first sight, very clear) 
brings me to the vicar of Sparkbrook. Only the other day he was 
presiding at a meeting held in aid of the funds of the Christ Church 
(Sparkhrook) Bay Schools. AUuding to the importance of maintain- 
ing Church Schools, he said (I quote from a Birmingham paper) that 
“ though he did not want to touch on politics, he must express his 
thankfulness that they had a Q-ovemment in power which was 
favourable to Church Schools, and which was pledged to construct, 
and not to destruot.” The Vicar’s feeling for emphasis is admirable. 
The sentence gains immeasurably in force by the perversion 
“ destruct,” Aid we ought to he specially grateful to him for re- 
fraining from the other alternative. 

If he had said, as it was open for 
him to say, “which was pledged 
not to destroy, but to constroy,” 
the effect would have been terri- 
ble. 

I WAS staying at a London hotel 
a short time ago and had occasion 
to write a letter in the public read- 
ing-room. Sitting down to one of 
the writing-tables and opening the 
portfolio X found that a previous 
occupant hadleft in it an unfinished 
letter which, with all necessary 
apologies, I here transcribe in full : 

My parlino Harry,— I am fadine 
like a flower deprived of its natural 
nourishment without you, my darling, 
my own little sniperpop 

Now what, in the name of Dr. Samuel Johnson, can a “sniper- 
pop” be? 



How shall I name you? Barling, 
dove, 

Partridge (or any other bird) 
Are not the names I seek, my 
love; 

I want just one caressing word, 


One word which, whether old or 
new, [you. 

Shall prove my depth of love for 

Without it all my power is gone, 
Without my own I feebly fade ; 


In vain I tnm the lexicon. 

The word I want is not yet 
made. 

Must I entreat, to ease my 
pain, 

Bivine Philology in vain ? 

Ah. little nowadays it hoots 
To imitate primeval man ; 

Our Aryan ancestors had roots 
With which to formnlate their 
plan. 


They used them all— -they had 
their fun — 

And left us not a single one. 

Yet, oh my Habet, something 
tells [succeed— 

Your own she may, she must 
What ’s this ? Yes, yes, ring out 
the bells ; [I ’m freed. 
From grief’s dark thunder-cloud 
No longer shall I droop or drop — 
Eureka^ “ little Sniperpop,” 


In the Newcastle Daily Journal I read that “ for some time a 
certain amount of feeling has existed at Crawerook on the question 
of horse-shoeing.” This culminated in a challenge by Joseph 
Belafield to G-eoege Lathan, both these gentlemen being master 
blacksmiths. A match for £5 was soon made, “each man to shoe the 
foot of a draught-Wse in the quickest and best style.” Here there 
must he some mistake, since if each man did the job in the quickest 
and best style, the result obviously must be a dead heat. However 
“the maton commenced on Saturday morning at the shop of Lathan. 
After Lathan finished his work, wmch occupied forty-three minutes, 
the horse was driven to the shop of Belafield, who occupied forty- 
one minutes in the operation. Large crowds were on the spot to 
witness the match. Mr. John Chapman of Whittonstall, the judge, 
gave his decision in favour of Lathan.” 


There is something very sporting and attractive about all this. 
One man wins the match, the other can console himself by the 
reflection that he had two minntes the better of it on time. There 
seems to have been no grumbling, and (although the fact is not 
stated) I have no doubt the parties met at an enthusiastic dinner in 
the evening and toasted the good old English sport of horse-shoeing. 
The authorities at Oxford and Capa.bridge might do worse than 
institute a horse-shoeing competition between teams of under- 
graduates, who would of course strike blue nails into blue shoes with 
Blue hammers. A “blazer” would he particularly appropriate to 
such a contest. 


OUE EASHION LETTEE. 

(Extracted from the “ Po^jpleton College Gazette J) 

Beae Thomas,— As September advances, tbe wave of fashion is 
once more filling our best academies, so that a few hints as to the 
latest modes may well be of service to you. Have you seen the new 
double pocket ? It is quite chic* It is constructed simply enough by 
making a large hole in the side-pockets of your coat, thereby you vdll 
find there is an useful space beneath the Hning, in which suen neces- 
sary trifles as a lump of toffee or a Jew’s-harp can be comfortably 
disposed of. Buttons will not be muck worn, especially as the term 
advances. It is rumoured that Foeeee major has gone into tails ; and 
if this be true, probably others will follow Ms example before long. 

My old friend Eichaed — a well-known connoissexir in such 
matters — strongly recommends the new confectioner’s shop near the 
school. The Turkish Belight sold there is quite admirable, I am 
told, and a single bar of the stick- jaw, if used carefully, will last for 
an entire day. Talking of shopping, 1 have been to the bookseller s 
lately. YYhat a misfortune it is that the publishers do not issue 
Messrs. Bohn’s ClasBical Library at a lower price I The present one 
is almost prohibitive to those of us who wish to avoid a certain 
amount of drudgery, and to please our excellent pedagogues at the 
same time. 

Have you heard rumours of a boom in marbles ? Hitherto one has 
associated the game with the lower classes, but I understond that 
t-wo Upper-Fifth gentlemeu were seen to plav it last week. If so, it 
will soon be widely popular. By the way, the report that Johnson 
minor is seriously ill is absurd. The trum of the matter is, that tMs 
dashing sportsman had undertaken to eat thirty cracknels in ten 
minutes, without drink of any kind. The result— he lost by half a 
cracknel— was to cause him some temporary inconvenience, but he 
is now completely restored to health. 

Here are two recipes, wMch, I think, you will like 

1. Bacon d la Dormitory* Procure a piece of bacon, and out it 
into strips. Impale these, one at a time, on a penholder, and frizzle 
them slowly over the dormitory gas. (Care should be taken that the 
tutor is out, as the fragrance caused by the bacou is considerable.) 
Y5Tien sufficiently done, chop up vrith peiaknives, and serve hot. 
Condensed milk should be druDk with this ffish, 

2. Marrone d la Boppleton* Place some chestnuts between the 

bars of the fireplace. Bo not break the skins. Presently the roasted 
nuts win fly into the room with a loud report, and much amusement 
will he caused if they happen to hit anybody on the face. They inay 
theja. he picked up and eaten. Sherbet is an appropriate d-n-nk with 
wMch to accompany them. Yours ever, William. 
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SCEAPS PEOM CHAPS. 

Aston-ishing !—The Eng- 
lisli Cup, won by the Aston 
Yilla Football Club last year, 
bas been stolen. Between 
boots and football a strong 
affinity exists ; and it appears 
that a cordonnier, a member 
of the club, obtained a loan of 
the trojffiy, which he proudly 
placed in his shop window. 
On a pedestal, in the midst of 
all sorts and conditions and 
sizes of shoes, it stood in sil- 
veiy splendour — a sovereign, 
as it were, o’er a kingdom of 
soles — and was the gaping 
admiration of the “idle pro- 
geny” of the neighbourhood, 
who, as is well known, evince 
ever an absorbin|: interest in 
all things appertaining to “ the 
rolling circle’s speed.” And 
the knight of the Soccns and 
Cothurnus, the adept con- 
sf motor of Jessamt’s slipper 
and Giles's “ hobnailed,” the 
owner of the store, lulled him- 
self to sleep singing “ Dear 
little Boot-ercup, Sweet little 
Footer-cup,” and dreamed that 
the goal of Hs ambition had 
been reached, and that he had 
received the appointment of 
Soler and Heeler Extraordi- 
nary to all the Football Clubs 
of the United Kingdom. But, 
alas I he awoke one morn to 
find that a burglary had been 
committed, and that the Cap 
had vanishedi “It would 
appear,” says the Liverpool 
Courier y “that the thieves 
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wanted the cup for the value 
of its silvery^ Oh I impos- 
sible! Gentlemen who thus 
acquire valuable articles of 
gold or silver do so not for the 


’ l' • hi ‘ 

THE RETURN OF THE NATIVE. 

Tcm, “Sab ve’vb gotten back, Sandses ?** 

Sanders, “’Deed, ate. I ’vb just gotten back.’" 

Jamie. “An* hoo did *b like London?” 

Sanders, “On, it’s an ootlandisbc place yonI They tbll’t me 
THEY OOULDNA UNITEBSTAUN MA AWOCENT 1 ” 

John, “Awocbnt! I nbvbe heaed tell that Fife polk had ony 
Awcoent 1 ” 


coarse gratificationjof fanT^wn 
sacra fames^ but rather for 
the samsfaction of an aHistic 
craving, a laudable desire to 
contemplate, in poetic solitude, 
the beauty of the objects. 

“BY PEOXY.” 

Moee lovely than the summer 
morn 

That floods with light a 
southern shore 

And smiles upon the yellow 
com 

Thy sister is, 0 sweet Lenoee 1 
And yet, Lenoee, dost thou 
not guess [to thee^ 

What draws me now from her 
What prompts me thus tki/ 
hand to press, 

And from thy lips seek'Fate’s I 
decree? 

Call me not fickle ; for I ’ll love 
With fondness growing e’er 
more fond ; 

More tender be than gentle dove 
Tow’rds her I prize all else 
beyond. 

Dost thou not guess — or wilt 
thou not — 

Thethoughtsthat inmy bosom 
dwell?— 

Then “lend me all the ears 
you’ve got,” 

And I ’ll the mystery dispel : 

More lovely than the summer 
sky 

Your sister is, whom I adore I 
I would propose — ^but I’m too 
shy ; 

Pray ash her for mSf kind 
Lenoee ! 

Final “Talkieie— Lon- 
' DON ” Decision. — “ Q,uoth 
Dun-Eaven, ‘ Never more ! ’ ” 


SERMONS.” 

SiE,— I have read some correspondence on this subject in the 
I)ails( Telegraph, Nothing very original. But, Sir, I must ask a 

S ion which I fancy will set denes and laymen a 
ing. This is it : Why shoM not a successful 
sermon have a good long run f 

A play that makes a nit runs for weeks, for months, ^ n 

for years. Audiences come from all parts to hear and 
see it. They come, too, by night, a most inconvenient 
time, and not by day. Now, why should it not be the 
same with a sermon ? Mmm 

Let us suppose that the Rev. Mr. Siiveetetjmpet, 
of St. Simon’s Within-and- Without, preaches a first- yS&m 
rate sermon. For years past, popular preachers have 
been regularly advertise in the newspapers, and 
church-goers have been accustomed to look out for JL 
announcements as to where M!r. Silveeteumpet, or m 
any other popular preacher, is to appear and discourse. M 
The actor, on tour, goes round with one play visitmg m 
different towns. Why not the preacher with one 
sermon f W 

Perhaps the actor has a repertoire acquired in course ffl 
of time: so might it he with the preacher. That a good f 
sermon, once delivered, should he lost, is as hard on I 
the preacher as that a good play should be performed 
for one night only, and then, “ oe heard no more I ” “ 

My remedial suggestions are : firsts let critic attend “ first morn- 
ing” or “first afternoon” of a new sermon. Let him praise or 
condemn it. 

Secondly, No critics: but simply an advertisement under a 
column headed “ Churches,” announemg that Mr. Silteeteumpet 
or Mr. Deskthumpee, or whoever it may be, with all his titles. 
Canon, Archdeacon, Bi^op, Ticar, &c., &q., set out in full, will 
preach at such and such a rime, at such and snch a chuich. Also, 
1 think the title of the sermon should he ^ven. There is sometimeB 


an attraction in a title. Then, that sermon being a success, let it be 

QT. SIMON’S WITHIN-AND-WITHOUT.— The 
O Rev. Mr. Silveetrumpet’s Sermon, entitled 
Charity ; or, JSow We Live Now, having achieved 
an Enoemous Success, will be repeated Evert Sun- 
DAY at 11.30 (or whatever the hour may he) until 
further notice. 

I maintain that, as there are crowds attracted from 
all parts during two years to visit a theatre between 
the hours of seven and eleven nightly, in order to see 
an amusing or thrilling play, and a popular actor 
(likewise twice a week for matinees), so, in like manner, 
there would be crowds to come from ^ parts to hear 
I M pF a good sermon and see a popular preacher once, or 

even twice on Sundav. 

I remam, Sir, yours, A. Lambkin. 

^ Sir,— A bout sermons I have this to say, or sing,— 

8BK A sermon for Sundays, oh ! preach, preach to me ! 

Let those who don’t like it complain 1 
But should it delight me, the seats being free, 

I ’m likely to hear it again. 

Yours, Knott Mooee. 

PiTCH-ED Out.— A motion for the introduction of tar-macadam, i 
instead of granite, as pavement for the Aberdeen streets, was rejected 
by the Town Council after a lengthy and lively discussion upon the 
subject. What really gave Ihe coup de grdee to the cause of the 
Tar-macadamites was a councillor’s statement that “ he had often 
got a wet foot in a tar-macadam street (* jBTearv hear P)f This 
alarming assertion effectually “ queered the pitch ”— to use a slang 
expression— for the would-be innovators, and ‘ ‘ granite and dry feet ” 

1 won the day by fourteen votes to nine. 
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MEDi/EVAL GUNNERY PRACTICE. 


Jill 




THE EESHLT. 


POETIC LICENCE. 


Sifi Lewis Moseis dceoribes the United States as 

She 

Who sits aujcust and free, 

' A crowned Commonweaith from sea to 

But why ** P* America will surely resent the monarchical 

suggestion. Might not thi& be piore i^psroipmte. Sir Lewis ? : — 


0X10 

Who owns the Big Oouutree, 

Where Kiggers are, and Silver may he free, 

A dollar’d despotism, under three 

Great tyrants— “ Boodle,*’ Lynch,” and “ Tammany.” 

How*s that for high-falntjn, mellifluous Mokeis ? 
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Hlarj Jtiringijm. 

The young stewardess of the ** Tona” who met 
with a terrible death on that ill fated vessel 
in the heroic effort to rescue a child, 

[“ She was such a ^ood girl. She was so happy in 
her new work, and liked the sea .’* — Her Mother,"] 

Only “ a Gateshead whose name, 
Though loved, was all unknown to fame, 
Until that testing mom, 

That moment fierce of sudden fear ; 

To-day to English hearts as dear 
As En^sh girl hath borne I 

That awful instant set it fair 
Among the records high and rare 
That glorify our State. 

A girl’s heart, simple, cheerful, fond, 

To desperate duty could respond, 

In the great moment, great. 

"What more have History’s heroes done ? 

Or with what readier vedour won 
The golden meed of Fame ? 

Only charred ashes left to sight I 
But on the immortal scroll we write 
Another gentle name. 

Such a good girl I And loved the sea I 
0 white- cliff d isle, while such as she 
Light a poor English home. 

The Yiking blood, the Nelson strain 
No fateful hour shall seek in vain 
To serve thee on the foam. 


l'. M,;.' illf 




AS THE LAW SHOULD BE. 

{From The Legal Intelligence'* of the Future.) 

Ms. Justice Punch then addressed the 
prisoner in the following words “ Prisoner 
at the Bar, you have been rightly found guilty 
of committing the heinous crime of writing 
and causing to be published a pernicious form 
of composition known as a ‘Penny Dreadful.’ 
The jury who have tried you have had no 
trouble m coming to. the conclusion that you 
are solely responsible for the fearful results 
that have followed the appearance of your 
latest contribution to criminm literature. Had 
not Hed-handed JRoh left the printers there is 
every reason for believing that the manor- 
house would have never been burnt down, 
and that poor Mrs. Smith would have been 
still hale and hearty. Nay more, the twenty- 
seven burglaries and fifty-six other crimes of 
I even a yet more serious character would in 
! all human probabilities have never been com- 
mitted. For all this terrible work you are 
primarily responsible. In days gone by you 
would have escaped the appropriate penalty 
of your wickedness. But now that the Per- 
nicious Story Punishment Act has become 
the law of the land, 1 have the power, as I 
have long had the will, to treat you with be- 
coming severity.” His Lordship then passed 
sentence in the customary form. Later in 
the day the publishers and printers of J2ed- 
Manded Boh were convicted of being acces- 
sories both before and after the fact, and 
shared the fate of their colleague in iniquity. 


YIRGINIBUS PUERTSaUE. 

{A Hint to the Furv&yors of Tainted Literary 
Food for TovtK) 

The varlet who vends unwholesome victual 
Is sharply punished, if caught in the act ; 
Why should the scoundrel expect acquittal 
Who sells bad books to our boys ? oad fact ! 
We know that youth loves not goody boring, 
That little pigs have no relish for pearls I 
But where’s the excuse for foul garbage 
pouring 

In innocent sonis of onr boys and girls ? 







“Look herb, Sohlumpenhaobn, you must help us at oue Smokino Concert. 
PLAY THE Flute, don’t you?** “Not ven dere ish antpotty apout.” 

“ How’s THAT ? ” “ DbY F0N> LET ME 


OBERLANDED A LA MODE. 

Up in railway ; all Switzerland is now “ up 
iu railway.” Revisiting simple spot opposite 
Jungfrau; here twenty years ago. “Simple!” 
Electric light ; shops : telescopes ; 
tourists everywhere I They sprawl X 
on hillocks like Bank - holiday - Jl ^ 
Yirginia-Waterers I Just heard J i 

one ask waiter, “ ’Ow many feet ] 

are we ’ere above the sea P” “One 
tonsing eight ’undred mdtres.” 

“ What’s the good of meters ? ” 

What indeed? Electric light J M 

everywhere. ^ Everybody tele- 
soopmg ebamois, and bnymg pho- 
tomphs; photomrapbs chiefly of 
other places : all the same when 
you return home. Men attired 1] 
like golfers ; women in gaiters ; f 
exercise, principally shopping. 

Simple Switzeresses outside toy- 
booths, talk excellent Engli^, 
hut ail in national costume. * m 
N.B. National costume can he 
purchased. 


There used to he only half an inn here ; 
there are now five hotels, with a heer- 
garden, and inevitable casino. Dancing every 
night. Like to watch fair, fat, sentimental 
German waltzing solemnly. Elderly Darby of 
Albion, too, capering the newest 
thufl3.es and reverses, would sur- 
^ prise his wife Joan at home. 

Sfe ‘ ‘Darby is devoted to climbing, and 

I was glad to let him return to the 
primitive little place I remember 
on OUT honeymoon.” That is what 
she “^nks. Climhing ! Not a bit 
of it 1 Most here, when fagged out 
vrith shopping, take guide and nor- 
H / terupthe^Shamhom.” Theres a 
12k • / “ Shamhom” album now wherein 

^ > t/u !/ proud mountaineers exhibit flights 
i /4/ of fancy in their records that one 
WdK could never guess from thsir coun- 

/W ^ tenances. At table d'Mte not a 
/ few of SvENOALi’s opinion, that 

** dirty want to wash.” 

But the water is si^erbl so are 
the Alps. Yet am lOherlanded, 
and must go lower to feel higher. 
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Near Coombe-Martin is flangmaa’s Hill, -where a sheep hanged a 
OUR OWN TORRIST IN NORTH DEVON. man for stealing him. ^ 

Mem. at Ilfracmnbe.—Qm^ boating and fislMg heM. LftemM character of Mr. P.'s Own Inn-spector I venture to pro- 

plen^ of st^eanng. Lovely Sfl nomoe the VaUey of Kooks Hotel at Lynton delightfuL Here 

neighbourhood for pedestaaiw, eqnestnans, oamage-fott, aM ^ jg tmpretentionsly English, and even the waiters are not 

A, donkey-chaise people. Specm±^. for ^^tain articles of food may on oooa- 


donkey-^se people. SpeMmem. M 
Kl equestpans and ^rivws;- Mwe mjhe 


Kk eqii^rumsand dnv^s Mire miM ^ (which ought not to happen), and consequently you 

V /t can only oomplm of what you get, very rarely of Aat you do. 

' ' biHiards, but is meant for adnce to ho&elries may be equally gooii, but of these Mr. F.^s Own 

foyf&iSS"o?rc:^rw^h“trbefo^ 

yo^ The Yalley of Kooks Hotd is so-called because it is not in the 

>rf ^ ^ ^ ^ey Tip. ^ y®^ ^ down by the easiest possi- 

be dull at liiracombe^ descent, i.e. per water-worked tram-way to Lynmouli, and so 

x * »> remount. Here we go up up up, and here we go down down down 0, 

" j 1 -, ‘I- .wrapper. * o«'»Pi«® Andh«e comes in my eomplahit. I do not know what numbers 

space, and, hke an objeofaonable Perfn » a thiV‘ asLnaenr ” will ekrry mth safety, but that it oan not carry 

crook-handled stick with pointed ier- twenty, aU toldVinside and ont, with anything like com- 

rule indispensable. ^ teing “Your Fat Contributor*’ will honestly affirm. 

ww wvi. 7 n 7 ^ * 7 V TT-Lxi*i*x u Whether the proprietorship is in the hands of a company, or in those 

Were Mmcombe a Rrenoh watenng-place, how ddightM it codd ^ gj^ 3 ^ P jg^f no importance. H Sic T. B. N. has the 

be made. Ima^e the restaurmts, tiie dejeuners a la foarehette, j cnt, he may he trusted in future to look after this 

S‘S£‘i?".S‘SS.r,i£5'St 

writing-rooms, hiUiard tables, ^rary, first-rate conwris and f^ ^ ^ Bfracomb^ fonr-horsed coaches are all good 

»iS?l5£K'!iSd£,*«fe'S£“£S Tr 
SrfSi‘K)a^trer4^w«'rsi“i:^arJ ^ 

these in the valley-yet would it be warm and cosy during tiie ^^es most of the popular toes of the day mfo Tl 

ooldest months, .of which, in an ordinary year with weU-regnlated hv a field of cattle The 

Wet tl.«t tfie .l«e» «„t lie i« tfieefi nerti,. 1 b®™? *« 1^®'^® ^ li®rii8, they are unalle to return the bhtc! 


llfracombers boast that the snow does not lie in these parts. I 

hope the Hfraeomhers who gave me this information are, so far, pig^ty of bathing ; well managed ; might be mnch better. Advice 
hke the snow. ^ gratis for ^*‘ hain de toe” .—Take a boat, 

Afi ji. IX V 1- *fifL V -L. IX 1 « .7774- towels, spirit lamp, oan of fresh water, &o., 

Of course there are golf hnka. The links-eye’d golf man Jooks out ^ discover natoal bathing place on coast, x I 


for these at once, and though he has got 
to go some little distance for them, there 
they are— at last. Equally of course 
there is lawn tennis, and plenty of it 
close at hand. A shilling an hour; 
profits” 

* 

it it 

Per SUmnhoat \to YenSy,— Tenby 5s 
described on some of the excursionist 
handbills as “ The Naples of Wales.” 
If Tenby is the Ifaples of Wales, then 

Margate is the Monte Carlo of Kent. 

* 

if 

Tenby Pier being in process of con- 
struction, there is no landing except in 
amall boats, of which there appears to be 



snugly j&ed up among the rocks,— and there 
you are. Don’t forget to have with you refresh- 
ments for after bath. 

# # 

It grieves me to be compelled to quit Ilfra- 
combe just as the real gport is begtoiag. I do 
not allude to the North Devon Sta, 


entered by "the dW, after a rapid burst through the hall, showed 

I sains »p ^ - 

pick-a-back. Anyone over fifteen eUme had letter ^g^ ^ gplg^^^ ^th very big head and 

remain on ooard. lo..*.. a ..an^'aaaSw.a aa.a^ flan^ l.{tM as snSAVmST, 1"/, 


picit-a-DacK. anyone overfijteen etone had belter j^jg, y^g ^g^ ^ gplg^^^ gj^^t ^^h very big head and 
remmn on board. ^ wings. Q-uite a pantomime gnat. Send him as specimen to 

. 7 wr * * Sir Augustus Depriolanits. Dseful as model for “ property gnat ” 

A guide-book, written by Mr. and Mrs. S. C. Haxl— names held at Christmas. Or, nail bim to wall, as warning to other gnats, 
in grateful remembrance as authorities on Irish legends— describes 

climate of Tenby as being “for the greater portion of the year WMm, Final Note. — Ilfracombe ought simply to be perfect. Spare 
dry, and bracing.” ^ May be ; was not there “ for the greater portion Mendly criticism, and you help to spoil tke place. But I say to 
of the The Halls by the Sea,” furtlier declare, when com- the I, x. C., in all friendlnaeBs, addressing them in French, “ know- 

wing Tenby with Hastings, Tentnor, and Torquay, that it, though ing- the language,” like Jeames^ Messieurs, fai raison^ moi; vous^ 
equally ^ mild, is nevertheless invigorating,” Shouldn’t have — ?'ows avez Torrs.” A-nd now, I am off to Cromer, 
thought it. But— very glad to hear it. 


Oyster m plenty ^ Tenby. Xks being the first month with an 
r” m it after the off-oyster season, we saw an ogre-like gourmand 
devouring a dozen or so of the natives of Tenby, with the magic aid 
of yin^y, :^pper, and— and— loAwjfey Of sutffi grand consti- 
tutions (should he be none the worse afterwards) are heroes made! 

Frmn lifra&imbe to Pass Watemouth Castle. Lucky 

j^rson the proprietor -of this charming place. Lovely pomtion this 
Watermouth ; quite enough to yftftkft one’s mouth water* 


“Itbbum CsiapiNUS I Bravo Sims Reeves I Simmum to the 
front again, the evening shirt-front, inviting Maud for a stroll with 
him in the g^en, as fr^ as ever 1 Glad to hear that in addition to 
“2bm BowUng” and out of compliment to the modern /wrore for 
cricket, Bimmom is going to produce, from his chest, a new song en- 
titled ^^Will Batting ”yMoh is to be dedicated to “W. G.” But 
Simmum, our prime tenor, will make it a duet, and sing it with 
Grace. Trust soon to hear that Simmum win ^ve us ”The Lost 
Ball” as a companion to “ The Lost Chord.” 


Sbptembeb 28 , 1895 «] 
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CABBY; OR REMINISCENCES OF THE RANK ANO THE ROAO. 

{By ^^Eanscm Jack*') 

No. GOING DOWN”— THE KACES— UPS AND DOWNS. 

Going down f ” Not this year. Bin laid up ^th the Fin, like my 
betters, and still feel a little hit squiffy, 

Bnt when I am fit and ’ave just arf a chamce of a mn down to 
Epsom, I *m on in a jiffy. 

Lor! ’ow many times ’ave I druv to the Derby, in all sorts o’ 
cnmpny, ’igh, low, and jest mejnm ; 

And seen some queer games, tool Well, say wot yer like, it’s a 
’oliday bust, and it breaks the year’s tejum. 

Tejam’sthe doose, if yon arsk me; anddnlness does hoceansmore 
’arm than the pious ones reckon. 

It ’s jest when memotony gives yer the ’ump that you ’re open to any 
bad biz as may beckon. 

Grey flatting constant will set you a longing to paint the town red, 
jest by way o’ variety ; 

Leastways, it’s so with a Cabby, Jknow, and no doubt it’s the same 
in more toppin’ Socierty. 

I Ah ! I remember old Eennington toll-gate afore ’twos removed. 

I Oh ! the jams and the crumes ! 

Once tooled down a fine F. 0. clerk, young and smart, with the pootiest 
parcel o’ blue silk and blushes, 

’Amper 0. K., Larrynargers had fizz up to Dick, and a 

somethink^oe^tc, 

Like laylocks, laburnums and mayblossom in it, as made ‘me— a 
mere nipper then — symperthetic. 

To see ’im a whisking the dust from ’er bonnet, arf tender, arf 
sorcy, an’ ’er a-purtending, 

To bridle up proud and becoming, was pooty. Whose money, 
thought 1, my young nabs are you spenmng. 

’E parted like water, and backed ’em a buster; and blowed if I 
shouldn’t with them heyes upon me. 

Dunno if ’e spotted a winner. I didn’t ! But ’ow they enjoyed it I 
’Er smile reglar won me. 

When young ’uns is sweet ’uns, and sweet ’uns high-bred ’uns, it 
fetches me, somehow, to see ’em philander. 

They do it so dainty, an’ sorter respekful, Bell Bogeb, ’e says 
I ’m a cackling old gander. 

All right, bilious Billy ! You ’ve druv lovey-doveys of all sorts and 
ranks till you ’re verjuice an’ sorrelj 
But these weren’t no Monday Bank ’Oliday Mashers, or shop- sweet- 
hearts out on the scoop, that ’s a moral. 

Well, close to the Stand a old heagle-beaked buffer was doing the 
nice to a dragful of toppers, 

And one ’awk-nosed duchess, as yaller as mustard, with hoptics 
suggestive of bile or ’ot coppers, 

Dropp^ lamps on our little turn-out. Oh, Jemimer ! I ’m sure 
red-’ot needles was simply not in it, 

A savage old Pater, a jealous Miss Golub aqs, and— hus! Oh I I 
twigged the whole game in a minnit. 

Quite spiled my smart cab as a dove-cote that day. Druv ’ome 
rather late, and a trifle less cheerful. 

Him wondrous perlite, but,— well, wandering-eyed, an’ ’er with the 
least little touch of the tearful. 

For me, I’d the ’ump, though ’e paid like a prince. Didn’t see 
them again not tiU twenty year after ; 

And then— wen it gave me the doldrums somehow, ikough Bill 
Boger declared that it moved Hm to laughter. 

druv me and Bell to the Derby ! We’d clubbed for a friendly 
drag down. Bill an’ me, and some others. 

And poor young F. 0. was our whip ! ’E ’d gone badgery slightly, 
{ alon^ not of years but of bothers. 

/knew Hm at once, and I think ’e twigged me ; but ’e made ne’er 
a sign, only looked grave and civil. 

And when Billy stood ’im a drink, ’e bowed low, just to ’ide what I 
guess was a flash o’ the devil. 

1 never let on, bnt addressed ’im respekful, and jest touched my ’at 
when we parted. Says Billy, 

“You’re mighty perlite on the suddent, young Snapshotter I ” 
WeB, I may he sentimental or siUy, 

But I often rackylate ’ow them two fare, and if I ’ll ever see them 


again: ifthey ’re married. 

I ’ve tooled bts o^ pairs to the Derby since then, and I tell you some 
cnrions con^des 1 ’ ve carried. 


A brace o’ young Sheenies as slep all the way, a ’Eathen Chinee 
with a helderly lydy 

'Distributin’ tracks; two hevangelist singers, as plump as Jem 
Smith, and as black as Man Friday ; j 

But if I possessed this ’ere elarecoyhng power I’d try it upon i 
CremorneH year and that conple. 

Wich makes Belly say I ’m as young as I was then, at ’art— though | 

I mayn’t be so nimble and supple. 

LETTERS TO A EIANCfeE. 

Bear Gladys, — I am so glad that in spite of your many engage- 
inents— one of them bemg an engagement to be married— you found 
time to write to me ^ain at last. You say little about your fiance^ 
but that, after all, is of small importance. I approve of engage- 
ments in the abstract; I know of no amusement 
more harmless nor more agreeable for a young 
^1; and from my own experience I i^all be de- 
lighted to assist you, with any little hints in my 
power, towards making the cotirse of true love run 
as smoothly as possible. - ' ^ 1 

You have not described Aethue very clearly — irirmll Nw 

(I am supposing, for the sake of argument, that 
his name is Aethuh ; in your agitation you did not 
tell me his name, but I think yon are the sort of girl WMSm 
who would be in love with the sort of man who \ 
would he called Aethue)— you have not, I say, told 
me much about him ; hut from your letter I gather a| |il|li 
the following suggestive facts : — 

I. You were made for each other, ^ ^ ^ Awk 

A simple and self-evident proposition— it needs no 

II, He never loved anyone hut you! Except 

once^ many years ago ; and he has told you^ all about it quite 
frankly. She was unworthy of him ; and ^narried Another, 

Now I have no doubt whatever, Gladys, that you are quite 
jealous of this person of whom he has told you, quite frankly, 
and who was unworthy of him, and married Another. I wish I 
could convince you of the fact that there is no one in the world so 
little dangerous to you as the person to whom he has grown in- 
different. Fear rather the girls he doesnH know, the women he will 
meet, the charming people to whom he has just been introduce the 
cousins he has never made love to I The past can not be the rival of 
the present : the future may. But this is a subject on whidi argru- 
ment is of no avail, Keason retires, snubbed: and retrospeouve 
sensitiveness remains. Now come his faults 
HI. He does not like the way you do your hair, and he has a hook 
of dried flowers with their names written above them in Latin and 
violet ink, and he shows them to you when he comes to tea. 

These appear to be his only defects. I can understand that they 
cause you some anxiety, bnt with care I trust in time they may wear 
off. Like Bueeon the naturalist {is it Buffon?) or somebody, I 
have, from stray bones, so to speak, to reconstruct, in imaginauon, 
the entire animal. My impression of him is somewhat vague, but on 
the whole satisfactory. It is charming of him to go home and write 
to you the instant he has left you— I think it only right, of course— 
when people meet every day they have a great deal more to write 
about than if they saw eacu other occasionally. One thing in your 
letter pnzzled me. He has been called to the Bar, bnt he did not go, 
becanse he had once been thinking of being a clergyman and he had 
conscientious scruples about the law. What can you mean? I am 
! qnite at a loss, but since you say it was very noble of him and you 
love hm aU the more, I suppose it is all right. You say his 
1 father has a maddening way of taking you aside and asking 
you ia general to “use your influence” with Aethue. He never 
, says what about, but gives forth irritating platitudes about “ a 
woman’s tact” and “gentle feminme persuasion,” You are quite 
right to agree at once and not ask f<ar an explanation, as it would 
’ keep you away from Aethue longer, and it doesn’t matter in the 
least. 

It is very curious about the day Aethue went shooting and told 
yon he had shot two brace of grouse, and yon found out afterwards 

► it was not true, he had shot thirteen. You ask me “how you should 
act,” and say you have as yet “ taken no steps in the matter.” 

Of course, if you find him out in a little fib and let him know it, 
he will tbiTik you have a horribly suspcious nature and be rather 
disgusted at your want of trustfulness ; on the other hand, if you 
; don’t i^ow it, he will tbipk yon extraordinarily stupid and easily 
daped. I think if I were you, I should whenever the subject is 
' alluded to, pin on an enigmatic smile and be silent. This will be | 
auite sufficient punishment for the boastMaeas of his modesty. 

L Write soon agam. I am glad Aethue is so good to his sister’s 
husband, A good brother-in-law always makes an excellent jiance, 

> With congratulations and evegr good wish. 

Tour affectionate friend, Maejoeib. 
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NOT THE CHEESE! 

. {By an Old-fashimied Fellow,) 

[** I would buy * Cheshire/ if I could get it ; but I canuot. For yeara I 
have been doing business in most parts of the country . . . and I have nardly 
ever seen a Cheshire cheese .’^* — in the correspondence on ^^JBnglish 
Cheese in the ** Daily 

So they Ve fotmd it out at last, Ihe ether fellows, 

The mystery that fe r years I have bewailed ! 

Th 6 cheese the t with long keeping merely mellows, 

The good “ Old Cheshire,” from our marts has failed ! 

You cannot get it now for love or money, 

That fair, and fine, and flavoursome old stuff, 

With its amber glow as warm as virgin honey — 

So different from the Yankee’s soapy buff ! 

Don’t talk to me of fine Canadian Cheddar, 

Of Olofcter, or of Dutch, or shams like these ; 

They may be cheaper, greasier, yellower, redder, 

Bnt they’re none of ^em a patch on Cheshire Cheese I 

I used to munch it every day at luncheon 
’Twas lovely with a glass of amber ale ! 

Kow a chunk as hard as any Bobby’s truncheon, 

I As d^ as y^ow soap, and just as pale, 

They give me when I ask ’em for Old Cheshire, 

Ora clammy stuff called Gtruyere— all in holes. 

Ah I “a crust of,bread-aud-cheese ” was once a pleasure 
To honest appetites and English souls, 

I can do with Wiltshire, Dorset, Double Oloster, 

Or even good old Stilton at a pinch, 

But the modem Cheshire” Cheese is an impostor, 

From whose mnokiness malodorous I flinch. 

What the ^ekens have they been and gone and done with it P 
The fordgner has mncked our market np, 

And it seems to me he ’s simply having fun with it. 

Cheese hard as any steel shot from a Erupp, 

Or soft and green and oozy as a swamp is, 

They give me, with some comic crack jaw name. 

Bnt thepe foreign frauds— like Caesars and like Pompeys— 

In nastiness seefm pretty much the same. 

The smell of ’em— sometimes— is something horrid.* 

They are limp, and locomotive, and— oh, there I 


The thought of ’em makes me go chill or torrid. 

Whether Qruyere, or Roquefoit, or Camemhert! 

Then the Yankee with his tendencies Titanic 
Has sacrificed’ prime cheese to speed and bulk. 

Noio they say that in our. markets there is panic ; 

That luckless dairy farmers shake and sulk. 

Well upon my Alfred David I don’t wonder 
If “ Cheddar cheese is rotting by tbe ton ; 

I For our worship of mere bigness is a blunder 
j And I only hope tbe reign of it is done. 

• But why should boyhood’s “ Cheshire Cheese ” delicious — 

Like good old Ribstone pippins— fail and cease ? 

Of modem “ Cheshire ” I am most suspicions, 

And whatever it may be, it ’s not “.the cheese ” ! 

Au Asinine Perfobmance.— A certain gallant and deservedly 
popular colonel, whose love of politics is, perhaps, not quite so 
fervent as l^s fondness for race-horses and greyhounds, has recently 
turned his attention to another and comparatively novel form of 
sport. This takes the shape of an asintts ductus- a learned, or ac- 
complished, donkey— “who can be matched at jximping, eating, and 
drinking, or all three, against any other member of his tribe m the 
world,” and ^e erudite animal gave^, for the colonel’s behoof, a 
private exhibition of his attainments in the grounds attached to an 
hotel in Norton. First, iVe4 jumped, a 5ft. , fiin. bar “ without any 
apparent effort ; ” then he devoured an ounce of twist tobacco and 
half-a-ponnd of bacon with equal ease, hut the thirst provoked by 
the latter comestible had Ip be assuaged by a quart of champagne 
which he “put away” with great promptituae and gusto. Re- 
freshed with wine he further proceeded to snow a clean pair of heels 
to a pony in a steeplechase, winning easily— “ ears down ” in fact. 
Finally, with a fox-terrier dog as his jockey, he galloped round an 
orchard. The colonel was much pleased with the entertainment, 
and well he might he. There is a brilliant career in store for that 
donkey on the variety stage ; or even in Parliament, where he might 
“ command the applause of list’ning senates,” while adorning the 
Hibernian benches as, of course, Member “ for Bray,” 

* Bedad 1 here ’s a leader, ye sons o’ KBlaniey 

Begorrah ! ye ’ll not find a better I ’ll lay. 

Thm hould all yer braggiu* and blusterin’ blarney, 

And take a few hints from the Mimber for Bray ! 
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L’lLE DE WIGHT. 

2. Monsieur Punch, 

Deajbi Misteb,— After to liave as- 
sisted at the Congress of Geographs at 
London I come of to make a little 
voyage ^agriment~^B.yQj^^Qoi agree- 
ment— to the Island of Wight. I am 
gone to render visit to one of my 
english friends who inhabits Sandown. 
I go not to tell yon his name, that 
V7onld be to outrage the privacy of 
your “Home, sweet home.” I shall 
call him “Smith.” AK h hrave 
flfarpon— the brave boy ! Eh well, this 
good Smith he invites me at him — 
chez lui^ how say yon?— and I part 
from London by a beantifnl morning 
of August, and I arrive to Ports- 
mont. See there the Island of Wight 
in face I I traverse the sea in packet- 
boat, I arrive to Bade, and, in fine, to 
Sandown. Tiens^ see there the brave 
Smith on the quay of the station I I 
would wish to embrace him. But no ! 
We are in England. I go to give him 
a shake-hands. Voild tout. And he 
conducts me to his house, and I see 
there Madame, who is charming, and 
his childs. Ah, the dear Kttle chUds. 
But I speak not of them, because all 
that is tne “ Home, sweet home,” and, 
as one says in english, the castle of the 
Englishman is in his house. 

Sandown is a little town, enough 
coquette, very well placed at the border 
of the sea. In efiect, there is a plage^ 
a^ promenade^ a jetee. It is not pre- 
cisely the plage of TrouviUe, the pro- 
menade of Ostende ; but it is enough 
agreeable. Only, at place of the 
pretty little cabins, the tents, so 
charming, so coquette, there is some 
drolls of things, some boxes on wheels, 
which one calls “ bathings machines.” 
Oh, /a, la / I mock myself of them. 
And of more! The ladys and the 
gentlemans can not to bathe them- 
I selves together. They are there, all 
near the one of the other, but not 
together. Ah cd, c'est epatant J Me 
I march all gaily in the water towards 
the ladys ; I am in my costume of 
bath, all that there is of most as he 
must — plus comme il faut^ how say 



“DADDY’S WAISTCOAT!” 

{Sketched from Life in Drury Lane,) 


you ? When a man in a little boa t 
agitates the arms, and cries himself, 
“ Hi there ! ” that is to say, “ Me Id- 
hasP ^ — and still of more which I 
comprehend not. And my friend 
Smith he cries to me also, and he 
agitates the arms, and, in fiae, I com- 
prehend that it is defended. What 
droll of idea ! 

One day there is the regates — the 
regattas. We go all on the little pier, 

; and I see the Duokunt, the Watter- 
polo, the Greasepol. Ah, it is of the 
most amusings ! On the promenade 
I there is the musicians, who play of the 
organ, of the banjo ; also the singers 
! that you call “ nigers.” They are 
^ there all together, and one hears the 
I valse, the hymn, the song of the Cofiee 
Concert, all at the time. There is also 
! a man who walks himself on some stilts, 
i He is very droU, and the assistance — 
; assistance — laughs much. Me I 
laugh as the other^ spectators. The 
evening there is a fire of artifice, and 
the little town is of the most gay. 
There is some “ set-pieces,’^ as one calls 
them, and I read “Welcome to our 
Visitors.” That is very polite ; I offer 
I my thanks to Misters the Municipal 
I Councillors of Sandown. And there is 
I one other which I see hardly, I see but 

I “ Success to My fneud Smith 

1 tells to me that it is “ Success to our 
I Saloon Bar.” That may be. But he 
; is blagueur this Smith, he pleasants 
— plaisante^ how say you? — some- 
times. 

A vrat dire — to true to say— San- 
down is well agreeable, above all when 
he makes fine. Mt ilfaisait un temps 
he was making a superb time. 
As to the other parts of the Island of 
Wight, I go to speak you of them in 
one other letter. 

Agree, &o,, Auguste, 


The Bechuanaland potentate visiting 
our shores is voted by all “ a jolly good 
fellow,” and is generally admitted to 
be what, in Parisian parlance, is known 
as a hon Khama-rade, 


“Jewell’s Apologt.”— P aste. 


PUNCH TO THE RUGBY UNION. 

[“ Professionalismis illegal.’ ’ — First New Law ” 
adopted by the Ftugby TLnion '^or the control of 
Ftughy Football,) 

Rowlahd Hill, and gentlemen all, 

Thanks for your efforts to “ keep up the ball ” 
Out of the Moneygrub’s sordid slime ! 
“Professionalism” and “Broken Time” 
Wanted the touch of a vigorous hand 
To keep the Amateur Football Band 
From the greedy clutch of the spirit of trade 
And speculation, alas I arrayed 
In spoil-sport fashion against true sport, 

On turf and river, in course and coiurt. 

Eeep it up, gentlemen I Let not the shame 
Of money-greed mar one more grand English 
game! 


“The New Womah” at the Lvceum, 
t.a., Mrs. Patrick Campbell as Bomeo- 
Eohertson^s Juliet, Heartily can we “pat 
Campbell” on her ddicate shoulder for h 
rendering of her share in the “Balcony 
Scene.” That “ The Cai^pbells are coming ” 
we all know ; bnt whether this parficnX 
Campbell, “ of that ilk,” has yet ‘^arrived ” 
is the (mestion on which we shall have more 
to say in onr next.” SoenioaUy, satisfac- 
Bramatically^ donbtfuL 


UGLY. 


{A Fendtnt to a pretty little '*poiiie** called 
'^Pretty" by Janet**) 

Ah ugly little artist had an ugly little dream, 
Of au ugly little world built on an ugly little 
scheme ; [tried 

He took up his little pencil and incontinently 
To make ugly little pictures of that world so 
ugHfied. 


He drew ugly little figures just like evil little 
^ imps, [shrimps. 

With ugly little bodies of the hue of parboiled 
With ugly little faces of a subterhumau sort. 
Each a dark Gehenna phantom or unnatural 
Stygian “ sport.” 


He limned ugly little mannikins as pale as 
tallow dips, [under lips, 

And ngly unseied women with protuberant 
With ugly scarlet tresses, or wiGi sable 
porters’-knots. 

And with noses like a satyris, and with eyes 
like inky blots. 


He danbed ugly little backgrounds, all as 
meaningless as mud. 

And ugly little sunsets all suggesting fire 
a^ blood, 


And ugly little arabesques which little seemed 
to mean, [and unclean. 

Yet were commonly suggestive of the cruel 

Then that ugly little artist kicked up ugly 
little heels, 

And indulged in grim grimaces, and in grue- 
some little squeals, 

And he cried, ‘ ‘ Hooray ! On Loveliness shall 
man no longer feast. 

I have proved that Art’s true subject is not 
Beauty, but— the Beast! ” 


MRS. MAMMON. 

[Oae of the latest jourualiatic attractions is said 
to be ** finance made easy ” — for ladies !] 

Wbcat ? Finance made easy for ladies ?— 

If ihiU ’s the last conquest of Mammon, 

“ Sweet home” may henceforth be a Hades, 
Dom^tio exdoyment mere gammon. 

To babies, and bonnets, and kisses 
*Tis sacred ; and 0 ’twere a pity, 

To find our fair matrons and misses 
Bevotk to “ Funds” and “ the City.” 

Let home be all innocent honey j 
With (she) Bnlls and Bears do not rend it. 
AH women riiould know about money 
Is what they know now— how to spend it 1 





A NEW RACE IN AFRICA! 

Arbiyal of the Uganda Express. (Twenty Mindtes ahead 
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PSYCHOPHILOPHRENOPHYSIOGNOMT. 

{Some further Wrinkles by an Amateur Delineator 

[“A hint as to the manner you look at people, when delineatinir 
them for your own purpose, so that they should not be cognisant 
you are taking mental notes. Never stare at anyone straight in the 
face ; and if whilst looking you should catch your subject’s eye, 
quickly avert your gaze without moving to something about them 
that they may be wearing, or to the next person ; you may for the 
moment appeir to be looking into vacancy, or making a mental 
calculation, without staring at anything’ in particular.” — P/o- 
Jemr 0., in a weekly journal,'] 

To be a successful delineator you should cultivate the art 
of squinting. Do this readily and naturally, without any 
apparent effort. This completely baffles the subject, .for 
even if you catch his eye, you inay safely defy him to catch 
yours. Beside, it economises time. In a crowd you can 
often thus kill two birds with one stone, or stony stare. If. 
however, nature has denied you this accomplishment, instead 
of squinting, you may wink the other eye. But this is 
sometimes misconstrued, as it has a rather challenging 
effect. You may find yourself (if the subject is a lady) 
head over ears in a flirtation— or in a somersault down the 
stairs -according to circumstances, before you know where 
you are. 

Acquire the habit of taking physiognomical snap-shots. 

Practise this until, by merely glancing at a person in a good 
light for. say the twentieth of a second, you can secure a 
mental picture of his or her character, habits, and hobbies. 

Ton can develop and intensify, if necessary, these useful 
little views at borne, bringing out further details as to the 
subject’s bank-hsiJacoe, latest affaire de cceur^ or number of 
first- CDusins-once-removed. Au these joints can he eluci- 
dated with a little patience and imagination. 

Always, in conversing with a chance acquaintance you 
may meet in the street, gaze steadily at the brim of his hat, 
or study his necktie with a fixed and critical stare. This 
will make him think there is something wrong. He will 
fidget, and hr come nervous, revealing the inmost secrets of 
his soul. You then easily hag your instantaneous view, 
and depart abruptly with triumph. He will cut you dead 
next time, hut that doesn’t matter. Yon have added him 
to your oolleotion, and can sail in quest of fresh specimens, 

Some ladies rather like their new bonnets being examined. Learn, 
therefore, to do this with respectful admiration, and he prepart d 
with an instant and favourable criticism. It is as well to master a 
few technical terms, so as to avoid, for example, confusing an 
aigrette with a ioque^ 

If, on the other hand, your lady victims resent their head-gear 
or hair-dye being too closely examined, you must fall back on 
mental arithmetic. Calculate how many barleycorns it would take 
to go round the equator, or how mauy white beans there are in five 
hkck ones. If these sums are too hard to be done on the spur of the 
moment, work them out at home, and learn the results by heart, 
before sallying forth on your head-nunting expeditions. 

Never ask a policeman without scanning narrowly his features, 
nor, if sitting behind a ’bus-driver, omit to secure his profile. Inter- 
view every crossing-sweeper you pass. Organ-grinders, also, are 
fairly iuerpensive material to work upon. All these common obj ects 
are readily accessible, and frequently prove perfect mines of charac- 
ter, if you onlv dig deep enongn below the surface. But the earnest 
explorer will find- the oountenancBs of Cihmen to be the most remu- 
nerative phreao- physiognomical studies. Never mind their remarks if 
you can enrich your note-hook with some hitherto undiscovered trait 
of human nature, with the jnner meaning of some mysterious 
wrinkle, or with the true poetry of a wayward wart. Return home 
happy if the dav’s achievements include the decipherment of a mole 
on a flower-girl’s cheek, or the translation of some rare tint of 
oolonr-music on the nose of some loafer near a pub. 

Do not be content with the stores of face-reading lore that have 
been already acquired. Each day fresh secrets should be revealed. For 
instance, it has only recently been ascertained that one freckle on 
the tip of the nose means a disposition to borrow money without 
returning it ; that three pimples in a row across the forehead indi- 
cate nnpunotuality and insuoordinatiott ; or that ;a. droop of the 
left eydid signifies habitual impecuniosity. It is still a moot point 
whether a nose can be both' Quixotic and witty, and how to read a 
promiscuous eyebrow when combined with a cmstaut upper lip. 
These, and many other mysteries, are waiting to be laid bare by the 
amateur but ardent face delineator. ^ 



PROTESTING TOO MUCH.’ 

“And I HOPE YOir’EB a Member of the Ohubch of Enolakd?*’ 
Applicant for Sitvation as Page boy, “ Os yes, Ma’am — vsrt High I ” 


THE WHY ANB THE WHEEEFORE. 

Forf^ {to passenger)^ WimBiox? Fassenger. 'Wje^ 

And Porter does not reply, **^’008 1 want to know,” but puts a 
labd on passenger’s portmanteanncoordingly. 


TOM THE GOLFER. 

[A Stanza on behalf of the testimonial now set on foot, and promoted by 
Mr. A. J. Balfour, to Tom Morris, the Grand Old Man of Golf.J 

Air—** Tom the Tinker,* 

Tom the Grolfer ’s a wonderful man, 

For though seventy-five, up to now, is his spai, 

At hitting a hall or at laying a plan, 

He’s a clipper is Tom the Golfer ! 

. He can play the game, when not.laying new links. 

The Golf- world of a brave testimonial thinks. 

And Punch inquires, with Ms choicest of winks, 

Now, Golfing- wold, what offer?” 



!**What chter, my hearties’ 


** Cheer, Boys, Cheer 1 ” 

{Ad Druriolanum, equitem gratias agms ad 
magistrum antiquun Henrieunt Bussellum.) 

“ Cheer, hoys, ohcerl No more of idle 
sorrow. 

Courage, brave heart?, will bear us on 
our way I ” 

Tickets I’ve got for Drury Lane to-' 
morrow. 

Cheer, boys, cheer I I am gcang to see 
, that play I 


Ladies desirous of ** trying their Luck” in the matter of marrying, 
a title, had better turn their attention towards St. Petersburg, 
where a French Count has made ^he novel proposal of starting a 
lottery— with himself as the, prize. A million tickets are to be 
issued at one rouble each. The winner is* to receive,’ in addition to 
an aristocratic husband, the sum of 250,000 roubles ; ‘ the Oo’wt him- 
self will pocket a quarter of a millim ; and the remaining half of 
the money is to be divided between charity and the promoters of the 
the *‘rafflle.” In the Parisian parlance of tbe boulevards, this enter- 
prifing nobleman is decidedly a rouhlaid.” 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 
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ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

I LEARN from The Freeman's Journal that “ Lord Windsor, who 
pr^^wded at the Librarians’ Congress, is an all-ronnd man. In 
addition to his interest in libraries and the support which he has 
^ given to struggling Tory papers, he is a 

first-class lawn -tennis player who has 

narrowly escaped playing for the amateur 
finals, and a cricketer who carries about! 
\ with him still the marks of a blow which 
he received on the nose in the playing 
fields of Eton College,” 1 assume, though 
KmIIXtSw is expressly stated, that the 

- ►/111 ' blow was inflicted by a cricket ball, and 

J 111 w hostile fist of a fellow Etonian. 

I ll r appears, then, that in his early youth 
§ Hi \ about Lord Windsor’s nose a 

1 f mui something, a bridge, an angle, que s^aw- 

f mmBi i 1 f which forbad the idea of complete 

n WjWyi' f roundness. The providential arrival of a 

, sort of homoeopathic cricket ball removed 
protuberance, and now Lord Windsor 
atque rotundus. And, what 
is more, he stDl carries the marks about with him. G-aUant Presi- 
dent of the Librarians’ Congress ! I 

As a small boy at Eton Lord Windsor, I hear, 

Played a good game of cricket, but failed as a sphere. 

But behold, he grows rounder, the older he grows. 

With a ball to each eye Tplus a ball on his nose. 

West Bromwich has my profound sympathy. I read in a 
Birmingham paper that there is a complete deadlock with regard to 
the mayoralty of West Bromwich for the coming year. The deputa- 
tion appointed at the meeting in August have waited upon several 
eligible gentlemen to try and induce them to accept office, but with- 
out any success up to the present. Alderman Eollason has 
declined, and Councillor Bushell will not undertake the duties, and 
the committee are now doing their beat to induce Councillor Slater 
to take the position a second time.” By this time', let us hope, the 
difficulty may have been removed, for imagination boggles at the idea 
of a town without a mayor^ 

West Bromwich’s Committee-men-, they fairly tore their hairp- 
in all West Bromwich’s expanse they could not find a Mayor. 

Each depu'fy with anguish notes his prematurely shed lock. 

But, dash it, what are men to do confronted by a deadlock P 
Each portly Alderman his Aidermanic self excuses, 

In vain they try the Councillors, for every one refuses. 

Declined with thanks by Eollason, the nonour next they proffer 
To Bushell, who, in turn, declines their most obliging offer. 

Next, moving on, they tempt again their ex-Mayor, ]\&. Slater, 

“ Be thou,” they cry, with emphasis, “ our mayoral dictator. 

With badge and chain and gown of fur it ’s not a jialtry billet ; 

The breach is ready-made,” they say ; “ step into it and fiE it. 

A vacuum a nuisance is, we ask thee to abate it ; 

Our edifice is roofless now, climb up and promptly slate it.” 

Ie Mr. Slater should ultimately decline the proffered mayoralty, 
the only suggestion I can make is that somebody should be 

f ’oked for the office. I don’t quite know what it means, hut 
know that every year some forty estimable gentlemen are 
pricked for the shrievalty of their respective counties. One after 
another they arise in the Court of Justice in which this terrible 
ceremony takes place and declare that there are ciromustanoes which 
absolutely forbid them to accept the post of High Sheriff, One 




failing health, hut the plea is allowed in very^f ew oases, and in the 
end most of them are reluctantly pricked. The new cook on board 
ship in Charles Diceens’s American JS’oUs was boxed up with the 
Captain standing over him, and was forced to roll out pastry which 
he protested, bemg of a highly bilious nature, it was death to him 
merely to look at. But he had to roll it out all the same. So it 
ought to he with an unwilling candidate for a mayoridty. 

Let us he lust to our American cousins in spite of hoat-racinig and 
yacht-racing fiascos. There are certain things that they obviously 
order much* better than we do. For instance, when the silly season 
they just mark out one of their prconinent literary men and 
have him attacked by highwaymen. At least this is what lately 
happened to Mr. Eichard Hardino Davis, for I read in Harper's 
W eeldp ^at “ a considerable number of daily joumals of average 
veradty in New York and Boston published accounts of Mr. Davids 
encomter, differing to such a degree in details that each paper 
se^ed to de^ye its information from an independent source. The 
very variaHon of the reports was an indication of a basis to the 


original tale : hut after all, the despatch which carried most convic- 
tion was one only four lines long, in which Mr, Davis was qnoted 
as intimating that some industrious writer had lied about him,” 

Notice again how magnificently they manage an earthquake. 
Little morefiian a week ago a telegram, emanating from Tegucigdpa 
in Honduras, was published in the New York Heralds In this it 
was stated that ‘^rnail advices from Yetapan announced that a 
terrible earthquake had occurred in that section of the country.” 
There were elaborate details. Three hundred psrsqns perished. 
Four thousand people from the outlying villages flocked into the city. 
During the night sheets of flame appeared at different points in 
the north-west rising to immense heights. A church tower crashed 
I down, carrying with it the roofs of three houses. Just before day- 
I light a prolonged shock rocked the entire town as though it were a 
I cradle, and on the mountain side quantities of grazing cattle were 
I engulfed by lava. At Covajunca thirty-seven houses were laid in 
mins : at Caynscat twenty-nme houses collapsed. A later despatch 
states that 353 bodies have already been recovered.” In short, this 
earthquake was carried out in a style of lavish completeness, and 
no expense was spared to make it a record convulsion. It is nimeces- 
sary to add that it never h^pened. There wasn’t a single quake in 
the whole of Honduras. Like Falstaff's assailants, and like the 
highwaymen that waylaid Mr. Eichard Harding Davis, it wore a 
suit of buckram. And of all qualities of buckram the American is 
unquestionably the best. 

It appears, moreover, that Cain and Abel lived in Central 
America, and that the mausoleum of Abel is still to he seen in Yuca- 
tan, with all the inscriptious complete. Somehow or other a 
migration to Egypt then took place, and the Sphinx was erected by 
Abel’s widow as a monument to her murdered husband. All this 
has been discovered by M. le Plongeon \ and, to confirm the trath , 
of the story. Mr. W. T. Stead is to puhhsh it, bound in buckram, 
of course. “ Julia’s ” share in this discovery is not stated, but there 
can be no doubt that she must have been hovering round. 

I AM told that Cheshire cheese is in a bad way ; that the price of it 
has fallen so much as to make the total disappearance of Cheshire 
cheese extremely likely. At the same time it is said that Cheshire 
cheese is going down because the farmers wilfully produce an in- 
ferior article. It may be so, though I hope it is not. But if it is, 
why delay the punishment ? To produce inferior cheese is as bad as 
robbery- with violence ; and a dozen or so with a Cheshire cat ought 
to prove an effective deterrent to the most hardened offender. 


TEAYELLEE’S CONYEESATION BOOK. 

{For English Tourists visitmg Sebastopol,) 

I CAN assure you that I had no idea of treating Eusda with 
disrespect. 

I was not bom at the time of the Crimean "War, 
and know nothing whatever of the battles of the j 4 

Alma, Inkermann, and Balaclava. { 

I really only require breakfast, and have no inten- 
tion of sketching the walls of that fortress. 

I was asking the waiter to clean my boots, and not for 
information concerning the strength of the garrison. 

I was not aware that the place had been declared a JnlK 
naval port, and was therefore sacred from foreign J||||||^ 
invasion. f I 

As a matter of fact, I was not searching for tor- I lu|W 
pedoes, hut only taking a sea bath, j|iM 

I was as innocent in thought and intention as a 
haigneuse at Margate. 

I am sorry that it has been necessary to confiscate 
my Gladstone bag, as it contains my Imen and toilet .. 

CJertainiy my bath sponge is not an explosive. . ^ 

The programme of Cheer^ Boys^ Cheer ^ which is 
said to nave been found in my bag, is of no political significance. 

It certainly was not intended to create a riot at Moscow. 

It surely is unnecessary to cover me with chains. 

I really must protest against being detained in a dungeon three 
feet squMe, in lieu of occupying a eomfortable room in the hotel 
au troisieme. 

It seems to me harsh treatment to deprive me of all my goods and 
chattels, and then refuse to allow me to communicate with the 
British Ambassador. 

"Well, of course, if I must go I must, and I suppose I ought to 
thank you for securing my ticket. 

But surely you have made a mistake. I wished a ticket for 
Hampstead. 

Yery sorry that you should tell me that you are right from tjhis 

I gather I am booked (without appeal) to Siberia I . ^ 


October 5, 1895.] 
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THE WHEELING PASSION. 


Mr. Wheeler. ‘*1 don't s£B what they want to btjild a great Wheel like that 
for! * 

Mrs. Wheeler. '*No. Why couldn’t they have had A Safety, and geared it ur 
TO ANY height THEY LIKED ? ** 


CRrSTALISED PALACE’D FEUITS. 

Mr, Punch heartily congratulates the Eoyal 
Hortioultuial Societ^r cn their grand shiw 
of Biitifih-grown fruit (none “made in Ger- 
many and the Crystal Palace Company on 
the excellent arranfjements made ior the 
most advantageous displayed these magnih- 
mut fruits defendus ^ — ^for “forbidden fruit” 
they certainly were, as, much to the disgust, 
probably, of the apothecaries and family 
doctors, the visitor could not taste any t f the 
luscious specimens attractively set htfere 
him. They were all “ Us pommes du voisin^’^ 
but though “forbidden” their appearance 
was anything but “ forbidding.” It came to 


an end last Saturday, when it is reported 
that all the fruits were sfcfdy got out of 
the building except one skepy ptar, whom 
I nothing could arouse. 

I 

The Ingot and Outgot Silver Case.— 
So far the police are to he congratulated. 
The detectives have acted with all the readi- 
ness and decision of a Sherlock Holkes. 
Result so far i% that one Henry Bailet— 
rame of not partienlarly happy omen in con- 
nection with a eeitain Old Bailey— is in 
custody, as also are four bars of silver. 
Bailey was tahing four bars rest when 
arrested and reaov^. 


THE RETREAT OF THE FIETEEH I 
THOXJSAHB. 

{A British Soldier's ViewjoflL) 

[“ The successful withdrawal, without a shot ! 
being fired, of the fifteen thousand men who held 
the long line from Peshawur to Chitral is a feat ! 
not less remarkable in its own way than their 
\ictorious advance .*’ — The Twies.] 

Air — “ The Burial of Sir John iiZoore}.” 

Not a shot was heard, not a stroke we smote. 
As we trod our home-journey unhurried. 
The papers about us wrote thundering rot. 

But &r lloBEET kept cool and unflurried. 

We’d had heat to encounter, and frost to 
fight, 

Alfernately freezing and burning, 

And now Umra Khan and his hordes put to 
flight ; 

We were quietly homeward returning. 

Through ihe Malakand Pass we as conquerors 
pressed, [found him. 

And had vanquished the foe where we 
Now, the garrison rescued, the wrong re- 
dressed, [him. 

Low retired, with his thousands around 

Few and short are the words he has said. 

From palaver no aid did he borrow ; 

But many a face at their hearing flushed red, 
As will millions of others to-morrow. 

Six months of hard struggle for heart, hand, 
and head, 

RDUgh plodding, and comfortless pillow. 
Now the foe and the native would stay our 
home-tread ; 

There’s news to despatch o’er the billow! 

Lightly they’ll talk of the deeds we have 
done, 

And, some of them, coldly upbraid us. 

Bat little we ’ll reck if John Bull will read 
The tribute Sir Robert has paid us. [on 

But half of OUT heavy task was through 
When Low passed the word for retiring ; 
But the Fifteen Thousand in form withdrew 
Though without any fighting or firing. 

We do not much care if we don’t win renown, 
Nor shine over brightly in story ; 

We ask not a line— we crave not a stone, 

But we leave dear Old England the glory. 


THE RECENT ANTXHING-BUT- ‘ DEAD-HEAT.” 

First Sportsman. Awfully hot at New- 
market last week I 

Second S. Thought it would be. Had 
“nothing on,” so stayed at Lome, bhnds 
down, windows open. 

“SCRAPS FROM CHAPS.”— “ Corked ” 
Stout.— The Mitchelstown Guardians were 
debating on the stout supplied io P^J^cr 
patients, A Mr. Dinben proposed, “That 
in fnture the Treble X stout manufac- 
tured by Messrs. Murrht, Cork, be used 
in the workhouse instead of Guinness’s.” 
His argument was that “ it would help a 
local manufaotcue,” and that “the doctors 
all approved of Murphy’s.” The chairman 
suggested that they might “he doing an 
injustice to the patients by taking in 
Murphy's stout.” not put the ques- 

tion to the patients? It is ihet/ who will 
have to “ take in Murphy's stout,” not the 
guardians, and they are not likely to “ do 
themselves the injustice” of refusing it if | 
drinkatde. Murphy’s stout is evidently a 
light brew, as it was “carried by one.” An- 
other guardian described the resolution as a 
“blow which Guinness didn’t deserve”; 
but Guinness survived the blow, and went up 
tea points on the Stock Exchange m xt day. 
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PLAYING ATAYOEK, 

A New Mokalitt. 

[“ The working woman cf to-day, be she journa- 
ist, teacher, or what not, is s ifiering terribly from 
tierce competiticn, and this is larg^y due to the 
»‘act that women who are merely 'working for 
pleasure enter the labour market.” — Old^ 
Faskimed Tf^man ” in the “ Daily Chronicle,^^] 

W RES the Ooxse of Labour was laid ou Man, 
Toits Tieage glowered gdcoly, 

AEeviations of Fate's stern plan, 
the softening spirits in rear and van 
Of Labonr's march through oar Life's brief 
span. 

If Ee€n, were glimpsed but dimly. 
Weariness followed, aad dulnesa g'oomed, 

On the path of mortals to hunger doomed, 
And ijoTerty the spirit entombed 
As in all too prematnre obamel ; 

The ache of limb and the fret of brain, 

The slow weak pulse, and the long dull 
pain, 


Grew all familiar ; the spirit-strain. 

And the sullen revolt again and again, 

Of the s];)iritual and carnal. 

But thongU men knew that work and^woe 
Were all too closely n dghb mr ; kh a 
O ne curse of Labour they did not know ; 

Th« black blight coming la*e and slow, 

Of the f jois who play at Labour ! 

Labour I Faith, ’tis ni passing play 
But the pack-horse burden day alter day 
To be grimly gravely lifted. 

A leaden weight, and a mill-wheel rotind, 

By the player at labour but seldom found. 

Or the aanatenr-thougb gifted. 

Who has not seen a street-child mn 
To turn an organ-handle— for fnn— 

With gay, erratic vigour ? 

But the grmder who turns at it day by day 
Finds Ah che la morte no pleasant play, — 
Me wor^ at it—** like a nigger.’^ 

So ** weU-to-do women who crowd the ranks ” 
Of Labour are playing bat childish pranks ; 
They are butterny despoilers 


Of the honeyed hives of the working bees ; 
They lower the wage and lessen the ease 
Oi the true fate-destined toilers.* 

“Work for mere hveJ^^ So the bntter- 
dles say, 

(Though they commonly stoop to the casual 

~ pay), 

Well, love is blind— this sort of it. 

To teach for pin-money possibly ’s fun 
To those who ’re but dabblers when all is 
HEED done, 

But^he workers, when wages go down with 
a run, 

Can hardly see the sport of it. 

To play at philanthropy ’s mischievons, much, 
For smolists mar whatsoever they touch ; 

What if some Flower Girl Mission 
Destroy a trade, which seeks other lands. 

Or throw out of work some thousands of 
’hands? 

Philanthropy hath no vision 
Save of its pretty and picturesque fad ; 

And the destitute drudges, angry and sad, 
Whom deft flower-mountiug once fed and clad 
Shall dnd redress a rarity. 

Don’t play at Reform, if yon love your 
neighbour I 

But well-to-do women, your “playing at 
Labour ” 

Works worse than playing at Charity I 
Work? Well doubtless ’tis pleasant and 
“ funny” 

For well,—** j ast a little pocket-money,” 

Co ape the bees who must make the honey 
Day in, day out, for a living. 

But workers who labour for “ bread and 
cheese,” 

Vnd not as a change from mere lady-like ease, 
Regard all such amateur, gham, busy-bees 
As needing, not praise, but forgiving. 

What if your work- dabbling, now quite the 
rage, 

Out down the genuine workwoman’s wage, 

Or pinch the poor ill-paid school teacher ? 
Every woman should work all she ’s able”? 
Maybe you need a new species of fable, 

A sager than copy- borne preacher. 

* The Ant and the Grasshopper ” ? There 
lurketh Cant ! 

If Grasshopper labour-spurts starve the 
poor Ant. 

If well- to- d3 woman work help? to spread 
want, 

This new-bnn blind zeal sense should 
bridle. 

There ’s fit work for all, some with spade, 
some with tabor ; 

But Madam, if feminine “playing at 
Labour,” 

Whilst needless to you, wrecks one work- 
woman neighbour. 

By Jove, you had better be idle ! 

* “ In every branch of work we see well-to-do 
women crowding into the ranks of competition, 
in consequence of which wages are lowered, and 
women who really want work are loft to starve.” 
Same Letter, 


“Alis, pooh Yoeick I Habkt Patne, 
the last of the good old Joet-Geimaldi 
school of Pantomime Clowns, “joined the 
majority,” Friday, Sept. 27. For many years 
past the Clown’s Christmas welcome, ^* Here 
we are again I ” has been omitted, and, in the 
future, we are not likely to hear the excla- 
mation revived. Farewell, Haeet Patjie, 
“a fdlow of infinite jest, and of excellent 
fancy I ” 


England aed Amebica. — Sucoessfnl 
Mablbobodgh Match, following upon un- 
satisfactory DirjTBAVEir rac3. Miss Yandbb- 
BiLT decidedly winning. Entente cordiale 
restored. 


OoTOBSR 5, 1895.] 
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A MOOT POINT. 

Mrs, Brown {on her honeymoon), “Oh, aren't TOtr glad, Darling, we have oohe this delightixtl Tour, instead of going 
TO ONE OF those STUPID FOREIGN PLACES?” 

[Darlmg is not quite sure about it^ as the hills are oj terrible jreqxmey^ and^ naturally^ he tows his bride up every cm. 


LETTEES EEOM A EIATfCEE, 

Dear Marjorie,— Thanks for youx kind letter, I was hoping you 
would be pleased about my engagement. 

It is most curious you should have guessed, without my telling you, 
and without even seeing his photograph, that his name is Arthur. 
I must tell you more about him. He is tall and handsome, also, not 
at all commonplace^ He locks a little like the old prints one sees in 
smside lodging-houses, called “ With the Stream or Against the 
Stream^^^ or ** Good-hye^^^ or “ The Return of the Black Bruns- 
wicTcer,^^ He looks, in fact, far more romantic than the young men 


Lyon Tatmer’s, but he has often explained to me that that was 
entirely accidental ; he was “ taken ’’ there ; he dislikes her set, and 
has an especial aversion to the clever young men of the day. He 
has an excessive— and I must say I think unnecessary - terror of 
being mistaken for one : and says that if he had not heard it was the 
very latest tiung he would never real anything but Scott. To the 
bicycle and cigarette, for women, he has an equally strong cbjeetion, 
and I think he cf.ea pretends not to see a ;joke because he has a 
nervous suspicion of its being wbat he would call the New Humour. 
In the evening, on the balcony, he quotes Btron, and in the 
morning, in the garden, he reads Wilrie Collins or Mrs. Henry 
Wood. He says he hopes I shall spend a great deal of time in the 
still-room, to which I heartily assent, though neither cf ns know 
exactly what a still-room is, but it sounds an'et. Women, Arthur 
thinks, should preserve fruits, and a lady-like demeanour, aud 
d) plain needle- work, or perhaps “tattmg.” Art embroidery 
he looks on with doubt, and I believe he considers it fasL When 
I told him he seemed anxious I should not reap without having ; 
leamt to sew^ he seemed hurt and we hastily changed the sub* i 


ject. I was playing croquet with him— (croquet he approves)— 
when he was lecturing cn frnit-preserving. “Shall you reallT 
expect me to make jam?’’ I said. “Would you he cross if 
I did?” he asked, tenderly. “ Crosse 1 yes! and Blacrweix, 
i too, if you like,” I answered in my (occasionally) flippant way, 
which I always regret instantly after. Arthur threw down his 
mallet, ‘ * This —Q-ladys— this is the sort of thing which— which— ,” 
&o. We had a short quarrel, and a long reconciuation, Arthur is 
a great dear^ yon must understand, and I am very happy. He does 
not show me the book of dried flowers nearly so often now, and 
has written some verses about me, he is going to i^ow them to 
me to-night. 

Arthur is very interesting when he talks of mej it is when he 
discusses abstract suljects— such as chemistry, or big sleeves— that 
he is not quite so amusing. He is dreadfully prejudiced about 
sleeves. Do you think he will gradnally get accustomed to them ? I 
think he will by the time they have quite gone out I 

I am sure you will like dear Arthur* Of course one has to 
understand him* When he came down to stay with us, I said, You 
must be very tired after your short journey,” I was surprised 
how much it annoyed him I Don’t say anything of that sort to 
him— first. He is apt to take things - just a little — seriously. It 
is rather a charming quality in a man to whom one is engaged— 
don’t you think so ? fciuoh a love as ours cannot fail to have an 
ennobling effect: as Arthur says, it seems to lift us above all 
thoughts of this world. Write soon. I am longing to hear about | 
the new skirts, and to show you my sapphire ring. 

Tour affectionate friend, Q-ladys. 

From Our Own Schoolboy, a Student of LemrbiIire.— Sir,— 

I have hea^ Mr* Arthur Balfour i^ken of as “ the Laeda of the 
House of Commons.” Who is its J upiter ? 
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AT CROMER. 

WHiT middle-aged freqaentrr rf tlie Old Ship, Brighton, does not 
recall the bland personality of Arthur Bacon, part proprietor and 
principal representatiye of the landlordism of the excellent ancient 
hostelrie : — 

0 don't you remember A. Bacon Ben Bolt ? 

So smiling, so shiney, and brown;' 

How be chortled with glee when he saw us Bbn Bolt, 

And charged ns an extra half-crown. 

The gammon of Bacon was admirable ; and his strict attention to 
. the duties of serrants towards visitors to 

the hot el was “a side of Bacon” not to be 
z' forgotten. A. B. was an ideal landlord, 
^ ever ready at his door to welcome the 
coming and speed the parting guest. 




“The Grand” at Cromer is not an 
enormous hotel : it is a Semi-Grand. 
The example of BiCON aforesaid could he 
therefore easily imitated. Warned of our 
arrival by letter, rooms secured, train 
punctual tfrom St. Panoras to Cromer) to 
^ within ten minutes, we drove up to the 
" door of the Sexni-Grand in our one-horse 
® fly. Not a soul about. Surely the hotel 
is open ? Yes, the driver knew that 

^ ' much, “ because he had taken some 

people away from there in the morning.” 
These might have been the last roses of summer, the last visitors at 
the hotel for the season! We waited ; no signs of life. “Should 
he (the driver) ring ? ” Certainly : a most happy thought. He de* 
Bcendeth ; he ringeth. We wait. Then the sound as of somebody 
coming, * * A Boots in sight appears. We hail him with three cheers” 
—at least, we ask “if our rooms a?e ready,” and the Boots is of 
opinion that they are ; whereupon another Boots appears, and the 
pair of Boots Ing our luggage into the hall, where we jSnd an 
amiable lady with keys in her nand who invites ua to inspect certain 
apartments. Onr answer is an adaptation cf Mamie fs command to 
the Ghostf “ Lead on, we follow.” 

Hi, 

We see : we refuse. These axe not the rooms we had ordered. 
“ No, they are not.” So much is admitted. Then, perhaps, we had 
b.tter depart and seek hospitality elsewhere. Our heckoner would 
ra.iher not put us to such inconvenience, and soon discovers what 
will suit us exactly. So we take them then and there. They do 
suit us exactly : not down to the ground, as they are first floor. A 
room with balcony, in the shade all day, facing north, commanding a 
lovely sea view. What more could mortal require ? 

9|e 

The air of Cromer, where there is “nothing between you and the 
North Pole”— so any ma’icious reports to the contrary may be 
safely disregarded— is most exhilarating. But the du*>t 0 1 The 
dust! On with the water-carts, and down with sandy dust I It is 
all sand — everywhere. As to situation the Semi-Grand has a decided, 
aid sea -sided, advantage over the other hotels. 

Delightful view from front windows of the Semi-Grand. Of 
course the hack rcoms are rather behind in this respect. WMoh is 
but natural. 

* 

* • 

Civility, and a desire to please, are the charac^erisfios of the work- 
ing stafl attbe Semi-Grand, directly you know them individually and 
oollective’y. But, as the song sajs. “ You^ve got to know ’em/a«^.” 

With the arrangements of the sake d manger as worked at the Semi- 
Grand nnder the superintendence of a distinguished aud invaluable 
foreigner garqon in chef, very little fault can be found. The 
experiments of the youfloiul and let s-experienced subordinates who 
are probably there to learn English, are interesting from a certain 
punt of Tiew, which is attained when, under the guardianship of 
their chief, or one of his trusty lieutenants, you have had everything 
you require. Then you can sit and watch the recruits at their 
gargomc exercises. * 

I wonder ^ the Generalissimo has them out for drill every moru- 
ing htfore visitors are up ? Are there any collegea, or barracks, for 
waiters, where, as undergraduates, or recruits, they can leam their 
business F From what I nave seen I should say naost probably not. 


own lobsters when boiled, “ To this complexion must you come at 
last ”— if you stay long enough at J[!romer. 

A Curiosity at —Exactly iu front of where I am now 

seated, enjoying the Cromerio morning breezes on the very edge of 
the cliff, and at a distance of about twenty-five yards from the 
Cromer Sands, there rises a remarkable wooden efligy, on the true 
import of which I positively refuse to he e^ightened by any native 
* flermg me a mere matter-of-fact explanation. 

The object, which I sketch on the spot, in order that an expe- 
rienced hand shall give it artistic m erit, . 

appears to be the gigantic wooden case 

“made and provided” for equally — ’ 

gigantic cocked hat, originally worn by 

Titanic Admiral, long since laid up - 

in sea- weed, with all the rest of his - 

uniform, in the locker of Mr. Davy 

Jones, Neptune’s wardrobe keeper. -t 

This huge olject is stuck on a ]^le, - 

either as maikiug the last resting- , 'i H '--"- — 

place, there or thereabouts, of colossal ^ 

Admiral aforesaid, or it has been for 
ages left here as indicating the fate 
certain to await the ruthless and reck- 
lessly wrecked invader. It may mark 
the spot wb ere quietly, one dark ni ght, > 
the Great Napoleon rehearsed, all hy , 

the invasion of England; be- 

ing only too glad to escape in the Bid Napoleon ever try to land 
^rly daTO, leaving his cocked hat Cromer, and lose his celebrated 
behind him, which, as a Napoleomc cocked hat in the attempt ‘r 
relic, was inclosed in a wooden case of 

three times its size, and here exposed, with the motto in best 
Cromerio French, addressed to Napoleon, should he ever have 
attempted to repeat his visit 

“ Voici votre chapeau d. comes ! Fenez le prendre 

The inscription is, hy flux of time and sea-water, almost, if not I 
quite, iUegiole. 

4k 4k 

Or it may mark the spot, banned and anathematised, where was 
hutied, according to the awfuHy sohmn Masonic ritual, the mangled 
remains of The Man who couldn't keep a secret ! I 


Were it not for the refr^hing hretzes, which rival and excel 
thc^e of Margate, the Cromer ites^ would be uumt to cinders. As it 
is^ th^ are generally a delicate improvement cn the colour of their 


ANGLING EXTRAORDINARY. 

From The Scotsman, Saturday, September 21, under the heading 
“ Angling,” appears this item of news from “ Annan,” placed he- 
I tween fisnmg notes from “Loch Earn ” and “ Dhu Loch ” : — 

! Loch Earn.— M r. Watson, fishing on Lochearnhead Hotel water yester- 
I day, killed thirty -two nice trout. 

Annan.— There were large supplies of all classes of stock. Best beef made 
Is, %d. to Is, per stone, and mutton Id. to 1\d, per lb. There was a 
crowded attendance of buyers from England and the South of Scotland, and 
the demand was good all through. Store cattle had a slow trade, and were 
bad to sell. Quotations Eat bullocks up to £15 17a. ^d . ; do. heifers up to 
£15 7s. fid. ; do. cows up to £13 17s. fid.; calving heifers £12 12s 6i. 
Lambs, 16s. to 295. 3d. ; odd sheep, 33s. to 49s ; rams, 43s. 6d. ; half-bred 
hoggs, 415. fid. to 44s. ; cross do., 37s. to 41s. 9d. ; Cheviots, 38s. 9d. to 41s. 9d. 

Dhu Loch.— On September 18, Mr. Kynaston had fourteen fish, 4J lb., 
heaviest | lb. ; and on 19th, nine, 4 lb., heaviest 1 lb. 

“ Fat buUccks up to £15 ITs. fid.” would try the strongest tackle. 
Splendid specimen of “ Net Profits.” 

The Putney Spoor.— Within the last week, so reported one of the 
Day-by-Days in the Daily Telegraph, a ghost has been heard of at 
Putney. Hundreds of Mamlets, Marcelluses, and Barnardos (with 
Ophelias, and other ladies) have gone out of their way nightly to 
-ee the ghost. What ehould a riverside ghost he like ? Obviously 
the “ main-sheet ” from a saHiug-hoat is ready to hand, and for its 
head, at any neighbouring boat-house, there is quite a choice of 
“louUs.” If any hair, there are the “row-locts.” The ghost 
must not, in our opinion, he expected anywhere with or against the 
stream, bat in some “dead-water.” “Will the ghost walk 
to-night ?” is now the Shakspearian inquiry ; to which the reply is, 
“ Go to Putney I ” 

Angelical I— Herr Angeli, the Austrian portrait-painter, whose 
name, as a “ noun of multitude,” suggests “ several Angelos rolled 
into one,” is now the Queen’s paiuter par excellence, CJonsequently 
he ehould he known in Eugland as “ Mer Angeli.” May all good 
Angeli guard Her Gracious MajestyI Still, clever as Brother 
Brush may he, it will take a lot of “Angeii” to equal one 
“ Angelo,” which his Christian name was “ Michael.” 
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ROMEO ROBERTSOH AND JULIET PAULA CAMPBELL. 

Mrs, /. P. C. “ 0 Romeo, Romeo ! wherefore art thou Romeo 

Mmneo Robertson, Because I have played it before: but “0 Juliet, Juliet! 
wherefore art thou Juliet ? ” 

Mrs. J, F, C, Because you cast me for the part, and I wanted to play it. 

ShaJcspeare adapted to the Lyceum. 

JiTLisT is, according to her nurse, just fourteen years of age. 

The story is that of “ Villikins 
and his Dinah '^^ : — 

There was a rich noble in Verona 
did dwell, 

He had but one daughter an un- 
kimmun fine young gal, 

.Her name it was/wZie^, just four- 
teen years old, 

With a werry large fortune in 
siliver and gold. 

Singing tooral li {ad. lib.). 

The southern girl of four- 
teen equals the northerner of 
nineteen ; and this must ever 
be the initial difificulty which 
few experienced actresses can 
surmount. Juliet is, in fact, 
a single girl and a married 
young woman rolled into one. 
“ Single,” “ double,” and 
“there’s the mb I ” 

Mrs. Pat Campbell’s Juliet 
, , , , takes the poison, but not the 

Master Romeo probably seventeen, axd cake. Her Juliet has over her 
Miss Juliet certainly fourteen years old. shadow of Paula Tanque- 

ray. From the commencement, except in the Balcony scene, she is 
a Juliet “with a past.” The balcony and the moonlight suit this 
Juliet. Good, too, is she when, abjectly miserable, she oramples 
herself np all in a heap, like the victim in a picture of Japanese 
torture, so that at any moment, without surprising the spectator, 
she might turn heels over head and straighten herself out at the 
feet of the irascible old Capulet, Once again let me adapt averse 
of the ancient ditty : — 

Oh Papa, oh Papa, I ’ve not made up my mind, 

And to marry just yet I do not feel inclined.” 

(Aside.) To'Zaurence the Friar I ’ll tell all my grief, 

And the reverend gent may aftbrd me relief 

By singing (as a duet) tooral li tooral, &c. 

Judging from the Tanqueray model, Mrs. Pat Campbell ought to 
bave been at her best in the potion scene; hut, she wasn’t. As for 
the final stabbing, she might as well have tickled herself with a 
straw and died o’ landing. 

Watching Foebes-Hobestson as JBoweo, I could not help think- 
ing what an excellent Samlet he would make ; perhaps when I see 
him in that character, I shall 
remember how good he was as 
Romeo • 

** Mamlet Romeo amem. ventosus Romeo 
SmiUt:^ 

But that ’s another story; so suffice 
it that temporarily Foebes-Robbet- 
SON is “ Our Only JJomeo,” w 

T^e Rev. Kutcombe Goxjld, as 
Friar Laurence^ gives quite a new 
reading of the part. His Friar has 
ever a merry Tittle twinkle in his 
eye, as if quietly enjoying some in- 
tensely humourous idea. From this 
point of view, Mr. H'utcombe 
Gould’s Friar ^ being a sort of Rev. 

Theodoee Hoox, ever yeady with 
a practical joke and an impromptu, 
is admirable and‘~inimitaole. 

M&reatio^s part is “ full of 
plums”; but these, in Mr. CouH- 
xan’s mouth, seemed rather to mar 
the distinctness of Ms utterance, 
as plums iu a mouth have a way ox 

M undartaMur. Yaults opened, &c. 

to the wondrous exc^enoe of this “ bit of character,” what is there 
to be done with it except in a three minutes’ acting iUustraiion of an 
arfistio “make up”? Were I offered the part I should bargain 
(after settling of course to receive a thousand a we^) for a scene so 
arranged as to show the exterior and the interior of the shep. I 



would be “on” from the first, visibly sleeping under the' counter. 
The interior should be fitted up with snelves just as Romeo describes 
it. Then while Romeo is talking, my Apothecary would be exami- 
ning his “till ” ; he would turn it upside down to show there was no 
cash ; he would then in pantomime explain how famished he feels, 
and wonld search, even in an old mouse-trap, for a bit of cheese. 
At last, ’there being no dinner and no hope of food, he, after a 



Mrs. Pat Juliet Campbell making herself into a Japanese Puzzle as she 
takes a Father’s Curse. 


pantomimic exhibition of frenzied despair, would be in the act of 
drinking from a large bottle, labelled “ Poison, --’for external appli” 
cation on/y,” wbea he hears Romeo calling him. Then he stiorts: 
while there is life there is hope I He answers the summons I And so 
forth. Then imagine the Apothecary with the money after Romeo's 
departure 1 1 As the scene is closing the Apothecary should be seen 
bucking Mmself up, and preparing to go out to make a night of it 
at the nearest restaurant. Should Mr. Foebes-Robeetson be 
making any alterations he is welcome to these suggestions. 


“THE CRAWL TO THE SOUTH.” 

Sm,— In “the dead season,” when despairing editors, oi their 
representatives, pant for sometMng especially attractive, the maxim 
acted upon by those whom Providence has afflicted with the 

cacoethes scrihendV^ appears to be, “ When in doubt abuse the 
London, Chatham, and Dover . As a much-travel' <d Ulysses, 
experienced in “lines cast in pleasant” and unpleasint ‘places,” 
and as a sympathising fellow-traveller with “A Sea on Ticket 
Holder,”— (a descriptive signature rather suggestive Oi a “kettle- 
holder” that keeps your fingers from bemg burnt,) — the 
Ulysses aforesaid, emphatically endorse all that ** S, T. H.,” in 
the Times of last Thurs<^, has written. Having “crawled” 
North, South, East, and West, I can venture to affirm that the 
L. C. & B.’s “Granville Express” is. as far as my experience 
goes, which is co-ex tensive with the wnole length of the line, up I 
and down, about the most punctual of time-k eepi ng trains with i 
which this Ulyss^ss happens to be acquainted. When “ S. T* H.” 

I attests that “/or courtesy and attentton to the oft-times exacting 
demands of passengers the company's stajf tciU compare not un^ 
favourably with those of the Northern railways 1 beg “to say 
I ditto”; with the proviso, that, personally, I am, in a genem vmy, 

I of Mrs. Maxapeop’s opinion, that “ capansons are oderous.” Sir, 
addressing you, Mr, Punch, as Universal Chairman of All Rail- 
ways, if I wanted to pick out a fine spedmen of Railway Troops, 

[ would go to the London, Chat-with-’em and Dover for both 
“ Guards ’’ and “ Line.” Yours, An Inconstant Tkavellee, 

P.S.— By the way, if names are for anytMng in the matter (and I 
object to “ calling names,” though this must be done at every station 
I on the line), then isn’t the Brighton and S. C, the ** Crawley ” Line ? 
I oMy ask. 

Education not Peice-less, — The Methodist Times recently 
announced that Mr* PEiCE-HuoBnBS is about to publirii an explana- 
tion of Ms suggestions as to an “ educational concordat.” So the 
present form of the educational question is, *“What Price’ 
Huohib?” 
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EGOMANIA, 


Scene — The Bar Parlour of the " LitUe Peddlington Arm** during a shower » 

Little PeddlingtoAian [handing newspaper to Stranger from London), **Have you seen that Account of our Fishino Competition 
IN THE LITTLS PSDJOLIXQTOy GaZETTS^ SiR ? ” N’O. I’M AFRAID I ’TB NOT!” 

“It’s a vsbt interesting Article, Sir. Ir mentions my Name several times!” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The Baron, has dipped into a refreshingly light ani airy volnme 
calledr^e Impressions of Aureole, published by Chatto and Windus. 
Just the volume for the tourist resting awhile from his London- 
seasonable labmr?. Aureole does a little bit of every thiog and 
enjoys it all. She has the faculty tf 
^ » appreciation for scenes in town and country, 

1 4 at home and abroad. She “sails avay in 

V a galliant ship ” like Roy NeiVs bride into 
1 ' I ieebergian regions, where ‘ * we pray tender 
-o OUT breaths for illuminating sunshine and 
piVen us in half-miraculous 
suhstituiionJ^ “ Half-mi^aoulous” is good. 
H^f a miTRcle better than no mirame at 

"T- ^ ^-^cither occasion writes 

“ We find our way into a gleamy wood, and I 
gather some crimson berries, oozing from a cool 
green bank like drops of blood, while unfamiliar blossoms flourish in gay 
clusters at my feet.” 

“ Personally,” says the Baron, speaking for himself, “ should not 
like to gather ‘drops of blood.* ** Glad that the blossoms were so 
well hthav^ as not to he familiar. 

How delightful to he on hoard with our enthusiastic Aureole, and, 
if she will only trust one \rith it, enjoy for a few moments the loan 
of her ivory lorgnette** with diamond initials** which ^*seem to 
gleam responsively when^** says Aureole, “X sweep the horizon 
with ecstacy,** 

Aureole, the gadabout and globetrotter, is delightful everywhere, 
j The one touch of domestic nature does come in now and again, and 
I her “dear Bill,” her “handsome Bill,” her rackety, good-half Bill, 

exolaLis “ConfouuS these blessed bothering cflF/ee, This li five 
night y ru nning. Can’t we chock the thing ? ” Then Aureole asks 
hiJtt “ What on earth do you want ? ” “ * W ant I ’ why a mutton chop, 
and a wife, and a whisky-and-seda, says Bill, brutidy.” And then 
they go to the “ palace of luxury” and “dine with seven other 


I spirits more weary than ourselves.” Sj they might all dirge in 
! chorus the old duet of “ Again we come to thee, Savoy ! ** 

The Masked Ball story is very well told— quite a little comedy ; 

I and of course all the gay resorts at home and abroad are visited 
I by the ^yelj Aureole, ’Tis a ske’-ohof “How we live now,” and 
I must please a number of people who are “ in the movement,” and 
a great many more who are out of it, hut who like to be up in what 
I is going on, and to imagiae that they also conld he of the gay world 
I if only they chose. Pill me a bumper of cold (not iced) champagne, 

I which, to Aureole, quaffs 

I The appreciative Baron de Book-Worms. 

I P,S.— To those among his reaiipg-friends who appreciate the clever 
and amusing work of “ Gtp,” the Baron strongly recommends Le 
Cceur a*Anane, Ho necessity to send t) “Hue Auber” for it: 
aPez le chercher chez M. Roques, 64, Hew Bond Street, and see that 
you get i^ The Baron wishes you may get it, as you are certain to 
enjoy t^e book immensely. Be prepared to be thoroughly enfoli by 
the artless Ariane, 


ROEHAMPIOH GATE AHB THE L. C. C. 

The public, represented by the First Commissioner of Works 
in the Liberal Government, testified towards “ Priory Lane ” (if j 
we remember aright, a provokingly private road, leading, as a 
thort cut, from Wandsworth Common up to “ Roehampton Gate,” 
which is a closed entrance to Richmond Ppk) what Sam Weller 
might have correctly described as a “Priory attachment”; hut 
though its opening to the public would have been granted freely by 
its owner, on condition that the London County Council and Wands- 
worth authorities should make, repair, and keep in order the road, 
the London County Council refused to take any part in the matter, 
and so Priory Lane, “ with bars at each end,” remains a “ spot 
I barred” to the Richmond Park-loving Londoner. The cost of 
making this mile and a quarter is over-estimated at £2000. But as 
there are, as the Daily Chronicle describes it, “iars at each end** 
surely these “bars,” if properly licensed, would bring in a splendid 
revenue from thirsty p^estrians, equestrians, and wheelers of all 
sorts ard conditions. 



MKS. NICKLEBY BALFOUK (aside to John Bull). *‘I AM YEBY SORRY INDEED FOR ALL THIS. . . THE RATEPAYERS OUGHT TO BE THE BEST JUDGES— AND 1 HOPE THEY 

ARE. OF COURSE IT IS A HARD THING TO HAYE TO KEEP OTHER PEOPLE’S CHILDREN . . . BUT IF IT COULD BE j SETTLED IN A FRIENDLY MANNER, AND SOME FAIR 
ARRANGEMENT WAS COME TO ... I DO THINK IT MIGHT BE VERY SATISFACTORY AND PLEASANT ^TO ALL PARTIES.”— VoL II., p. 183.1 

I am extremely anxious that something effectual should be done.” — M?', Balfour's reply to Lord Cranbome as to Government and Voluntary Behools, ** The schemes, however, as they stand, are, for the 
purposes of practical politics, incompatible.” — Times^ September 20. 
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THE LAST OE MOWGLI. 

[**The Man-pack do not love jungle-tales.”— 
Eudyard Kiplvnq in the F, M, G, of Sept. 26, J 

SA.CRED 
To tke Memory 
of 

3MOWGLI, 

Alias Little Frog, Mauling, Ifathoo, and 
Master of tbe Jungle, 

Wto, 

After lineezing on in colamns of print. 
Came to a Doubtful End 
In a series of Asterisks in an Evening Paper, 
And in the Pavrs of Bix.00* 

He was 

Of Uncertain Parentage, 

Of Unprincipled Character, 

Of Caniivorons and generally Unpleasant 
Habits, 

And, 

Though he had one or two Good Points, 

On the whole may be described 

A THOBouGH-PACsn ToxjBG Rascal. 

He had 

(In oommoxL with the rest of the Jungle- 
Peorfe) 

A onrions and somewhat incomprehensible 
style of expressing HIMSELF 
In Metaphors and Jlast^-words, 


Which 
After a bit 

Rather got on one’s Nerves, unless, of course, 
You like that sort of thing. 

He was, howeve^ 

Considered by some to be Good Copy, 
Amd, as snch^ 

His Temporary Extinction 
Is mourned by ms Sorrowing Editors and 
Publiehers. 

He will probably reappear 
At a later date 

In three-and-sixpe^y book-form, 
Where we wish HIM 

All possible success aud a few elucidatory 
FOOTNOTES. 


And now, 

In the words of thb Pantheb Bagheeba, 
Is the Time of New Talk. 


Basing Pbophecy.— When it happens, it 
will be remembered how Afr. P.’s own prophet 
said of the retirement of President Faubb. 
that it was *‘a Faure-gone conclusion.’’ 
V&rh sop. 

Note.*— That Russia was to be allowed 
to occupy Port Arthur seems to have been 
a Port-^ Arihuriatt legend.” 


SUMMER OUT OP SEASON. 

[“ There is a theory .... according to wMch 
Texas owes its torrid climate to the fact that it is 
separated only by a sheet of brown p^er from a 
reservoir of heat'not of solar origin. During the 
last few days it must have occurred to many to 
suspect that the partition between ourselves and 
that great store of caloric must by some untoward 
accident have been reduced to something of Texan 
tenuity .” — The Tmcs.'\ 

The summer had gone, from city and park, 
But—iu mid-September— came hack for a 
lark! 

And banged the thermometer np again. 

It made Bull mop, and puff, and 
perspire ; 

It filled Mrs. Bull with amazement aud ire, 

And throttled her poor old pug pup again. 
For fires had been lighted ana top-coats 
put on. 

When— something amazing occurred in the 
sun, 

And “ heat-waves’Went wildly cavorting 
About our old planet in fashion quite frantic. 
The Briton was floored by the wonderful 
antic. 

Played midmost his season of sporting. 
*‘Eh? Ninety degrees in the shade— in 
September ? 

So monstrous a marvel I do not remember ! 

Here, put away bag, gun, and cartridges I 
Bring in a cider-cnp— iced. My dear boy, 
Sport, at midsummer heat, who can really 
enjoy, 

By Jove! It wUl roast the young par- 
tridges I ” 

“ A hundred and nine I Nay, a hundred and 
ten! 

By Jove, it will melt off the point of my 
peuIII” 

The editor howled in his snuggery. 

The dandy in shirt-sleeves sat down to his 
dinner. 

The City Police grew perceptibly thioner, 

Tbe cab-driver sported a puggaree. 

It played np the mischief with pleasure and 
work, 

It played into the hands of athletes in New 
York, 

Who liok^ molten Britishers hollow. 

It set the ’bus drivers iadulgiug in naps. 

It made evening papers use up all their 
“caps,” 

And it hindered the flight of the swallow. 
It fogged all earth’s creatures from mam- 
moth to midge, 

It made the bees swarm under Blaokfriars 
Bridge, 

And owls play strange freaks down at 
ChiswicK ; 

And when it got over a hundred and nine, 

It worked on some portly old buffers like 
wine, 

On some elderly fogies like physic. 

0 summer’s a guest we all part with in 
sorrow; 

But when she comes back the day after to- 
moiTow, 

(Instead of in six months, or seven,) 

Before her late sorrowing monmars are ready, 
Society’s course she is apt to unsteady, 

TiR we wish her in Tophet-or heaven. 

But there is one thing our late Bummer has 
done: 

It has widened the realm of the Spirit of Fun I 

Ironical? Nay, not a particle I 
We ’ll pardon this “heat-wave” a lot of 
small crimes 

Because — has made mr own serious 
^^Times» 

Indulge in a humorous article ! 1 1 


The Age op Love {computed hg the Daily 
TeUgraph),---Tkc time of the Silly Season. 
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THE VERY LATEST “HITTITE” SEAL! 



ROUNDABOUT EEADINGS. 

Eelieted for a space by my own decree 
from the mere labour of searcbmgr for topics 
in the newspaper press of the United King- 
dom, I have been seeking recreation in the 
pursuit, how eften xmavaOing, of the par- 
tridge. “Come down on Thursday next,” 
wrote mv friend, Hajetet, “for four or five 
days. We are going to snoot our outsides.” 
This was sufficiently alarming, but it was 
obviously better than shooting our insides, 
and accordingly on the appointed day the 
county of Nonmk reedved me. 


Would that it were sufficient on these 
occasions merely to arouse the primitive 
sporting instinct of man, to revert to the fringe 
of barbarism and to sally out, scantily clothed, 
with sling or bow or snare, in quest of game. 
But alas, the curse of civilisation cannot be 
got rid of ; one has to think cf cartridges, 
cartridge-1 ags, caps, boots, gaiters, stock- 
ings, and heaven £aows what besides. And 
in the end the odds are quite ten to one that 
you forget your cartridge-magazine, or that 
your beautiful new pair of patent hammer- 
less ejector guns get left under the seat of 
the railway-carriage and become for a day or 
two the sport of station-masters and porters 
on the Great Eastern Railway. 


This most remarkable seal, while not, perhaps, afioiding a complete solution of the 
Hittite ” problem, presents many features of the greatest possible interest. In general 
form it is of the shape known to the scientific world as the Kennington Oual^ and the fact, 
in reality, affords the key to the partial decipherment of the “ Pictegraphs ” on the two 
faces of the seal. 

At the upper p^t of the first face, shown above, is a donble-headed goddess, wearing a 
cap with horns, which would seem to indicate that the well-known “Homs ” at Kennington 
was, in early times, a temple dedicated to the goddess who specially TOtched over the chances 
of some ancient pastime to which these incised figures m^mitostly refer. Beneath this goddf ss 
is^ a two-headed bird, hitherto supposed to be an eagle ; but we consider that its identity 
with the bird known to wnnoisseurs as the “ Double- JDuch^^^ i=! now folly established* 

Beneath this, again, is^ a curious dwarf figure with straddling legs, which, as cccurring 
elsewhere, has been described as homunculus. He is evidently engaged in practising the 
pastime above referred to. On the right is a curious triangular object, in which we can 
scarcely he wrong in seeing a primitive tent or pavilion, an adjonot of great importance to 
the players in times of hunger. 

The other face hears a spirited “Pictograph” of more than ordinary realism, representing, 
we wonld suggest, the triumphal retirement of the homunculus at the conclusion of his 
performance, and the animated figures above would seem to represent the rejoicing adherents 
of the retiring player. The objects above have sorely pnzzled the student, but we think it 
may now be generally admitted that they depict the sun setting in splmdour behind a 
reservoir of some gaseous compound such as may even now be seen at Kennington. 

It is even suggested hy some that the homunculus may be actually a portrait of some 
diminutive but distinguished Suni player of primitive times. 


WELCOME HOME! 

It is with great satisfaction that we read, 
in the columns of the South Wales Daily 
Netes, of a citizens’ meeting in the Cardiff 
Town Hall, for the purpose of discussing and 
arranging plans the object of which is to give 
a suitable and cordial “ Welcome-home Ee- 
oeption ” to the noble owner of Valkyrie IIL, 
upon his return from the United States. That 
“ gallant little Wales” shoiild take the in- 
itiative in such a project is only natural, 
and John Bull congratulates Taffy, and 
sincerely hopes that his happily-proposed 
demonstration to the Glamorganshire peer 
will he carried out with all the success it 
deserves. ^ Lord Dunhaven has done much 
for yachting, and his recent sportsman-like 
conduct under the trying circumstances he 
encountered in the “ trans-pond-tine drama,” 
The America Cup^ fully merits recognition, 
not only from Wales, but also from the rest 
of the United Kingdom. Slightly parody- 
ing BtBON, we might address the following 
lines to Miss Columbia 

Laugh while thou another race 

May make thee Cup-less, pretty Yankee ! 

But let the ships have “ elbow ” space 
Or else we ’ll have to say, ** Ko, thank ’ee.” 


Gn. BLAS-f:.~CHARLES Lamb declared the 
human species to be divided into two distinct 
races, the men who borrow and the men who 
lend^ cf which he considered the former to be 
infinitely superior to the latter, and conse- 
quently designated them the “ Great Eace.” 
STow, undoubtedly the great race iu Paris at 
present is the female race, the race of lady 
bicyclists who, not content with borrowing 
men’s hearts, have appropriated the mascu- 
line garment as well. The enterprising Gil 
Bias newspaper recently “ brought on ” a 
novelty iu the way of Courses d bicycleites 
for opera dancers, wMoh took place with great 
eclat in the Bois de Boulogne. The fair 
terpsichoreans, from ^'primu ballerina asso- 
luta. who is famous from St. Petersburg to 
Utan,” to the humblest rat^ or ballet-girl, 
assembled in force, and, with “light fan- 
tastic toe” and “twinkling foot” pressing 
the treadles of their willing machines, keenly 
contested the various events, to the huge 
dehght of a concourse of frivolous houlevar^ 
diers. After the morning’s sport the chic 
BicycU-mnes were entertainel at an elegant 
dejeuner ^ the menu of which, compiled by au 
Anglo-Parisian gourmet^ eemprised among 
its appetising items a new dish, to wit, 
(Eufs Cocoiies d “ P WheeV* 


“ Shooting the outsides ”is a sport hy itself. 
Your one desire is to keep the birds off the 
land of your neighbours ; the one desire of 
the birds is to seek that land. Your best 

ra gets up and pops comfortably into a 
/ root-field a couple of hxmdred yards 
away, but you cannot go after it, for the field 
belongs to another property, and the derisive 
birds can chirp and mn at their ease, while 
vou tramp on, shotless, under a broiling sun. 
However, the outsides have to be made good, 
and now and then a slice of luck rewards you. 
For instance, if a neighbouring vicar has 
given notice that after a certain date he means 
to fhoot over his own glebe, your delight is 
all the keener when you all but annihilate a 
large covey of birds whose home is on the 
glebe. 

There is much humour in dogs. Your 
own retriever, whom you have broken your- 
self, is of course the quietest atd best- 
behaved dog in the world. He also possesses 
the surest nose and the softest mouth. Why, 
then, does he choose a moment when every- 
body is looking to run in wildly and distnib 
every bird in the field ? Or why, when you 
have sent him in pursuit of a runner, does he 
lie down and pant, while the keeper’s dog, 
a tangled door-mat of the poodle species, 
solidly, and without ostentation, tracks down 
the wounded bird, and finally deposits it at 
the keeper's feet, just as you are assuring 
everybody that there is not a vestige of scent, 
and that no dog could possibly ba expected to 
work in such weather. 


Then, again, I want to know this about 
partridges. How is that, when they are 
driven to the guns, they always select a novice 
and nnanimonsly fiy over his head ? There 
is au unerring instinct about them. Your 
novice may disguise himself in all the sport- 
stained paraphernalia of a veteran shooter. 
Bless his rimple heart, he can’t deceive the 
birds. They come to him and court the death 
that never comes with a hercic persistency. 
When he has attained to the status of a 
veteran, and the birds abont him are scarcer, 
he will look back with a fond regret to the 
days of his bird-frequented novitiate. 


The long and the short of it is that parr, 
tridges possess a cunning amounting to genius. 



OoTOBEB 5, 1895.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CIURIVAEL 


Under'a soft and gnileless extmor the par- 
tridge hides a store of deceitful wiles that i 
might put Sherlock Holmes or any of his i 
countless imitators to shame. His oue object 
is not to be killed, and this he pursues with a 
ferocious pertinacity against which keepers, 
beaters, dogs and guns match themselves in 
vain. Here, then, is a ballad of the cunning 
partridge, __ 

The partridge is a cunning bird, 

He likes not those who bring him down : 
From age to age he has preferred 
The shots who blaze into the brown, 

Whose stocks come never shoulder-high, 

Who never pause to pick and choose, 

But on whose biceps you descry 
The black, the blue, the tell-tale bruise. 

Or should a stubborn cartridge swell, 

And jam, as it may chance, your gnn, 

The sly old partridge knows it well, 

“ Great Scott I ” he seems to chirp “here’s 
fun.” 

He gathers all his feathered tribe, 

They leave the stnbble or the grass, 

Ani with one wild and whirling gibe 
Above yonr silent muzzles pass. 

Your scheme yon carefully contrive, 

And, while each beater waves bis dag. 

Your fancy, as they duly drive, 

Already sees a record bag. 

But, lo, they banlk yonr keen desire, 

For, though witn^ birds the sky grows 
black. 

Not one of them will face the fire, 

And every blessed bird goes back. 

For partridges I ’ll try no more ; 

Why should I waste in grim despair ? 

Take me to far Albania’s shore, 

And let me bog the woodcock there. 

Of on the Sns(]^aehanua’s stream 
I ’ll shoot with every chance of luck 
The gourmet’s glory and his dream, 

The canvas-hack, that juicy duoK. 

Yea. any other bird I’ll shoot. 

But not again with toil and pain 
I ’ll tramp the stubble or the root, 

Nor wait behind a fence iu vain. 

For of all birds you hit or miss 
(I ’ve tried it out by every test), 

Again I say with emphasis 
The partridge is the ennningest. 

So much for the partridge. Before many 
weeks are over it is quite possible that I may 
have to promote the pheasant to the top rank 
of cunning. And this I know full well about 
my friend the pheasant, that, although he is 
a large bird and seems ti fly slowly, he is a 
very hard bird to hit, as he ought to he hit. 
And most of us And it much easier to hit the 
immcasuTable space by which every bird on 
the wirg is surrounded. i 


EAILWAY TBAYELLING. 

Sir,— W henever I find a Pullman car I 
invariably travel in it. It is only a shilling 
or two ovtr the ordinary fare, but oh the 
luxury! So, with the ancient Roman, who 
knew all about it, I exclaim : — 

“ Pullman qui meruit feratP 

The transla^on is evident, and I present the 
motti to the Company generally. 

A TRilVELLLKG FeLIOW. 

Reculer pour mieux Sauier.— The ther- 
mometer (according to the Baily Chronicle) 
about ten days ago “ went back a little in 
order to make a bigger spring.” It succeeded 
in making a second summer. 




ipnp 









A FIN DE SIECLEISM. 

Sympathetic Lady, ” I hope you had a good Holiday, Miss Smith.” 

Overworked Dressmaker, “ Oh yes, my Lady. I took my Machine with mb, you know 1 ” 
S, L, “What a pitv ; you should give up Needle and Thread when vou’bb out 

FOR A 

0. D. ” Oh, I DONT MEAN MY SbWING MACHINE I . I REFER TO MY BiCYCLE 1” 


“SIC TRANSIT GLORIA HOODL” 

A TRADITIONAL relic of the picturesque 
poacher prince of Sherwood Forest, were it 
even “ no bigger than an agate-stone on the 
forefinger tf an alderman,’’ would, we pre- 
fcume, be worthy of jealous preservation. It 
is, therefore, the more surprising that York- 
shiremen have not taken adequate means for 
the protection of “a massive piece of miU- 
etone grit which, from time immemorial, has 
stood on a rising ground overlooking the Aire 
Yalley.” Reclining in the shade of this his- 
toric stone— named after Mm— “bold Robin 
Hood would, with Ms Maid Marian, sup 
and bowse from horn and can,” using it as a 
kind of half-way house, so to speak, on Ms 
journeys to York. But oh, shade of Friar 
Tuck, thou genial exemplar (dare we hint it ?} 
of what is known as the “ sporting ” parson 


—a type, alas ! rapidly becoming as extiact 
as thyself— the Yaudal hordes, in the shape 
of the Bradford Corporation, have come with 
their destroying trail of dynamite, and, under 
base pretence of making way for a water 
condoit, have cloven the Rohm Hood stone 
into four parts! Not until the blasting 
powder was in position did the people realise 
the full horror of the dread deed about to 
be wrought ; and then, to save that wMeh 
ores sheltered an outlaw, they sent fur a i 
policeman, who, of course, arrived “ after | 
the blast was over.” “The occurrence has 
caused a feeling of indignation throughout the 
district,” says the Yorkshire Post^ adding, 
“ and it is unlikely that the incident will be 
passed over in silence.” It certainly was not 
accomplished “ in silence ” I Yorkers I why 
did you not shut the stable door heforo the 
steed was stolen? 
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THE THREE WEIRD WRITERS OE DRURY LAKE. 

Somewhere in the neighbourhood of Drury Lane, Any 
time before the production of “ Cheer ^ Boys^ Cheer 



First W, W, {Sir Druriolanus), When shall we three meet agaia? 

la thaader, lightaing, shiae, or raia ? 

Second W, W, (Cl Baleigh), Whea the harly-haxly*B done, 

When hy play we ’ve lost or won. 

Third W, W. (JT. Hamilton), ’Twill be settled by the nm I 
First W, W, Where the scenes ? 

Second IF, W, {happily), JTrom Polo go 

First W, W, {excitedly), ToMatabelel 

Third JF, W, {grandl^, l^ttea Row 1 

Fi7*st TF, TF, To Womh of Paris I 

Second JF» JF, {receiving a note from the Musical Director), 0lotbk 
calls I 

Third TF, JF, {having had a line from a Costumier), What I Bosch! 

All three {solemnly dancing round the cauldron). 

Polo, gold mines, Rotten Row, 

Costumes grand, comedian low, 

Round about the country go ! 

The Weird Writers hand in hand 
Posters stick throughout the land. 

Us they ’ll write about, about I 

Three to one, it will be fine I 

Writers three we thus combine I 

Piece ! The curtain ’s up I [ They vanish. 

And the melodrama,— showing how a match was broken off at a Polo 
gathering, and how many times in one evening Mr. Henry Hevjxle 
can take off his hat in a wonderful variety of courteous ways, and 
how he gets taken off himself by a Matabelian shot ; showing, too, how 
funny Mr. Giddens and Mr. Lionel Rignold can be, and how ad- 
mirably Miss Fanny Brough behaves as an eccentiio lady of fashion 
in exceptionally trying circumstances ; how good Charles Dalton is 
as a villain ; how strikingly Druriolanus has managed stage effects, 
and how admirably his auxiliaries have done their work,— the melo- 
drama, containing all this and very much more, achieves a distinct 
success. 


Poor Mrs. Langtry! “ What all my pretty chicks at one fell 
swoop ! ” “ The pretty chict s ” would be represented by “ a pretly 
cheque Lots more where they came from, and their fair ownmr may 
yet sing about them triumphantly to the tune of “ Lillie-hulero^^^ or 
any other that takes her fancy if she objects to the originsdair as being 
out of data. Why not a new version of “ Ti^a-ra Boom-de-ay ” ? 


An Intolerable Huisance.”— The PaU MaU Gazette is to be 
felicitated upon a praiseworthy bnt, unfortunately, unsuccessful 
attempt to institute a campaign against the organ fiends haunting our 
streets. But the letters which, under the heading “ An Intolerable 
^Hmsance,” poured in brisklvat first, have finally ‘^ceased and deter- 
mined.” We have been told of a village, ** in the Ausonian hills,” 
peopM by retired organ-grinders who, having amassed a fortune- 
resulting from bribes, given by the despairiEg citizen, as an induce- 
ment to the torturer to remove himself to the next street "—repair 
thither to enjoy an oiium cum dignitate^ nntronbled hy any oualm of 
oonjcienoe for the suffering infiicted by them upon patient Britons. 
Will some Ngmm Organon tell us the wheTeabonts of this Utopia, 
and let us thithmr bamsh in shiploads th?se ** intolerable nulsanoes.” 


CABBY - OR, REMIMI8GENGES OF THE RANK AND THE ROAD. 

{By ** Hcmom Jack,**) 

No. VI.— FARES AND FINDS. 

Tss Mistery of a Hansom Cab f Oh yes, J’ve read it ; or leastways 
dipp^intoit. ^ , 

Eayther perlioe-newsy sort of a story; strong flaviour of murder 
and unsweetened gin to it. ^ „ 

“Less cab than license, young Mulberry sniggers. Young Mul- 
berry fancies ’imself as a joker. 

StiU, we do ’ave some rum finds in our cabs, from a set o false teeth 
to a red-ended poker. 

Give me a shiver the latter thing did, I ’ad jnst dropped one fare 
and ’ad took up a foUer. 

First was a gloomyish kind of a cove with a oystery heye and cheeks 
sailer and oUer ; ^ , ji i.- j 

Second as smart a young minx as you ’d meet. I ’ad ’ardly whipped 
up when I ’eard such a squeaking, ^ 

And sharp through the trap shoved a soarlet-hued summat. It give 
me a turn, in a manner o’ speaking. 

Parties are wonderful partial to prodding with brolly or walking- 
stick, ah yes, and rifles. 

Fares when they want you to pull up ’ave got little thought for your 
eyes and they don’t stick at trifles. 

But this was a rayther unusual prodder! “’Old ’ard, Miss,” 
I savs. “ Wot ’s this ’ere little caper ? ” 

“ Oh, Cabby ! ” she squeals, “ put me down I It ’s a ’error— I found 
in the comer ’ere— wropped in brown paper I ” 

Out she would git ; when, a puffin’ and wheezin’, up came the old 
buffer who’d left it beliind ’im. 

“ That’s mine ! ” ’e gulps, and ’e grabs it like winking. “ Ah, my 
poor Joey 1 I wish I could find Hm 
One ’arf as easy. The cleverest clown, Miss, in England ; and this 
was ’is favrit hot poker. 

AU’e’as left to remember ’im by! ” — an’ ’e ’ngged it. I pitied 
the sailer old joker. 

But Miss, she turned rusty, and cut up ’er didos. “You ought to 
know better,” she sniff^. “ It ’s just ojus 
To leave ’orrid objecks like that in a cab; though I own it’s well 
fitted, aud ’ignly oommojus ; 

But lor’, ^ow it scared me ! ” “ Well, lydy,” I says, being roughed up 
a bit by ’er stuckuppy manner, 

“It wouldn’t ’a’ hit you, or burnt yon, if you ’adn’t opened it, 
m bet a quid to a tanner.” 

Whereon she flounced off without paying no fare. “Humph!” 

snorts the old gent, and forks over a shillmg. 

Talk about ’onesty ! Give the respectables ohaxnce of a safe bite, 
and ain’t they j ast wiUing ? 

’Onesty ’s scarcer than millions, I reckon. You just leave a purse or 
a pencil-case ’andy 

For fares to lay ’old on, and see if there ’s much of a choice ’twixt 
poor Cabby and polished-up dandy. 

Bat t’other evening, a ’igh-nosed old dowager tipped me bare fare, 
and away she was samng 

When I twigged a smart sed-sktn bag in ’er ’and as I knew my last 
fare — who seemed toddly and ailing— 

Had carried before, and it chinked as she shook. “ Excuse me,” I 
says, “ but that hag, mum— I ’ll trouble you ! ” 

Lord, if you ’d seen ’er flush up and go fluttery I ’Taint only snobs 
as ’ll dodge yon and double yon. 

Nobs very often are g?ry on the nick. Klepto-something or other 
they call it in their case. 

Old Billy Boger ’as told me that once ’e was landing a ’eavyish 
trunk up a staircase. 

And ’card the young lady fare whisper ’er Ma, “ Oh, see wot I’ve 
found in the cab ! “ ’ Vsh, my darling I ” 

The old dutch garsps out. And old Bill did’nt get it— the bracelet 
—without lots o’ sniffing and snarling. 

Yah I They are dreadfully down on poor Cabbies who don’t toe the 
mark in the matter o’ pickings, 

But what with the Burlington bilks, and the toffs as you can’t trust 
too for when there ’s prospeok of nickings, 

And all the mean fakes that a cabby is fly to, in fares who ’re well-off 
and did ought to know better. 

The rank doesn’t think much of hupper-class ’onesty, give you my 
word. Now I ’m off for a wetter I 


Goon Reason rob not Q^uarreixing last Week.— “ It was too 
h')t for ‘words’ I” 
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TRUE LIBERALITY, 


Old Millimaire, “George, I’ve just sent a Guinea to the ‘Balaclava Veterans’ getting eofar in Ms education as to become 
Home. ’ »» SpeHing Bee.*^ But even tlie “ Spelling 

Eis only Son mid Eeir. “A Guinea, Father? Why, I’ve sent more than that, out Bees*' seem to have had their day and died 

■xi'xr TLfToiKiD A TiT -n* -er A T A 'ey J ** i * 


A GEiND OLD GAUDENEE. 

[“ Through the death of Mr. Feter Grieve we 
have lost one of our best-known landscape gar- 
deners also a distinguished hj’bridest and cross- 
breeder.”— Chronicle.] 

Good gardeners grieve for Mr, Petek Grieve, | 
Who landscape-gardening art has had to 
leave, 

To OUT regret. Hybridest and cross-breeder, 
He in the Garden- World was a great leader, 

‘‘ Suffolk Six Joseph Paxton” he was called 
From many an English garden, snugly walled 
And florally embellished, plaints will come. 

He many a zonal pelargonium, 

Double petunia, and other blossom, 

Has left, of a new race, to deck earth’s bosom. 
Better than selfish cHmb to place and power 
It is to bless oar world with a new flower. 
Better than many Tsars, depend upon it, 

This Floral King deserves an ode ©r sonnet. 
Peter the Great was great, but one lived 
later 

Whom sorrowing Punch dares dub “ Peter 
THE Greater 1 ” 


“ The Cultivation oe Bees.”— S nt,— I ! 
see tMs subject taken up in the Standard, 
but have not had time to peruse the ooire- 
spondeuce. I doubt whether hees can be 
cultivated. I have seen a Learned Pig, Clever 
Cats, Industrious Hoppers, all thoroughly 
trained; bnt never have I come across a 
Cultivated Bee. The bee is too busy as a 
worker even to have the leisure wMch oulti- 
valion reauires. I have heard' of a bee 
getting solar in Ms edneation as to become 
a “ Spelling Bee.” Bnt even the “ Spelling 


OF MT MISERABLE HALF-PAY 1 ” 

0. M, “Ah, but rou’vE got great Expectations, George. J’vb got none ! 


Yours, 

A Hum from the Hummums. 


LETTERS TO A EIANCfeB. 

Mr DEAR Gladys,— I think your Arthur the ideal person to he 
engaged to. He’s serious, you say— he dislikes flippancy— he ’s 
inclined to he literal. 

Well, surely that’s better than being a clown, a buffoon, a mere 
jester, a Court Fool I How tired you’d get of the cap and bells I of 
haviog to laugh, all through life, at your husband’s jokes I Arthur 
is sensible ; calm iu Ms affection. Is that a reproach ? Should you 
like a “ Once-on-board-the-lugger-and-the-girl-is-miue ” sort of 
villain as a lover ? Or a “ ladies’ man”— a warbler of love-songs— a 
universal provider of compliments, flowers, pretty speeches,— a very 
Whitely of gallantry ? You ’d be bored to death : and dreadfully 
jealous as well. 

As to your tastes not being identical, that doesn’t really; matter. 
Make a few sacrifices of those things you don’t care about ; bicycling, 
i for instance, and skirt-danciug, and then, in return for such selt- 
denial, he’ll probably waive his objections to afternoons, private 
views, or even — in moderation— clever young men. 

On some subjects, I know, sympathy seems impossible; for 
instance, Arthur likes music, but detests ooucerts : while you, ou 
the other hand, while not oaring for music are particularly fond of 
concerts. A little mutual induigenoe on both sides mil soon put 
matters straight. 

After a slight dispute never hold out an instant after he shows 
repentance. Also, never avoid showing jealousy when you see he 
expects it, TMs is a valuable “tip.” False pride on tMs subject is 
a fruitful source of discord. 

Do not disagree with his general principles. On the contrary, 
second them ; and give him convincing reasons for Ms own opinions. 
When it comes to a particular application of them, that you really 
object to. you are sure to know how to act. Believe everything he 
says, and never correct Mm about details, especially not if you know 
you are right. I don’t think I need advise you not to bring out 
authorities to show he is wrong in the etymology of a word or any 
other subject of discussion, for that is absolutely suicidal, and you 
would be beyond the pale tp reason if you dreamt of such a thing. 

Since your cousin Freddy has been staying with you, I can 
understand you find it rather awkward, I know Freddy ; with Ms 
love of practical jokes (for which you, too, I am certain, have a 
neoxet penchant^ and his determined chatter about Ms rowing, Ms 
riding, and why he didn’t back the winner, and how it is he missed 


the Diamond Sculls, and so on, ad lib, I can quite fancy he doesn’t 
get on with Arthur, whom he must despise for not having pnt a 
hair-brush in his bed the very first evening. 

You must have had a difficult day that Sunday that young Be 
Yerney and Ms sister came down. De Yerney, rosy-cheeked and 
babyi&h-looking, hut about whom a morbid interest centres, because 
he collects j ewels, and was said at one time to take morphia ; and Miss 
DE Yerney, who “ writes,” and is utterly amazed and contemptuous 
when she finds someone who has never heard of her. If it were not 
for your mother, who forgets people’s characteristics, and explains 
them to each other a little wrong— wMoh often saves the situation — 
the day would have ended in utter want of harmony, De Yerney 
left, pitying you, and Ms sister feeling sorry for Arthur. I am 
glad you removed— though only just in time— an absurd booby-trap 
Freddy had placed in Arthur’s room, because Arthur had said he 
“ romped ” ; and wheu you and your f ature husband were alone, he 
said he hoped your companions iu the future would be of a very 
different calibre to your present friends. ^ I 

The depressing word ‘ ‘ calibre,” while cheering Arthur left you in | 
lowest spirits, but of course you agreed, and then had a toboganning 
match with Freddy the next morning before breakfast, and before 
Arthur had left Ms room. Write and tell me how yon are going on. 
Is any time fixed for the termination of the engagement ? 1 mean, 
of course, by marriage. Your affectionate friend, Mabjorib, 

Maximus Orellius. — ^The author of John BuL and Mis Island has 
honoured a South Wales Daily News interviewer with many interest- 
ing personal details. Mons. Blouet has a rooted aversion to chair- 
men, because “ they give a sort of formal toue to proceedings wMch I 
don’t care for.” Poor chairmen ! After all, tMs is only what they i 
are intended for. Perhaps another Max— yclept Hobdan— can give 
some explanation for this distinctijr morbid dislike. One unlucky 
chairman is overwhelmed with ridicule because, in an intro- 
ductory speech, he actually forgot the French humorists name. 


as ^‘a high-class comedy, d^ding with the British anstooraoy.” 
However, tMs is not his first dramatic venture, for, sajs he, ** in 1870 
I had a comedy produced in Paris, but the war breaking out my play 
came to what I think was an untamely end. I have been repeatedly 
urged to write for the stage, but have hitherto been content with the 
success I have attained in other direotionB.” Vivat modestia ! 


TOI, cix. 








OcTOBBB 12 , 1895 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 







”7' '"•iV'' 

'•/v 


THE NEW PATENT SPRING-HEELED “BIKE” FOR THE HUNTING FIELD. 


ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

In a recent number of The Saturday Review I read a review of a 
book of verse, wbicb I need not partionlaiise further, as I am not 
concerned to affirm or to dispute the justioe of the critic’s estimate of 
it. I only refer to it incidentally. The author, according to this 
reviewer, possessed only the most elementary and commonplace 
notion with regard to aptness of epithets or allusions. Instances 
were cited, and we were further asked to believe that with this poet 
(I quote from the Saturday) “ the voluble thrush is a family man, 
and the bibulous bee is a rover,” 

j That sentence absolutely fascinated me. It continued to ring and 
ring in my brain for hours afterwards. It became the refrain to 
everything I read and everjthing I thought of. There was only one 
remedy. I promptly applied it, made a copy of verses to suit the 
pursuing sentence, and was cured of my ailment. 

A FAMILY MAIT AND A EOYER. 

A BOOK and an oyster agreed to dispute 
As to which held the record for darting : 

The rook said “ I ’m off like a punt on a chute,” 

Said the oyster ** I don’t think I ^m starting : 

That is, since I know I^m confoundedly slow, 

If the rook on the mark remains steady, 

I doubt if I 'II wait till the starter says * go,' 

I '11 be off when he says * Are you ready F ' ” 

Then the languishing leopard oned ** Run while you can,” 
And the cricket remarked ** Is it over ? ” 

But the voluble thrush was a family man, 

And the bibulous bee was a rover. 

A celibate snipe thought they 'd better look sharp, 

But the oyster said * * Who ' s for the grotto ? ” 


Thus evoking a smile from a casual carp. 

Who had ^ carpe cUem ” for his motto. 

And a hairy old, hoary old ourang-outang 
Grunted “ Harmony, gents, or you '11 bore us ” ; 
And a bandy-l^ged beetle, when asked if he sang, 
Said he only (Mged in a chorus. 


Then, to make matters smooth till the racing began, 

A dove, who had landed at Dover, 

Cooed “ Yoluble thrush, you're a family man. 

But, oh bibulous bee, you 're a rover,” 

The runners themselves were contendiag for fun 
On a track which was wooded with parquet : 

The odds at the start were a million to one, 

Which I quote as the state of the market. 

** Do you think they will win ? ” said a truculent shark ; 
But the whale said, ** I never think nuffing.” 

“ What a desperate race ! ” was the puffin’s remark — 

He was palpably pained by their puffing ; 

Yet it cheered the whole clan, while their races they ran. 
To know someone lived calmly in dover ; 

For the voluble thrush was a family man, 

Though the bibulous bee was a rover. 

Round, round came the rook, who was heartily clapped 
He was winning, wings down, in a canter ; 

The succulent bivalve was collared and lapped, 

Li spite of his beard and his bantmr. 

But a ride went off, and a dredger drew nigh ; 

We shall never know which was the winner, 

For the rook's next appearance was made in a pie, 


And they served up the oyster at dinner. 
Vhich proves very mainly that Hfe is a spai 
We are cattle, ana Death is our drover. 


Fate waits for the thrush, who 's a family man, 

And the bibulous bee, who 's a rover. 

No more this week. I am flying from a country where S^tember 
fails to provide anything but sunshine. Perhaps in Switzerland 
there may be snow and a sweet foretaste of winter. At any rate, I 
am off to find out for myself. My next ** Roundabout Reading” 
will be done in the country of Cantons, I shall study the Referm^ 
dum face to face I 

“ In BE Bigolb f, the Pbookessives,”— Mr. Dioole says, as long 
as ratepayers support the Progressives, the rates will increase. JBrgo, 
to support the Progressives, and pay for it, is ReHiiggle>ous I Qiuite so. 
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DnW Ut?as»Wy), Pairrok is no a yerra "beg fesh. 

SKETCHES FROM SCOTLAND. P. But Hgger than goldfisk. 

Aw A nATTATsm-jcTi flffATt-X-BAVGa PntJfir (^Morc cow^cfen^) . Ou ayo, they ’ll 06 oegger ttian goloiesli. 

On A OALLAISTDEE CHi^R-A-BAiros. Chatty F. {persistently). Ton ’ve seen goldfish-know what 

Scene— of the Trossachs Hotel. The few passengers hound they’re like, eh? 

for Callander have been sitting for several minutes on the coach Driver {placidly). I canna say I do. 

** tnnvLdArivi.fl ‘inhcn the Wltaat n^n^a n ahnni.ivi.ft nn.rt'n tmf.h 'hp.n.tA.ru. 


Fitz^Jmnes^^ in peltmg ratn, resignedly wondering when the 
driver will consider them sufficiently wet to start. 

The Head Boots [to the driver). There’s another to come yet; 


\_They pass a shooting party with heaters. 
Chatty P. {as before). What are they going to shoot ? 

Driver. They’ll jist be going up to the hells for a bet grouse 


he’ll no be lang now. {The cause of the delay comes down the hotel dnyin’. , , i •j.t. xt. j j 

steps, and surveys the vehicle and its occupants with a surly scotol.) A Lady P. I wonder why ^ey carry those poles with the red ^d 
Up with ye, Sir, plenty of room on the second seats. and yellow fiags, I suppose they re to warn wunsts to keep out oi 


and yellow fiags. I suppose they ’ 


WAUU yc, wxj:, piouuy ux xwxul vjx oca>va. j — — T-' .f i i, r t- lju 

I7ie Surly Passenger. And haye all the umbrellas behind dripping range when they begin hnng at the butts. I know they Aate butts 
on my hat I No, thank you, I’m goingin front. (He mounts^ and up on the moor, because I ’ye seen thein. »5o-st look at those birds 
takes up the apron.) Here, driyer, just look at this apron— it’s running after that man throwiDg gram for them. Would those be 


sopping wet ! 

'The Driver (tranquilly). Aye, I ’m thinking it wnll ha’ got a bet 
domp. 

The Surly P. Well, I’m not going to have this over me. Haven’t 
you got a dry one some- 

lie jDnW. There ’U be - //> 

Iceeping in-doors — and shows ^ * c) \ James after "convoying him 

her sen^ too. Ou aye, ye can get inside the boot if ye Ve a mind to it.” 

ThePtmahP.(d\sgusied\. j & j Surly Passenger 

Well, 1 do think after our being at the farm a fortnight and all, she snorts as though he didnH consider this information. 

might But that’s Scotch all over, that is: get all they can The Lady P. (who doesnH seem to he up in her Lady of the 

out of you, and then, for anything they care 1 Lake^^). Fitz- James who ? 

The Surlv P. I don’t know whether you are aware of it. Ma’am, Her Comp. I fancy he’s the man who owns this line of coaches, 
but that umbrella of yours is sendiog a constant trickle down the There ’s his name on the side of this one. 

back of my neck, which is most unpleasant I The Lady P. And I saw Boderick Dhu ’s on another coach. I 

The Female P. I ’m sorry to hear it, Sir, but it ’s no worse for you thought it sounded familiar, somehow. He must he the rival pro- 
than it is for me. I ’ve got somebody else’s umbrella dripping down prietor, I suppose. I wonder if they ’ve made it up yet. 
my hack, and I don’t complain. The Driver (to the Surly Passenger, with another outburst of com^ 

The Surly P. I do. Ma’am, for, being in front, I haven’t even the municativeness). Ton stoan is called “ Sawmson's Patting Stoan.” 
poor consolation of feeling that my umbrella is a nuisance to He hurried it up to the tope of the hell, whaur it ’s bided ever sence. 
anybody. ^ [The Surly Passenger receives this informaiion with an incre^ 

A Sardonic P. (in the rear, politely). On the contrary. Sir, I find dulous grunt. 

it a most pleasing object to contemplate. Par more picturesque, I The Lady P. What a magnificent old ruin that is across the 
don’t doubt, than any scenery it may happen to conceal, valley, some ancient castle, evidently ; they can’t build like that ^ 

A Chatty P. (to the driver ; mi because he cares, hut simply for nowadays 1 

•Lfl m^L ^ x-l ^ r<_ti i tt— xt nr x 


Driver. Te’Uno find grouse Botame_as that, Mem; they’ll jist 
bephaysants. ^ , 

The Lady P. Poor dear things I why,:they ’re as tame as obickens. 

It does seem so cruel to km 
x . them I 

/ / Her Comp. Well, hut 


you^te waving to. She^e 
keeping in-doors— and shows 
her sense too. 

The Female P. (disgusted). 


** Ou aye, ye can get inside the boot if ye Ve a mind to it.” 


the sake of conversaiion). What fish do you catch in that river 
there? 

The I>river (with an effort). There’ll be troots, an, maybe, a 
pairreh or two. 

The Chatty P. Perch? Ah, that’s rather like a goldfish in; 
sb^e^ehP 

Driver (cautiously). Aye, it would be that. 

Ohaify P. Only considerably bigger, of course. 


The Driver. That’s the Collander Hydropawthec, Mem ; burrnt 
doon two or three years back. 

The Lady P. (with a sense of the irony of events). Burnt down I 
A Hydropathic I Fancy I 

Male P. (as they enter Callander and pass a trim villa). There, 
that ’s Mr. Fioois’s place. «■* 

His Comp. What— 1 Why, it’s <iuite a hee^yutiful place, 
with green Venetians, and a “conservatory, and a croaky lawn, and 
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everything ! Fancy all that belonging to him! It’s well to be a 
grocer— in these parts, seemingly I 
Male P, Ah, we ought to come up and stai't business here ; it ’ud 
be better than being in the Caledonian Road 1 

[They meditate for the remainder of the journey upon the 
caprices of Fortune loith regard to grocery pro-fits in Cale-- 
(Ionia and the Caledonian Road respectively. 


THE WHEEL OE EATE. 

{A Fragment of an Old Eomance^ slightly Modernised,) 
Chapter XXI. 

“ Crammercy ! ” quoth the Baron n’ A oincourt, as he rolled ofi 
his bicycle into a potato- bed ; “ tis a full-mettled steed I Methinks 
those varlets have fed him with overmuch oB of late, so restive is he 
become. And, lack-a-day ! My doublet is besmirched with mire ! 
Thou smilest, I see, Aoatha. There is but scant reason for merri- 

“^1?^ shmekss^gBl y ’ 

exqmsite skill ’she 
rode her dainty steed (a 
thorough-bred Coventry) 
^ terrace, 

_ thoumust be sorely bruised. 

Was not that thy seventh 
fall this afternoon? If I 
tf > smile, ’tis but that I am 


is broken. Two of the swiftest Singers are saddled for us at the i 
castle gate. Let us fly together I ” 

♦ * # * * it- 

Noiselessly the gallant steeds Bitted along the road. 

“Were’t not best to light our lamps?” whispered Agatha, 

“ Methinks that the sage councillors of the parish ” 

‘‘ Nay, I fear them not,” said the intrepid Fitzclarence, “ Enough 
for me is the light of thine eyes.” 

Suddenly their steeds slackened pace simultaneously, and a faint 
hissing sound was heard. Thev looked at one another, and groaned, 
“We are punctured I” cried Agatha, It was too true. At the 
foot of a steep hill they dismounted, their tyres dabby, shapeless, 
useless. Fitclarehce passed his hand over the ground. 

“As I thought I” he said bitterly, “’tis thy father that hath 
I contrived this ! He hath scattered tin-tacks broadcast over the road 
to foil our attempt to escape I But we will bathe him yet.” 

For some minutes he worked his air-pump in silence. Suddenly 
a sound was heard at which Agatha grew deathly pale. It was the 
clear resonant note of a bicycle bell I 
“ We are pursued I ” she cried. “ Let us £y, Algernon,” 

“We cannot,” said her practical lover; “the tyres are almost 
enmty. We can but meet our doom bravely I ” 

Louder and louder came the noise of wliirring wheels. Then— a 
whirr, and the Baron, breathless, pale with terror, went by them like 
a flash of lightning ! Fitzclarence xmderstood in a moment what 
had happened. The Baron was hut an unskilful rider, and had 
allowed his machine to run away with him down the hill ! 

To stop him was impossible. He went along the highway for 
thirty-two and a half mileSj and then, with a last despairing yeH, 
he vanished over the cHfl, still seated on his steed, and was buried 
beneath the waves of the English Channel. So Fitzclarence and 
Agatha returned to the castle, and lived happily ever after. 


* He v..iiished over tiie cliff.” 


vai5y endeavouring to 
, mount anew. “Happy, eh? 

' > And wherefore ? Whom 

~ hast thou seen to change 

thy mood so greatly since 
tkis morning f ’T^but 
' ' a few honrs ago that thou 

wast weeping over some 
trifle of a spilt oil-can. 

‘-.He v.:u.hed ov.r tl.e cliff.- said 

the 'lovely maiden, with blushing cheeks; “at least, save only 
” She hesitat^ doubtfully. 

“Whom, girl ? ” insisted her father. 

“ Sir Algernon Fitzclarence.” 

With a desperate swerve, the Baron rode towards her, his face 
purple with passion. 

“What, thou hast chosen to disobey me again? Talking with 
him whom I had forbidden to come within twenty leagues of my 
castle I Now, by St. Humber, both thou and he shall rue this day I 
I say that ” 

The Baron’s skill failed him once more, and he was shot off into the 
gooseberry-bushes, 

“ Nay, near me, dear father ” 

“ Cease I ” roared the angry Baron. “ What ho, there I Lead the 
Lady Agatha,” he commanded, as twenty men rushed forwards in 
answer to his summons, “ into the upper dungeon. And, varlets, 
bring me the sticking-plaster,” 

Chapter XXII. 

’Twas midnight. Alone in the dismal cell to which her father’s 
cruelty had consigned her, the Lady Agatha wept nnceasingly. 
Sleep came not t3 her weary eyes, she paced restlessly up and down, 
or gazed through the narrow bars of the window over the moonlit 
landscape. 

Suddenly she started! Was it fancy? Nay, ’twas a human 
voice, manly, resonant, and strong, that sang beneatihi her window. 
She could catch some of the words ; 

“ 0 sweetest blossom of the lea, 

0 daintiest flower of the field! 

For love, for hopeless love of thee 

My reason, must her kingdom jield” . . . 

Good heavens ! It was Algernon Fitzclarence ! 

Across the land, across the main, 

A single steed shall bear us twain.” 

He was ascending by a ladder I His face appeared at the window ! 

“ Ah, darling Agatha,” he said, “ news was brought me of thy 
parlous state I But dry thy tears, my sweet! See”-— he snapped 
the massive bars with the little Anger of Ms left hand— “ the cage 


OTJR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

In the Nineteenth Century the Baron skimmed an article on “The 
Gold-mining Madness in the City,” by S. F. Yan Oss. There’s a 
deal of method in tMs madness. Isn’t it rather presumptnous in a 
“ Yan Oss ” to advise Bulls and Bears not to make asses of themselves? 

Amusing article in Macmillan for tMs month on “Moll Cut- 
purse.” Even Oliver, the Protector, couldn’t protect himself from 
tMs nimble-handed, light-fingered lady, who entertained very prac- 
tical Dotions on the Common-wealth. 

Capital chatty book, published by Arrowsmith (hut evidently 
ought to have been published by “Chatty and Windus”), is 
Flatform^ Press, Politics and Play, by our worthy gossip, T. H. S. 
Escott. “Just the sort of hook for a quiet half hour in these chiH 
October evenings,” quoth the Busy Baron de Book- Worms, 

PASTEUR. 

[M. Pasteur, the great French bacteriologist, died at St. Cloud on 
Saturday, September 28.] 

At the great Pasteur’s passing we must grieve 
De tout notre coeur : 

May the Good Shepherd’s pastures fair receive 
Notre Bon Pabtsvr, 

A Cruel Jest. 

Householder {to unfamiliar Gas Collector), I don’t seem [to know | 
your face. YThere ’s the usual man— J ones ? 

Collector, Laid up in bed* 

Householder {Utterly), Of course, wi^ the old complaint— gas- 
trick fever— eh ? \^Exit New Collector, hurriedly, 

“One of the ‘Upper Ten.’ “ Rev. Hebrert Brooke,” we 
read in the Daily News, has been “ appointed to the chaplaincy of 
Les Avants, above Monkeatuc, Switzerland.” Above Montreaux! 
In snob a position the reverend gentleman will be a very high 
churchman. Likewise ought he to be a very learned one, seeing 
that he is to he chaplain to Zee Savants, 

The Member for Sark writes from the remote HigHands of . 
Scotland, where he has been driving past an interminable series of 
lochs, to inquire where the keys are kept f He had better apply to ; 
the local authorities in the Isle of Man. They have a whole House of f 
Keys. Possibly those the hon. Member is concerned about may he, 
found among them. 

Taken for Granted, — ^Although members of the London County 1 i 
Council, whose business it is to attend to the “Mce conduct” of 
theatres and music-halls, may be said to have “ given up all their 
wild proceedings ” of a year ago, their acMons of late have, never- 
tiieless, Itea characterise by “ unbridled license.” .ija.-. 
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FELINE AMENITIES. 

* Female Friend {to fair Author of Tke Woman who DurstifCt**), “Now yoxt ’VE had such a Success, I suppose toub 

PUBLrSHEES WILL TAKE ANY EuBBtSH YOU CHOOSE TO WHITE 1 


MICHAELMAS TERM AT CAMBRIDGE. 

Accobding to orders issued SeptemW 29, Feut of St. Goose, tlie 
Vioe-Chaucellor has given notice iliat duriag Michaelmas Term there 
will be Congregations, when will be performed by the A. 0- C, C. 
(Amateur Cambridge Concert Club) the well-known Choral, “ Goosey 
Goosey Gander (Made by Goo^^ens.) The Yoluuteers will practice 
the Goose Step from two to four every afternoon till further ord^r^. 

After exams, the ceremony of Plucking ’’ will take place in public. 

Leorurts on Mow to get yuur Goose Cooked with receipts for 
Making the sauce for the gander,, by M, C A. (Master of Culinary Art). 

L^c ure on the light explanation of the treatise “ De Goose^ 
ttbas?^ undergraduate who comes out first in examina- 

tion on this subject wilt be entitled to wear a feather in his cap.] 

Special Greek Kalendary Lecture on the history of “ Xerxes and 
the Gandar^* ^ 

The subject of the Lecture on Hort’calture will be “ The Growth 
of the Great Gooseberry, and its Gradual Extinction 

Commerci d History. Subject: “ Oa Bankmg^ and the Rise of 
the Mouse of Gnsliug.^^ 

Lectures on the Stage by Lord Acton, with inquiry concerning the 
Hisstrionio occadon when ** The G K>se ’ was first heard in a theatre. 
Bii Lordi-hip has been spesially engaged by the A. D, C. to bring out 
a new edition of Plays, unfer the heading of “ The Acton Drama 

CouBT ON Again.— M r. Godekex’s Vanity Fa*V (a misleading title; 
and the story is more nearly related to Pendennis than to Vamty Fair) 
is still ‘*on* atthe Court Theatre. Let Play-Inspector advise those who 
have not seen Mr. Abthub Cecil as the imperturbable Lord Nugent, 
and who have yet to witness the excellent acting of Mr. Sugden, won- 
derfully madej^ as The Duke of Berkshire, who have still to see 
Mr. WnxiAM wyes as Brahazon Tegg, and Mrs. John Wood as the 
j eccentric Mrs. Brabazon Tegg (once a music-hall artiste), to go to the 
Court Theatre, and enjoy a thoroughly good ali-round performance. 

Nora AX THE Rkcenx Medjcal SESSION.— Among the names of 
the distinguished lecturers during last week’s Medical Session, 
oecorred the remarkable one of **I>r. Geoege Be Ath." It is a 
rfeassnt way of putting it. These two syllables cannot say of 
themselves, * In Death we are not divided.^* 


TO A FRIEND OF MINE. 

Ah, cherubic little curate, in your surplice spick aud span, 

Who has struck that happy medium twixt an angel and a man, 
Would it bore you much to tell me how you managed to attain 
To that turret of perfection which in time I hope to gain ? 

For I see you in the pulpit, and I dote upon your wo»*d, 

And 1 liatr n to such eloquence as rarely I have heard ; 

But at times there comes a wbuper, like the fiutter ou the wind, 
Were you always, little curate, such a pattern of your kind 't 

When a schoolboy, young and noisy, did you never tell a fib, 

Or use a Kelxt's literal “ key ” (ab, call it not a crib !) ? 

Did jou never, at a season when your age was hardly ripe, 
Encircle with your rosy lips a surreptitious pipe ? 

Aud when you went to Cambridge was your ’Yarsity career 
As i-potless as your surplice, and as uniformly clear 
From a vestige of a blemish ? Oh, you proper est of men, 

Were you never, never proctored— were you always in at ten ? 


The New Lord Mayoe Elfct.— A congratulatory chorus to the 
New Lord Miyor elect. Sir Walter Wilkin, should be at once 
written, composed, and rehearsed in order to be sung ou November 9, 
to the accompanimeut of the “trained bands.’’ The words may be 
selected from Shaespeabe and Milton; the solos, oonsisting of a 
verae apiece, may 

“ Amaze the ATilkin with their broken staves.’’ 

While some military poet could he fitly employed to celebrate the 
glorious deed?* of the New Lord Mayor, Sir Walteh Wilkin, 
Wiotorious Wolunteer, telling how 

“ With feats of arms 
From either end of London the Wilkin burns I ” j 


Pardonable Error in Ortbograpby, 

Dear Sib Cbcesus, — ^Mamma begs me to tell you that Emily is to 
be married on the 20th at Hanover Square, and hopes she may count 
on your presents. Yours truly, Jemima Smith. 

To Sir Gbcbsus Dives, Bart.» GoUacre, Mintahire. 





L-bd S 1-sb-bt. “TEEY TTSEFTIL DOG THIS-I MAY WANT HIM AGAIN 
“The Nnbp baitab t.b” {over the wall — aside). “OH, LOE I I ” 
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Coster {to acquaMancCf who has he<.n away for some mmihs), ** WoT ARE ybr bin doin* all 
THIS TIME?” 

Bill MMiis {who has been doing time*'), **Oh I’ve bin Whbelin* a bit, Ole Man- 
Wheelin’ A BIT ! ” 


THE LAST TUENPIKl- 

[** The last of the old turnpike trusts is to ter- 
minate on the Ist of November .” — Daily I^etcs.] 

Remember, Tememberthefirst of November!— 

The old turnpike system grew old, ripe, 
and rotten ; [ember, 

But man loves to dream by the Past’s waning 

And tnrnpikes, tibongh troublesome, won’t 
be forgotten. 

Like old inns and highwaymen, stocks and 
stage-coaches, 

The white turnpike bars have their 
memories fragrant ; 

But on quaint antiquities Progress encroaches. 

The knight of the road, and the pictu- 
resque vagrant, 

The “Highflyer” coach and the postchaise 
have vanished; [follow. 

And now the old turnpike is destined to 

When from his snug box the last toll-taker’s 
banishedf 

One feels the Romance of the Road will 
sonnd hollow. 

The toll was a nuisance, the toll-keeper 

He SmeJ^out to pocket his coppers and 
tanners Liiimpy ; 

With curt elocution which made one feel 

There wasn’t much charm in his dress or 
his manners. 

His “stand and deliver” made timid folk 
quiver. 

And when not despotic he mostly looked 
drowsy; 

He ’d keep you a-waiting till all of a shiver, 

Then yawn on you, looking forbidding and 
frowsy. 

And yet his snug box and white bars had 
attractions. 

The gleam from his Are, the red rose o’er 
Ms portal, 

Would make you forgive his rough ways and 
exactions, [immortal. 

And Turpin and Weller have made him 

His locks, bolts, and bars were extremely 
obstructive, 

But then his white apron and mannerless 
greeting— 

In retrospect— take on a something seductive. 

Sure oft on our highways his spook, slowly 


With glimmering shirt-sleeves and coin- 
chinking pocket, 

WiR haunt the lone traveRer; make Mm 
remember [“Rocket,” 

The jolly old days of the last-rattling 
And heave one sad sigh for this fatal 
November. 


SCRAPS FROM CHAPS. 

Happy Lots for Happy Scots. — The 
Glasgow Herald has been making fun of 
the Scotch— no, we mean the Scottish— no, 
we don’t, we mean the Scots— Professor. 
Here is its description of him 

He, and he alone, can lead a perfectly groomed 
life. He has an income of between £600 and 
£2,000 a year. At the outside his work, after he 
has fairly got settled down to it, means four hours 
a day for five days a week during six months of the 
year. . . , The modern Scotch professor in fact is, 
or ought to be, that “model man of the world,” of 
whom aR of us poor slaves of business and con- 
vention stand secretly in awe. 

On the St. Andrews golf links he is to be 
seen on great oooasions “ Rving to Ms 
moustaches and knickerbockers.” He has Ms 
London club, mingles in the Mgheat Rterary 
coteries, and is always talking about “ char- 
ming girls.” Evidently the professorial chair 
in a Norbritish University is a very comfort- 
able kind of arm-bhair, and our “ Arts Pro- 
fessor” a professor— and practiser, too— of 
various useful arts. 


I Wail prom the West.— They are trying 
' at Bristol to move the G, W. R. to give 
better train facilities between Bristol, Salis- 
bury, Southampton, and Portsmouth; and 
the Chamber of Commeroe has sent in a 
memorial asking for a “ complete remodelRng 
of the service between such important centres 
of commercial activity,” and complaining of 
the “ unsatisfactory service of trams on other 
parts of your system,” particularly on the 
Devizes, Marlborough, and Reading branch. 
Why, suggests the Chamber, not run three 
fast trains a day up and down via the new 
Holt Junction, “instead of aR trains going 
into Trowbridge, and waiting nearly an 
hour,” Why, mdeed? West-of-Engknders 
seem to think that “your system” needs: 
strengthening, and so mey are supplying a 
Rttle bark as a tonic, for “local ap^cation ” 
only. 

To tibis Chamber of Commerce the fault of the Co. 
Is running too seldom, and moving too slow. 


Evident, as appropriate Site.— “ 
Place ” for a Osm^ar-regational Chapel 


“Approbation prom Sir Hubert Stanley 

IS PRAISE INDEED ! Sir ARTHUR w4 Mghly 
pleased with the Leeds Festival chorus-folk. 
“I praise you,” he said to them, “from the 
bottom of my heart.” Praise from “the top 
of a heart” would be nothing, but to pump it 
up, from the depths, expresses the profundity 
of admiration. Then added Sir Arthur, 
“The greatest privRege of my life is”— now 
just pause ; thmk what could possibly be “the 
greatest pnvRege” of Sir ARTHim Sullivan’s 
life ? The privilege of musical genius ? No, 
Give it up? Yes. Then read on, “The 
greatest privRege of my Rfe is that His Royal 
Highness wRl, at my request, teR you 
what he thinks of the chorus.” 0 immortal 
JaVberwoch 1 

“ 0 frabjbus day I Callooh ! Callay I 
He chortled in his joy.” 

Whereupon H. E. H, observed, most dis- 
creetly, “ It is not for me tojmake critioisms : 
that i leave to your amiable conductor,” 
Bee-ew-tiMII This chorus wiR “get a 
Mt above itself.” Dangerous precedent, 0 
amiable conductor I 




SCENES AT THE UGANDA EXHIBITION OF 1900. 

No. I.— Thb OPENnra Cummokt wbnt omr with obkat ^oiat. 
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SMORLTOEKIANA. 

Count Smorltork — the famous foreigner — 
gathering materials for his great work on England! 
.... * Have you been long in England ? ’ asked 
Mr. Pickwick, ‘ Long~ver long time—fortnight 
—more.* * l)o you stay here long ? * * One 

week.*^ *Tou will have enough to do,* said Mr. 
Pickwick, * to gather all the materials you want in 
that time.’ * Eh, they are gathered,’ said the 
Count.” — FickwicJcJ\ 

The Smorltork race have multiplied 
Since Dicbcents wrote about them. 

They prate and rate on every side ; 

Fools read, and wise men doubt them. 
To every land /rom every land, 
Post-haste, the prattlers travel. 

They take a week to understand, 

A fortnight to unravel, 

A month, at most, to write a book 
That sums up all creation ; 

They fathom England in a look. 

And France in a sensation. 

But most of all they seem to love 
To cross the wide Atlantic. 

Then Jove and all the gods above 
Must roar at Smorltork antic. 
Smobltoek— a Briton or a Frank, 

A scribe or a fanatic— 

The Yankee race will ^auge, grade, rank, 
In summary emphatic. 

He, like a cockney sparrow, cocks 
His ejre at all around him. 

As Pharisee his sense it shocks, 

As Philistine, confounds him. 

In seven hours he sums a State, 

In seven days the lot of them : 

And bis next business is— to “ slate” 

And talk prodigious rot of them. 

At a huge, motley continent 
He gives a glance quite cursory. 

And vows it seethes with discmtent, 

And is corruption’s nursery. 

He finds Hew York a Tammany den, 
Chicago just a Hades ; 

The Yankees not quite gentlemen, 

The Yankee girls scarce ladies. 

Slave to the sex, the male, he vows, 

Is but the female’s poodle ; 

And when not worshipping his spouse, 

He bows the knee to “ Boodle.” 

The labouring East, the lawless West, 

He scans in a “ split second,” 

And in “ two jiffs ” of scampering quest 
The Stars and Strides are “reckoned.” 
They ’re “ gathered” in his shallow brain, 
Like pea-nuts in a piinnikiu. 

Bah I Smobltobe is a vapid, vain, 
Vituperative mannikin. 

“Potry, poltic, science, art, ! 

All tinprs ” — rom pigs to pietu res— 

He bans m criticisms “ smart,” 

And sciolist ic strictures. 

Of courtesy the open shame, 

Of feelings coarse affronter, 

He ’s only fit to play the game 
Of Mrs, Leo Hunter. 

For when to other lands he strays, 

The fool insults their banners, 

Because he doesn’t like their ways, 

Hor understand their manners. 
Peripatetic Fodmapj he 
Makes FuncKs nerves feel tingiish, 
Who naught of good abroad can see 
Because it is not “ English.” 

Ah. Brother J onathan, old friend, 

The Smorltork chitter-ohatter 
Some day, like Tammany, will end, 
Meanwhile it doesn’t matter. 

The Skoblxobxs are a shallow set, 
Cantankerous and cranky ; [bet,” 
But Funch takes not from them, “ you 
His notions of things Yankee I 


Motto of Stalkers.— “G oing for deer Kfel” 



Curate, “So SORRY TO HEAR YOUR HuSBAND ’s MET WITH AN ACOIDBNT, Mbs. SnAPE.” 
M $, Snape, “ Yr.s, Sir, *b 's vkry bad, pore Man ! 'E wur workin' on the Rail- 
way Line th' other day an* a Engine comb along an* run clean over ’is pore Leg ; 

AN* NOW *E *LL BR LAID TP ABED POE WEEKS. It *S WHAT I BLIEVE THE DOCTORS CALLS 
L0C0mTI7E ATTACtC^ TE ! ** 


Net Profits, — M r. Cumming Macdona, 
M P.’s rec nt lettbr to the Tknes about the 
Hundred French boats that be saw starting 
from Dieppe for a three months’ fishing cruise 
off the west coast of Ireland, has led to a 
demand by Irish papers for Government help 
to Irish fisheries. Why, they ask, should 
money be given to farmers and not to fishers ? 
The Cork Conetiiution^ however, goes to the 
root of things by saying that “ want of enter- 
prise and t&ift,” not want of pence, leads to 
Irish fish being caught by the anglers of 
Dieppe. The State has already constructed 
improved haxbonrs and light railways. It is 
for the fisher-folk to respond by getting boats 
and nets, and using them ; until whicm time 
the early Gaul will get the best haul* 


SIMS REEVES AT THE EMPIRE. 

M r pretty J ane I My pretty J anb I 
The contract did I sign I 
So meet me, meet me at the Empire I 
I sing at half-past nine. 

It may be earlier, or later, Jane. 

For time your Sims sims to defy, 
But read the jesters of the Empire — 
The boom catcb your eye I 


Musical Note.— A in B” has 

been composed by Mass-en-et. 


A Skakspeabian Line,— The one that 
takes you to Stratford-on-Avon. 
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DABBY; OR, REMIHISCENGES OF THE RANK AND THE ROAD. 

{By Hanwm JackJ*) 

[“Gentlemen, the way to see London is from the top of a ’bus— from the 

top of a ’bus, gentlemen ! ” — Mr. Gladstone to Ain&tioan 

No. YIL— ’BUSSES, BILKS, AND BOOSTS. 

Top of a *bus! TYeU, I’ve nothing to say against knifehoards or 
garden-seats, quite the contrairy. 

Looked at as look-outs on London itself, as a dty, they ’re easy, com- 
manding, and airy, 

G. 0. M. hit it in once to those Yankees. Bat still, if you’d view 
London lifey as a wkoler, 

Not mere bricks and mortar and lamp-posts, I’ll back what cute 
BifiNJAHiN D, called the London Gondoier. 

J’ye drove the Grand Old One, thong^h ’e ’s such a walker ’e don’t 
give the wheels so much work as did Dizzy. 

But I ’d like to stick ’im some hours on my perch with my ’ed at ’is 
elber. Ah, then we ’d be busy. 

The ’bus ’as the puU of us one way, you see; our fares can’t git 
mounting the roof ; they ’re insiders ! 

But Cabby looks inside and out, and that way gits the bulge on the 
rest of the drivers and riders, 

Moresomeover the ’busses and trams keep the main, whilst we 
’Ansoms can take all the short-cuts and bye-ways ; 

And when you know suhubs and slums, you ’re aware London life 
don’t all run in the hig stream of ’ighways. 

Its creeks and its backwaters, ditches and dykes, they teem, fairly 
teem, though their dwellera— poor cusses I — 

Can only just ketch the tram-bells in the distance, and ain’t never 
bossed from the knifeboaids of ’busses. 

That’s just where swell ink-slingers miss the true London. That 
wasn’t the way though with good Ckarley Dickens, 

Piehvick is one of the hooks in our Shelter, and Bickioicky I ’old, 
gives the reader rare piekins. 

When drying my legs over corfee and heggs I git a larf out o’ that 
patter o’ Sammy, 

It ai.'t’t quite our up-to-date kibosh, o’ course, hut the way as that 
Sam chewed the rag was just jammy. 

Knowed some queer things about London, ’« did, ’w London, of 
course, cabrioleys and such-like. 

My survey’s “extensive,” and likeways “peoeoliar,” in that me 
and Sammy se#»m much of a much hie. 

A whip, like old Weller y I do not, like ’im, do the same bit o* road, 
come-day-go-day together. 

I know, in my line, every inch of the town, at all times o* day, and 
in all sorts o’ weather. 

I ’d just like a turn “ Round the Town” with young Saniy or a talk 
over soseige and mashed in our Shelter ; 

Comparing of notes, with the Growler for chorus, I ’aven’t no doult 
we should come out a peiter. 

“Cabby,” they sing, “ knows ’is fare.” I should think so, or else 
’e must be a blind mug or a babby, 

And who, from a dook to a chorister minx, ’asn’t, one time or other, 
been “ fare ” 1o a Cabby P 

I ’ve driven the dook and the damsel together, as fur as that gies. 
And the dook was that squilf v 

’E wanted to go me “ dooks up” for the fare. But that would ’av<? 
brought down the slops in a jiffy. 

You mustn’t ’ave much iiesh and bl'X>d, as a Cabby, I tell you. At 
scrapping we ’re most of ns ’andy ; 

But knockin’ out nobs, as a rule, doesn’t pay, when said nobs ’ave 
been mixing champagne and neat brandy. I 

The boosys and bilks try our tempers, I tell you. But tempers are 
luxuries, like sparrer grass is. 

If you ’ve seen a helderly, hamorous gent, on the tiddley, yon know 
what a worriting ass is. 

Argue for hours about sixpence, ’e will, th&a ’unt all ’is pockets, and 
find ’e aint got one. 

Collapse in a corner, and fall fast asleep, with a boUed baby smile 
on ’is chump. ’ ’s a ’ot one. 

Hit ’im ? Oh no ! ’E maj waste you a hour, and then offer a drink, 
which ’e ’asn’t the price of ; 

And maunder and mumble till you are arf mad ; hut if an old stager 
you ’ll take the advice of, 

You mn't knock ’is ’ead off ! It’s tempting, I know, and sometimes 
you would give twice the fare for the pleasure ; 

But squiffy old gents are the magistrates* pets, they ’ve got money— 
at ’ome— and, what ’s more,^ lots of leisure ! 

“Tbeacle” now, can’t ’old ’is tongue with old Tiddleys, Poor 
“ Tni^co ” was once a amart gentleman farmer, 

And kep ’is own d<^-cart* ’E ’s got one fair daughter, who, even in 
chocolate cotton’s a charmer. 


Ah I sweet as fresh ’ay, in a manner o’ speaking, is young Bessie 
Finch, though she ’s but a machiner. 

Its curious ’ow sulky old “ Teeacle ” lights up when ’is gal Bessie 
brings ’im ’is poor bit o’ dinner. 

’E was just taldng up an old Tiddley one time when Miss Bessie 
turned up. and the bosky old geeser 
Made eyes at the maid, and said just arf a word, when poor Treacle’s 
fist caught ’im a slap on ’is sneezer 
As made ’im see stars. ’Twas a trifie too previous, p’r’aps, for a 
sulky old chip of a Cabby ; 

A ’ero don’t look like a ’ero somehow when ’is phiz is wind-blue and 
’is billycock shabby. 

Old Tiddley was quite a respectable gent, a benevolent buffer, who 
lived out at Clapham ; 

And when subnh saints ’ave been dining a mossel, it won’t do for 
grumpy old Growlers to slap ’em. 

So “ Treacle,” as usual, got toko, you see, Mkeways missed a good 
fare, ’long o’ bein’ too *asty ; 

Which shows as a Cabby ’is temper must check, and in trifies must 
not be too ticklish or tasty. 

OUE FAMILY EXCHANGE COLUMN. 

[The Beview of Reviews has started a Baby and Matrimonial Exchange.] 

Wanted Immediately, a Complete Set of Ancestors, by Adver- 
tiser, who is viving up Business and going in for High Finance. 
Crusaders or Plantagenets Preferred, or County Family of not less 
than Three Hundred Years Sfcarding^ on Approval. Guaranteed 
Pedigree Required. Will offer iu Exchange 
100,000 £1 Consolidated Gold Mine Shares. 
—Address, “ South Africa,” 507, Boom St. 

I will Give Up All Rights in my Mother- 
in-Law in return for Second-hand Safety 
Bicycle, or 10a. Cash, — ^E d., Angelina Villas. 

A Boon to Testatobs !— What Offers? 
A Poor Relation is Willing to Adopt 
Wealthy Old Lady (without encumbrance), 
having recen^ had a difference with his 
Relatives. WiR Gladly exchange Views 
on the subject with any Benevolent and 
Elderly Gentlewoman. — “ Legatee,” c/o 
Smithbrs, Tobaceonifit, Old Kent Road. 

Chance for Philanthropists!— Abso- 
lutely Given Away 1 1 Aiter-season Clear- 
ance. Professional Man withes to part with 
the last of a large assortment of Indigent 
Relatives. Excellent Opening for Capi- 
talist. Warranted a Steady and Reliable 
Applicant for Assistance. No Chari able 
Old Maid should miss this Opportunity. — 
Address “ Ratepayer,” care of Smithees, Tobacconist. 0, K. Road. 

Twins!— Twins ! !— Twins! ! I— Do yen Want a Pair of Twins, 
quite new, with good strong voices and hearty appetites ? They would 
appeal to any Mother’s Heart. Must reduce establishment. Would 
hand over to any young Married Couple with a Vacinr*y. Will take 
Fox-terrier or Prize Bantam. — “ Pater,” Letter Box 8 W. 

Will Anyone oblige me with a Third Cousin-Twice- Removed, as 
my collection of specimens is incomplete? Have Half-step- sitter- 
in-law (very rare variety, and very little worn) to spare. — “G,,” 
“ Family Tree ’’ Inn, Hanwell. 

George has a Smart and Good-looking Sister, whom he would be 
alad to swan for some Other Fellow’s Bister, of similar appearance, 
i Best Man also wanted. — Address, Bray House, Strand. 

To Sell or Exchange, a Job Lot of Uncles, mostly Wrong ’Uns. 

I Would do for Sandwich-Meu or Supers. No cash offer refused. 

I — “ A Dutiful Nephew,” 1, Queer Street, 


Something Attractive in a Name.— Among the directors on 
the B<»ard of the Mount Torrens Gold Mining Co., Limited, occurs a 
delightful name which we have not seen in real life since it first 
appeared in Strapmore many years ago. It is “ Alf Pinto” ; the 
surname is “ Lfite,” and he is “Director of the Miner’s Dream 
Gold Mines, Limited,”— why limit a “dream” ? Is it not delightfully 
attractive? We trust “Alf Pinto” will find plenty of Whole 
Quartz 01 and that the success of the “M. T. G M.” may be the 
exact opposite of its two first initials, not “ M. T.” hut quite 
full, up to the brim. 

Canadian Copyright. — The Author says “ the much-vexed 
question of Canadian copyright has at length made some steps 
towards a settlement.” Mr. Caine, who has sailed for Canada, 
as one of the “ settlers,” is equal to “ two single gentleman rolled 
I into one,” being oertainly Caine and, most decidedly. Able. 
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“Poos LITTLE DiOKEY BiRDS 1 DeAR LIlTLE DlOREY BiLDS 1’ 


THE THIBTY-OHE-AND-SIXPEHHY 
DREADEXTL. 

{By Mr. Bunches Own Eigh~Ola&s Tolies 
News lUporter.) 

At the Grosvenor Stjuare Criminal Court 
tlie case of Lady d’Edbrokb came on for 
hearing at the head of ihe list. Interest in 
this alleged crime in high Kfe drew together 
a vast galaxy of Society women, and His 
Worship was with difiS-Culty accommodated 
with a seat on the bench. Opera-glasses mled 
from one - and - sixpence- in - the - slot. The 
first charge brought against her ladyship was 
that of refusing Simony to her hushand. A 
second dealt with the desertion of her children. 

The prosecution undertook to prove that Sir 
Benedick had been found at night on the 
doorstep of the d’Edbroke Mansion without a 
latchkey or other visible means of subsist- 
ence. Lady d’Edbroke (nee Swa 0) was de- 
scribed as the daughter of a wealthy 
Birmingham manufacturer of antiques. By 
her marriage into the ancient and honourable 
house of the d’Edbrokes she had relieved the 
fortunes of the three- and-twentieth baronet, 
whose assets at the moment had been nik 
Two children had been born of the marriage, 
and these had recently been discovered in a 
state of emaciation in a Park Lane crkh$. 


Counsel would caU. her ladyship’s maid to 
give evidence of the kind of literature to 
which her mistress had beeu addicted. That 
domestic would admit that she (the domestic), 
being bored by the feeble and fatuous 
character of the Penny Dreadful as a guide 
to immorality, had oeen in the habit of 
utilizing her mistress’s left-off thirty-one- 
and-sixpenny and other expensive shockers. 
He hoped to show that this class of work, 
though not above the level of the Penny 
Dreadful in point of literary qualities, was of 
a mere seductive piquancy. At the time of 
the prisoner’s arrest her drawing-room and 
boudoir were littered with printed matter, 
from the titles of which he would select four 
specimens: A Melodrama of Spasms^ The 
Superfluous Mah^ A Neo^Flatonic Passion^ 
An JEdenless Adam* From the last of these 
he ventured to read an extract or two, in the 
selection of which he had been assisted by 
the pencil marks and marginal comments of 
the prisoner. The book, he might add, was 
from a lending library. 

“A veritable Dian, fiame-red with the 
shame of maternity, the ^onng mother of 
twins faced her cowed and miserable husband. 
Mentally she threw np the sponge ready for 
the next ronnd^ for she had still a shot in her 
I looker with which to ran a mucker,” 

I Council here explained that the writer, a 


simple woman, was still feeling her way in 
the use of sporting language. 

“ ‘ James,’^ she said. ‘ I was an ignorant girl 
when I married yon for your wealth, you me 
for my beauty of soul. There I thought that 
the bargain had ended. How was I to know 
that women have a tendency to bear children ? 
Ho one ever pointed out to me any precedent 
for this. In my innocence it had never 
occurred to me that I might myself have been 
originally bom.’ ” 

Here a Juror intervened to request that 
he might, as a family man, be allowed to 
retire. Leave being refused, he then asked 
if ladies ought to listen to such extracts. 
His Worship thereupon ordered all decent 
women to leave the court. Ho one moved, 
and the extract was resumed. 

“ * And now, in the full pride of my sexless- 
ness, I have had a painful fall. I am branded 
with the mark of servitude. The laughing- 
stock of my emancipated sisters, I shall go 
down to posterity as a mother ! ’ 

“ Lord James winced. The mother of twins 
continued, 

“ ‘ Had mine been the wealth and yours the 
beauty of soul— and of this yon can never 
have even been suspected— my course would 
be plain. I should, by the right of the 
Married Women’s Impropriety Act, banish 
you from this house. Never should you 
darken these doors again, though you might 
linger on the doorstep, an Edenless Adam, a 
worm, a periwinkle at the gate of Paradise I 
1 As it is, being compelled from lack of filthy 
lucre to tolerate existence under your roof, 
I insist that these signs of my degradation’ 
—here she pointed defiantly at the twins, 
who howled — ‘be kept for ever from my eyes 
under the tutelage of hired menials, in a 
nursery with padded walls to be built out 
over the billiard-room. Otherwise I propose 
to leave you and become a Tableau Vivant / ”’ 

At this point the usher rebuked applause in 
the galleries. 

A second extract ran as follows : — A year 
later, in the height of the season at Battersea 
Park, a remarkable tandem was the object of 
universal comment. It consisted of Lord and 
Lady Jambs, or, more strictly, Lady and Lord 
James, for Lady James steered from the 
front, clad in high collar, starched shirt, 
breeches and gaiters, while Lord Jambs fol- 
lowed in a blouse and divided skirt, doing 
all the work. A symbol this of the conditions 
xinder which he was now admitted to the pri- 
vilege of communion with her. That the 
man should be compelled to do the work, itself 
a mark of serfdom, was but one of many con- 
ditions laid down by the predominant partner. 
Another was that he should not offend decency 
by appearing in the recognised costume of a 
woman. Hence the blouse and divided skirt, 
lately relegated to male use.” 

Here His Worship observed that this extract 
failed to bear upon the issue, and it was then 
shown that the pencil-mark, with the comment 
“ Good again I ” was the work of another sub- 
scriber to Mudie’s, a third extract, taken 
from a new book of the Six-Shilling-Shoeker 
series— .ii Melodrama of Spasms — ^began: 
“ I am glad that these sins of your magenta 
breeding are no irony of fate.” The foreman 
of the jury demanded an elucidation, which 
Counsel was unable to produce. Court still 
working at enigma when report left, 

A Htde-ous Dantger. — Hyde Park’ 
should be our Show Park, At present it is 
the Hiding Park for ail the scum of the town. 
Mr* P. summons First Commissioner of 
Works, Commissioner of Police, and “ George 
Badger,” who, he believes, has not yet re- 
tired from ibis office, to step out at once and 
do their duty. 


VOL. oix. 
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EASILY EXPLAINED. 

Ewntsman {having jmt drawn large eoreert Umlc\ “Well, Mb. Leggins, wb can^t find that Litter you *ve been bragging 
ABOUT I ’* Keeper (loho ol^ecis to being styled Leggins **). “ You sfepbisb me, Mr. Tootle 1 Most extraordinary 1 ** 

Ewntsman, “Oh, not at all I You see there is such a show of Pheasants and Habra — I expect they must have eaten 
THE POOR little BEGGARS BETWEEN THEM 1 ” 


THE COMMAND OE THE AEMY. 

Hew Sttle—in the Puturf. SosNE—Jw^enor of the Council Chamber 
at the War Office, Committee of National Defence in CorisuUation, 

First 3f ember. Well, really, I think the troops should advance. 
Second Member, Certainly, but how about their uniforms ? 

Third Member, Oh, I am responsible for that department. 
Everythinjr fairly well. At least, I think so. 

M, Oh, if you only ‘ ‘ think so,” we had better break off for awhile. 
[^The Committee “ break off for a while<,^^ and then reassemble, 
3rd M, How everything’s right. I thonght there was some 
trouble about the new forage caps. Well, the dificnlty has been 
surmounted, and all is as correct as can be. 

M, Pleased to hear it. Ammunition up to the mark ? 

ith 31, That ’ 8 my special department. It maj; be, bnt 

3rd M, Oh ! Don’t you think we had better adioum a hit ? 

M, Why, certainly. \_They “ adjourn a bitj^ then reassemble, 
Uh M, Glad I had an opportnnity of looking into the affair. 

Fact is, although we had a lot of cordite, there was certainly 

lsi{ M, Yes, I know. But is it all right now ? 

\th M, Right I Of course 1 It never was wrong, hut 

31, Ouiteso. Don’t let’s waste time. How about the transport f 
Uh M, 1 am responsible for that. If you really want to move 

the troops any distance, perhaps I had better 

Ist 31, It ’s very annoying! bnt as 3rou say “ you had better” do 
something or other, let ’» scatter for a time. 

{,They scatter for a timej^ and reassemble, 
UhM, Lucky I overhauled my department. If I hadn’t you 
wouldn’t have been able to move the troops a dozen :^ards. 

3L But is it all right now ? Equipment, ammunition, transport ? 
Are yon all right ? Chorus, Yes, Sir. 

i St M, {through telephone), Qnick, march I [ The troops are moved, 

OiD Style — in the Past, Boss7&-^Anywhere in front of an Army, 
Commander Chief, I vouch for everything! I have only to 
give the word of command. Uuiok, march I [The troops are moved. 


THE JOLLY YOUNG WATERMAN. 

{Up to Date,) 

And did yon not hear of the East London Watermen, 

Who our requirements failed to supply, 

If the weather was hot or was cold in severity 
Their pipes and their cisterns were equally dry. 

In cold or m heat they charged as steadily. 

But water to drink we couldn’t get readily ; 

Yet water or none, with an impudent air. 

They charged all the same, ana it didn’t seem fair. 

What sights of distress there were seen in the district. 

Its drains were unflushed, and were tainted withal, 

(There was always a canse— some “ Progressive ” ohstiueticn,) 
Bnt the party supporting them grew very small ; 

And often would there be both swearing and sneering, 

But ’twas all one to them the oomplainmg and jeering ; 

For cursing and praying they little did CEtre — 

But charged us for water~it didn’t seem fair. 

But, only to fancy how strangely things happen, 

While rates were collected for nothing at all. 

The Government Board held a special inquiry. 

Which sat for a while in the Hachney Town Hall. 

And shonld this report (to the Company’s sorrow) 

Be issued to-day, next month, or to-morrow, 

The East London Company ’d better take care— 

As charging for nothing is scarcely quite fair. 

Ho JoB-K.— A Tory “of the old school” has adapted the well- 
known Yirgilian hexameter thus C h-jo-rl-jv r<e miser to nimium 
vidna Carltmcel 

Wrecks and Casualties.— 'The barque 3Zeiropoliian Imp'ove^ 
menu stranded on the County Council Sands, 
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SKETCHES FROM SCOTLAND. 

At ths Drtjmqtjhiddbr Highland Gatheeing. 
Scene — A meadow near DrumqvMdd&r^ South JPerthsh 


. Miss Rose {with maidenly displeasure). ^Deed, an I ’m no tumer- 

standing? why ye should thenk ony sic a thing I 
rHEEiNG. Siavers {abashed). I heg your pairrdon. I don’t know hoo it 

_ , was I gethered Smeth was yonr ain neem. (Miss Hose shakes her 

ReHhshire^ where Then maybe ye’ll be acquaint with a Mester Alex- 

inYnnrn.Wi.vn.fiL ' r. i To /irf -j: j7.. 


bmches immediately below the Grand Stand a^ seated two te the little block fellow, he ’s peckin’ up tairible 

/I itAAA'k'i JJ 7* ^ A nA M T3 1 *lf-b J* >u\ J RE <Mi U A iTPrA Cf A ■/ #1 ^ ^ ^ ^ n H 


Dmmquhidder worthies^ Mr, Paeeitch: and Mr. Hayees, with 
Mrs, MgTayish and her niece^ two acquaintances from Glasgow^ 


Mr. Rarr. ’TwuU no be him. 

Mrs, MgTayish and her niece, tico acquaintances from Glasgow, ye’ll see he ’ll jist putt a spairrt on^at yon faur poast—he’s 
to whom they are endeavounng’-not altogether successfully-io noo— he’s. . . . LoshI he’s only thirrd after a’; he 

make themselves agreeable. didna putt the spairrt on sune enough ; that was the gran’ fau’t he 

Mr. Mavers {in allusion to the dozen or so of drags, landaus, and made ! 
waggonettes on the ground). TWe’s a number o’ machines hier the Mr. Havers, They’ll be begenning the wrustling oot yon in the 
day, Messis McTaeyish, an’ a wonderfu’ crood; there’ll be a bit centre. . . . {As the competitors grip.) Losh! that ’s no the way to 
scarceness ower on yon side, but a gey many a’thegither. I con- wrustle; thevshouldnaleft theitherup; they ’re no allowed to threp! 
seeder we ’re jest awfu’ forrtunate in the day an’ a’. ^ Jir. McKerr. That’s jist the game, I’m telling ye; ye know 

[Mrs. MgTayish assents, hut without enthusiasm, naefching at a’ aboot it I 
Mr. Farritch. I’ve jist ben keekin’ into the Hefraishmen’ Tent, Mr. Havers. I’d sthruggle baiter ’n that mysel’, it’s no ^great 


Ton lang chap has an easy jobe 


It’s an awfu’ psety they’re 
no pairmeetin’ ony intoaxi- 
cans— naethin’ but non-alco- 
hoalic liquors an’ sic like, an’ 
the hawm-sawndwiches no 
verra tender. {With gallan^ 
try.) What do ye say. noo, 
Miessis McTaeyish— wuU ye 
no come an’ tak’ a bite m’ 
me? 

Mrs. McTavish {distantly). 
Ah’m no feelin’ able for’t fist 
the noo, Mester Paterttch. 

Jfr. Farr. Ye’ll hae a 
boatle o’ leemonade at my ex- 
pense? Ye’ll no? Then ye 
wuU, Mess Hawse, {With 
relief, as Miss Hose declines 
also.) Aweel, I jist thocht 
I’d pit the quaistion, {To a 
friend of his, who joins them.) 
An’ hoo’s a’ wi’ ye, Mester 
McKbeeow? Ye’re a mem- 
ber o’ the Cawmittee, I ob- 
sairYe, sae I ’ll hae to keek up 
a bet row wi’ ye. 

Mr. McKerrow {uncon^ 
cernedly). Then ye’ll jist to 
hae to keck it doon again. 
What ’s wrang the noo ? 

Mr. Farr. I ’d like to ask 
ye if ye conseeder it fair or 
jest to charrge us tippence 
every time we’d go att the 
groon ? Man, it ’s jist an ex- 
toartion. 

Mr. McKerr. I ’m no re- 




qwiiHble for ’t ; but, if J’d “ «»“«» I ^aow naeOung at a’ aboot it ! ” diMsed'Hieimder at Ms 

ben there, I ’d ha’ chairged ye ^ ain expense, I ’m thenkin’ 

twa shellins ; sae ye ’d better say nae mair aboot the maitter, they ’ll find it no verra easy to come to a deceesion, 

[Mjc.’Basstick does not pursue the subject, Mr, Farr. Deed, it’s no sae deeficult; ’tY^ be the mon in the 
Mr. Havers {as a detachment of the Black Watch Highlanders centre, sure as deitn I 
^nclude an exhihitton of musical drill). Ye’ll be the baiter o’ haeing Mr. Havers. Ye say tbat because he has a’ them gowd maidles 
the Block Wetch Mer the day, Man, they gie us a colour! It’s hing on his jocketl 

vurra pretty hoo nicely they can pairforrm flbe driQ, , . , An’ noo Mr. Farr, {loftily). I pay no attention to the maidles at a’. I m 
them soj ers is gaun to lin a bet race amang theirsels. This ’ll be an sayin’ tbat Dotjgal m a tea to is the best dressed Hielauder o’ the three, 
extry cawmpeteetion, I doot. {As the race is being run.) It’s no Mr. Havers. It’ll no be Maceae at a’, Jock McEwan, that s 
a verra suitable dress for rinnin’— the spleughan— or “ sporran,” is furrtihest west, 11 be the mon. 

^ {dogmatically). It'U be Maceae, I’m tellin’ ye. He 

Mr. McK&rr. {coniradictiously). The sporran does na hairrt them has the nicest kelt on bini that iver I sa’ ! 
frl nr., It’s no tte that ^ it, ’tis jist the way 


wrustling at a’, merely bairfns’ 
play I 

Mr. McKerr, {as a corpu- 
lent elderly gentleman appears, 
in very ^mk tights). Ye 11 see 
some science noo, for hier’s 
MgBannock o’ Balwhuskie, 
the chawmpion. 

Havers {disenchanted). 

W Wull yon be him in the penk 

breeks. Man, but he’s awfu’ 

Mr. McKerr. The wecht of 
him ’s no easy put doon. The 

Afr. Farr. I doot the little 
dairk fellow ’ll hae him . , . 
it ’p a gev sthmggle, 

McKerr. He’s not 
im » fioon yet. W'ull ye bait sex- 

|>enc6 against MgBannock, 

wull i— na, item’s g(^ ihe dairlt 
doon. I was jist mindin 
sword-daunce, sae the 
bait’saff. {Three men in full 
^ costume step upon 

y ^ .) \ platform and stand, proud 

} and impassive, fronting the 

I grand stand, while the judges 

^ 7 ^B/ TWm round them, making 

f W \Wif careful notes of their respec- 

* 1 '11 j Jil: joints.) What wull they 

Mr. McKerr, It’ll be the 
, 4 . , V prize for the mon who’s the 

* , ye know naethmg at a’ aboot it ! dressed Hielander at his 

ain expense. I’m thenkin’ 
they ’ll find it no verra easy to come to a deceesion, 

Mr, Farr. Deed, it ’s no sae deeficult ; ’twill be the mon in the 


nr TT "wr *X 51 •j.f « c// O. J.W a jj,v wjuc uixoiv vuua xv, uxa JJ.OU ljulo Yvaj UJUtsj 

. 1 > * ® ^ockm agamst them at every stride they pit it on. An’ Maceae ’ll hae his tae faur doon, a guid twa enches 

t®k . ait&ntum wanders to a Highland Fling, which three too low, it is. 

mall hoys are dancing on a platform opposite.) He ’s an awfu’ Mr. Farr. Ye ’re a’ wrang, the kelt is on richt eneugh ! 

meddle I Jfr. Havers. I know fine hoo a kelt should be pit an, though I’m 

Mr. McKerr. Iw^ie, he Imks tae much at Lis no Hielander mysel’, and I’U ask ye, Mess Hawse, if Dougal 


losin his knees a’ thegither, 


Hue breaks. 

Mr . Farr. Yon girap-luikin’ tyke ? I oanna thenk it. 


[Miss Hose decknes, with some stiffness, to express an opinion on I 
so delicate a point. 

Mr. Farr, {recklessly). I’ll pit a sexpenoe on Maceae wi’ ye. 


TiiT- TT XT ” -rY-n Y w MLi . j. w! t . wmmiiavu 1. x xi UAU a vxx jjx&ujbuus wi yc, 

Mr. Havers. Ka, it’ll be yon^b^d-heided man in broon. He’s come noo I ' 

rinnin’ ^a’ the races, I observe. Mr. Havers. Ha, na, pit eawmpetent jedges on to deceede, and 
I Va neem ws ? {To Miss pawknh/. ) th^ ’ll be o’ my opeenion ; bnt I ’fl no bait wi’ ye. 

I ^WE^^ ^ anaictionate regaird for thet neem, I ’m theniing, Mess ^^Mr. Farr, {his blood up). Then I’ll hae a sexpenoe on’t wi you. 


I Mester McKebeow 


t sexpenoe on’t wi you. 
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UNLUCKY SPEECHES. 

**‘What a lot of People there were at the Wortlebuets last week -and yet 
HOW dull it was r* ** Yes, dear, BiTT it was much BRiaHTBR after you left.” 


FOUND WANTINO. 

Appoint a Poet Laureate, some prate, 

But that’s impossible, and wise men knowit, 
Because, ’midst many a would-be Laureate, 
We cannot find a—Poet I [Tory hate : 

Well, there is one ; but him both Whig and 
Whence he, although a Poet, is not Laureate I 
And, after all, John Bull is little loth 
To wait, until he finds one who is both. 

For, after Tennyson, the choice, we see. 
Doth lie ’twixt — T weedledum and Tweediedee ! 
Because they are not good enough who crave it, 
Whilst oue or two more worthy will not have it. 


AnniTiON to Magistrate’s Decision.— 
Protesor to be henceforth entitled Mi 
0almntuomoJ^ Who? Bay! Hooray! 


SCRAPS FROM CHAPS. — A Spirit 
Licence.— At the Limerick Quarter Ses- 
sions, a landlord at Loughgur sought a new 
licence for his inn. 

The applicant stated that he intended to keep a 
boat there for the convenience of tourists. 

Mis Monour— Whet are the features of antiquity 
there ? 

TAtf Appliccmt’^Thexe are old castles and ruins. 
Mr. Zotondes-^An^ the White Knight of Des- 
mond crosses the lake once every five or ten years. 
Mis Mmour — And he is only seen by your 
atrols. {Zattghter,) If this licence were granted, 
suppose the White Knight would cross the lake 
every night I {Zauphtsr.) 

Of oonrse he would I A phantom in a boat, 
if properly advertised, wouldprobably “ draw” 
the Saxon tonrist in his bundles. Here is 
a chance for the Psychical Research Society. 


WOODMAN, SPARE WT THAT TREE! 

(Song of the Suburban tree-slaughtering savaget 
whose axe and saw and cord are rapidly 
mdhmg umbrageous neighbourhoods hideous,) 

Woodman, spare not that tree ! 

Leave not a single,hough I 

In youth it sheltered me, 
fiio I ’ll destroy it now. 

Tall trees infest the land, 

Rurality is rot I 

Nonght but a stump shall^tand 
On this once shady spot. 

An old umbrageous tree 
Makes suburb less like town ; 

It spreads too far for me. 

Up, axe, and hew it down ! 

Woodman, ply stroke on stroke, 

Till prone on earth it lies ; 

(Oh 1 isn’t it a joke 
Once towering to the skies I 

Woodman, and woodman’s boy. 

Bring axe, and saw, and spade. 

Hack, lop and top, with loy ; 
Destruction is your trade I 

It grew for many a year • 

It’s growth, fools say, is grand. 

Eh P Spare its charms ? No fear I 
No hongh of it shaH stand I 

When comes again the spring ' 

No leafage forth ’twill send ; 

No bird thereon shall sing, 

No breeze its branches hend. 

Old tree, no more thon ’It wave 
O’er this suburban spot ! 

If I my will might have, 

The axe shonid fell the lot ! 


“Hoi Adelpbcoi” (the Messrs. Haiti), the 
Adelphians, or, as friend Wagg would, neces- 
sarily call them, the “ Fill-adelphi-nns,” 
have a stirring Life-boat Scene in Messrs. 
Scott and Thomas’s drama The Swordsman* s 
Daughter, Where there are so many rapiers 
fiashmg— -not one of them pointless — ^the piece 
might have snfiered from cutting. ^ As it is, 
the display of fence is most exciting. Mr. 
Terbiss the swordsman, Miss Millward his 
daughter, are excellent ; and this is true of 
the entire performance. As for Mr. Abingdon, 
he is becoming a greater villain in every play 
of Ms life. He ’ll end by being hung in the 
Royal Academy. Of course, first of aU, he 
will have to be “taken from Mfe” by the 
hand of some distinguished painter. 


Pot-Ltck.— A sportsmaunamed Mr. Allan 
Hilmour, junior, has been credited with re- 
cently shooting “the first specimen of the 
solitary snipe” that had been seen in England. 
Writing to a Scotch paper, he says, “As 
snipe-shooting has been my favounte sport 
for the last twenty-eight years, during which 
time I have kiU^ over 4,000 snipe without 
ever getting a shot at a ‘solitary,’ I am 
naturally very pleased.” 

For years he ’d hunted all in vain, 

But when the time was ripe, 

His fortune changed— he really bagged 
A solitary snipe. 

There are who find their cMefest joy 
A friend, a feast, a pipe ; 

But Mr. Hilmoitr’s heaven is here — 

A solitary snipe. 

0 Peter Magnus * Hilmour, we 
Must tears of envy wipe 

That you can count it bliss to pot 
A solitary snipe! 

* ** * It is calculated to cause them the highest 
gratification,* said Mr. Pickwick, rather enjoying 
the ease with which Mr. Peter Magnus’s mends • 
were amused.” 
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WANTED, A REPARTEE. 

“Please, Sik, give mb a PknittI” 

“Yott shouldn’t beg, my Boy. Why should I give you my 
Money any moee than you should give mb youes ? 

“I ain’t got no Money, and you *avb ! ” 

“Ah, but suppose you ’d got a Penny and I hadn’t!” 

“Then I’d give mine to rou/” 


CABBY - OR, REMINISCENCES OF THE RANK AND THE ROAD. 

{By ^*ffansom Jack"') 

No. Vm. — MORE HARMONY -BUSTER’S LATEST- “HI I 
FOUR-WHEELER r’— A CAB’S A CAB FOR ALL THAT. 

“Harmony Hall,” ot the “Hullaboo Brothers,” as chippers 'will 
call us when chaffy or teasy, 

Was 0, K. last night. Missis Chueping ’ad given a tittivate-up to 
our own Free-and-Easy. 

Chupping ’sthe Bung, and ’is wife is a wonder; a sort of a woman as 
straight as they make ’em. 

Yet jolly as June. They ’re the helpmeets for men ; and my tip is 
whenever you find ’em you take ’em/ 

Bless ’er blue ribbings I She beams like a sunflower in a back yard 
to a chap lyin’ seedy. 

Women like ’er is the sunshine of life, and make up for the swarms 
as are grubby and greedy. 

Touched up our room for Benevolence Night till the sandy-floored 
back parlour 'warmed our old noses. 

Wonderful wot female fingers can do with a green branch or two and 
a few paper roses. 

“ Barnet the Babd ” ’ad been “ Wooing the Mooses” agen— so ’e 
put it— and faked up some patter 

For our “ Eztry-Speshul,” and, set to a tune free and fetchin’, it 
went with a good olitter-clatter. 

J’ad to pipe it this time, and I tell you I ’d stood lots o’ chipping 
from chums, and lost fares, too, 

Whilst mugging the words on my box at odd moments, to be 
“ letter-puff eck ” as all our chaps cares to. 

“You do break down,” says B. B., “and I’D bash you I” The 
smart “ little mudi,” five foot nix in ’is ’igh-lows, 


Emagines ’isself quite a small pocket-Samson, and swears ’e ’as got 
knotty muscles, “ like Milo’s.” 

“ Milo ? ” sez I ; “ no, nor yet a arf-MiLO I ” “ Oh, cheese it,” sez 
Bustek. “ Don’t show you’ve no knowledge.” 

Bustee’s a hit of a scholard, no doubt, and ’e swears— when well 
on— that ’e once went to College, 

Anyhow, ’e’s a good sort, and can patter. ’E gave the poor Growler 
^ a look-in this journey, 

Seein’ as how our whip-round was for one, and B. B, is as wide-oh as 
Wicks, our attorney. 

Old Bungo, our chairman, called on me. I rose, and got such a 
reception, a regular squealer. 

And soon as the loud sisserary was over, I tipped ’em, kon hryo ^ the 
Busteh’s “ Four-icheeler / ” 

HI! FOUR-WHEELER!! 

“ Hansom up ! ’’ may be the cry when the day is fine and dry, 

But wait till it comes night, and a fair drencher. 

Then they lead me a rare dance, and don’t give me arf a chance, 

Of a doss, a peck, a pipe, or modest quencher. 

Then through dark, and frost, and wet, there ’s another cry, you bet, 
From the mouth of shiverin’ swell, or shoutin’ Peeler. 

Tofty dames drag cloak and skirt round damp hankies from the dirt, 

As they shrink ffom the cbill wind, and the shower’s sputtery squirt, 
And the cry is then —Four-wheeler / Mi ! ! Four-tcheeler ! / / 

Ah, it’s all pertikler well for smart beauty and *er swell, 

"When a-toolin’ to the concert or theayter, 

Up the Forder’s step to trip, and into the ’Ansom skip, 

Like a fawn or other nimble, slim-shank’d Cray tur. 

But returnin’ through thick fog, or a roadway like a bog, 

When the ’Ansoms turn deaf hears to the swell squealah ; 

When a friend or two turns hup, and they arsk ’em 'ome to sup, 

Then a very ’umble phiz wears the supersillyass pup 
As ’e bellers hout -Four-icheelah ! Mi ! ‘ Four- wheelah ! / / 

Yus! I*m only “ Grumpy Gapes,” with my arf-a-dozen capes, 

And my sticking-plarster ’at and mulberry boko 
{That ’s pine-happle rum, they blether, ’lowing nothink for the weather), 
And I ’ave to give my poor old crock hot toko, 

Just to myke ’er break ’er trot, when the toffs put on the pot 
(Then they bully me and say they T1 call the Peeler). 

But so ’elp me Jimmy Jones, tho’ 1 ’m stiff* in my old bones, 

There are times when swells appeal to me in most perthetick tones, 

And bleat out a 0 , 0 ,^— Four-wheeler ! Mi ' / Four-wheeler I ! / 

Then there ’s ’orty Mistress Bro'WNE, when slie’s goin’ out 0’ town, 
With five kiddies, and a arf-a-ton 0’ boxes ; 

Wot ’s the use, I arsk you, Sir, of a “ Shrewsbury ” to ^er ^ 

These yer middle-clarss mammas are sly as foxes. 

Know the distance to a hinch, and will 'aggie, bate, and pinch, 

With the sharpness of a 'Ebrew ole clo-dealer. 

They are wuss than mean old codgers, some old female Artful Dodgers, 
And I ’d sooner ’ear the ghost of Missis Jackeemetty Peodgees 
Callin’ hout to me — Four-wheeler ! Mi ! ! Four-wheeler ! ! ! 

Then a little lot of gents, wot ’as met with “hac-ci-dents ” 

(In the matter of a trifle too much tiddley ”), 

Who tune up like hanything, though whene’er they try to sing 
They will mix up “ Tarblote Vivor>ff’' with “-Roo Ridley F 
Hah! “There’s a picture for yer!” ’Ow they ^vaste yer time and 
Then mix theirselves up, reglar ’ead-and-’eeler ! [bore yer, 

[ ’Ansom cab for them } On, no ! They want room to sprawl^ and so, 
Though, when sober, they ’d cock snook at me as fusty and too slow, 

i When bosky, '^-Four-wheeler / Mi I ! Four-wheeler ! ! / 

Yah ! Though every cad and ’owler smfis at me and calls me Growler, 

I ’m the old original, useful ’ackney carriage. 

I ’m a “ Clarence.” That ’s my style, though the ignerant my smile, 
And at outing, sick case, funeral or marriage, 

I lick the ’Ansom wholly, and knock out the cabrioley. 

Yus ! 1 feel the touch of Time, that pleasure-stealer- 
But old Grumpy Gapes, you bet, braves the frost, and fog, and wet, 

And whilst luggage and bad weather lasts, for many a long day yet, 
London’s cry will be — Four-wheeler ! Mi ! / Four-wheeler ! ! ! 

'‘'Four-wheeler!^^ went down well as "Hansom VpP^ Yessirl 
Wben Hannony ’s on and Benevolence guides it, 

A Growler’s a cah^ just the same as a Forder, and ’e aint no 
“ Cabby,” true grit, as derides it. 

Cape Clubs and Bug Clubs is all very proper, and so is your Sick 
Fund and Friendly Society, 

But a friendly whip-round, with a sing-song worked in, and no 
swagger or fuss, is my f avrit variety. 


“A Big, Big ‘ D.’ ’’—The Times of last Thursday reports that a 
scheme was submitted to the Chester Town Council "for damming 
the river Beef The s<ieme was approved of, and the Council cried, 
as in chorus, “ Dee-cidedly I Dam the Dee ! ” Minute ^ — ^That the 
Dee be damm’d accordingly. 


Da. PAUraa’s EESTEcaOTL few words to the Pope.—** Barker 
VerhaP ^ 




UGANDA EXHIBITION OF 1900. 

A NiVER-FAILIKG SOU1.CR OF AMUSEMENT TO THE VISITORS 
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ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

I AM at Davos. Be careful about tbe pro- 
nuuciation: put tbe accent broadly on tbe 
second syllable, and you bave it. With me, 
if I may say so, it is a case of Davos noti 
vohis, for I nave come here not foi my own 
bealtb, but to act as travelling-companion to 
one of tbe best fellows in tne world, wbo 
seeks bealtb and strength in this quiet and 
beautiful valley. God be with bim, and 
with all bis fellow-sufferers here. Here are 
some notes taken on tbe way. 

Sail of the Grosvenor Solely 10.30 — 

A mixed crowd of anxious French and 
English people: a s|)rinkling of Americans. 
Desperate inquiries from an elderly French 
I lady for her box. A moment ago tbe box 
was visible, a monumental box peacefully 
reposing near tbe door. Now it has vanished. 
Is tbe box to be added to the questions pend- 
ing between France and England ? No ; it 
is found— on a truck. Tbe French Ambas- 
sador may rest in peace. On a sofa reclines 
a ms^nincent Arab, tall, stately, bronzed, 
aquiline, robed in a waving burnous and a 
turban of dazzling white. How be casts our 
puny, ditto-suited, cloth-capped civilisation 
mto tbe shade. An almost irresistible im- 
pulse comes over me to change my ticket, 
break every tie and make a dash with bim 
for bis native desert, to live a free and un- 
trammelled life, to head a successful insur- 
rection against tbe French oppressor, to be 
laid after death in a splendid tomb with a 
cupola amidst the lamentations of thousands 
of lithe and dusky warriors. 

II .A. If.— We are off ; bandsbakingSj wav- 
ings of handkerchiefs. Still dreaming of 
Algeria, I am recalled to actuality by a stop- 
page at Heme Hill. 

CaZaw.— The home of the de^ni-pouleU not 
forgetting the Perpetual entrances 
of imperturbaole officials with chorus “ Les 
voyageurs pour . . . .” Consequent series of 
shocks inimical to quiet eating. At last oim 
turn comes. Each of us has bragged a demU 
poulet in record time. Why all this hurry ? 
At any rate we are off, 

Xaon, 7 p.at, — D inner, English traveller 
wants whisky, Avez vous doo vislcy f^^ 
Lady of restaurant shakes her head. “ J^isky 
Ecossais, Eau de vie Ecossais,^* A brilliant 
inspiration, but the landlady, protesting she 
can supply eau de vie, denies all knowltdge 
of the Scotch variety. “Perhaps,” says a 
helpful old lady, an English fellow-traveller, 
looking at the tariff-b uard on which the word 
“ rhum ” figures, “ perhaps they call it 
‘room.^” Suggestion received with enthu- 
siasm: Avez vous doo roo7nf’^ Eater 

guard: voyageurs pour Edle,^^ Only 

just time to pay. Off we go again. 

Edle, 5.30 -A.Jir.— Train stops ; consultation 
of watches. Can’t be Bale : not due till 6,30, 
Another hour for sleep; turn over, when 
door opens suddenly and an alarmed Swiss 
porter^ ejaculates *^3Iais deshendez done, 
^lomieur^ le drain fa hartir.^^ Out we go: 
the sky becomes dark with hats, sticks, 
wraps, handbags. Have we got everything r 
Yes — no — where is my waistcoat P Quite 
forgot I had discarded it at night : it contains 
watch, money, everything. Approach of 
beaming porter carrying waistcoat like a 
banner. Transference of silver from self to 
porter. He beams more and more. Unduly 
early arrival explained by fact that we are now 
under Central European time. Breakfast. 

At Bale I purchase the Paris Temps of 
to-day’s date. An article on the Swiss Refe- 
rendum. At last I am at dose quarters with 
the Eeferendum, Question for decision was. 
is the sale of matches to be a State monopoly r 
The Swiss voter has said no by an overwhelm- ! 
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Middle-aged Novice. “I 'm just off FOR A Tour in the Country — ‘biking’ all the 
WAY. It’ll be Four Weeks before I *u b40k in wy Flat again.” 

Candid Friend, “Ah I Bet ir won’t be Four Hours before you’re Flat on your 
Back again I ” 


ing majority. The Temps, analysing results, 
sees in this “a victory of the individualist 
spirit, and of French tradition over the Ger- 
man spirit instilled in the universities of 
Zurich, Berne, and BMe, or brought home 
by Swiss writers and politicians who have 
studied in Germany itself.” Sedan is avenged. 
It appears, too, that tbe Swiss voter is getting 
bored with Referendums. He has bad too 
many of them, and on this occasion barely 
half of him recorded his vote. Merry Swiss 
voter, awaking on a Sunday morning, in- 
quires of his merry Swiss wife, “ Any voting 
to-day, my dear ? ” “ Only those silly 

matches,” replies M. S. W, “ Oh, drat they 
matches,” says merry Swiss voter (or words 
to that effect). “I’m not going to trouble 
about that,^^ and turns over to sleep again. 


Anyhow, matches are not to be a State 
monopoly. Long live the Referendum I 
On the way to Xawd^z^ar^.— Sudden alarm 
I of my companion. He clutches my arm, and 
; points to the roof of railway carri£^e, saying, 
jin an awe-struck voice, “What does that 
1 mean ; why do they put that word there?” 

I Following with my eyes the direction of his 
finger, I notice white dial, with moveable 
hand, let into roof. Plainly painted in bold 
letters on one side of the dial is the word 
“ hell.” On the other side, however, I see 
the German word “dunkel.” which, of 
course, makes things clear. Quite natoal, 
though, that apparatus for turning light up 
and aown should, at first sight, be mistaken 
i for a Salvation Army warning. 

I Xawd^ri, 1,16 p.Jf,— Lunch. Here the toy 
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railway to Dayos begins. We have still more than 3000 feet to climb 
before reaching onr destination. Obtain beantifully-coloured^ little 
pamphlet with map. Learn that we are about to travel on “ highest 
adhesion railway in Europe.” Prepare ourselves to be as adhesive as 
possible by taking in immense amount of ballast in the shape of lunch. 
On consulting map, presumably drawn to scale, hud that Davos is at 
least five times the size of London, which figures minutely in upper 
left-hand comer. This is delightful. Delight, however, dashed 
by observing that the distance from Landquart to Davos is nearly 
three times as great as from London to Bale, Still, after the shock 
of finding ourselves under Central European time, we are prepared 
for mnst things. At last the little toy engine puffs violently, 
metaphorically takes off its coat, and, like Mr. Snodgrass^ 
announces in a very loud tone that it is going to begin. We start! 
Hurrah, we adhere 1 ! 

Up, up, and still up we climb, hanging on here and there by our 
eyebrows to mountain precipices, and peering down into cbasms on 
the other side. Still we adhere and the gallant little engine puffs 
away like mad. Amiable Swiss guard takes a paternal pride in it, 
in the train, in the scenery, and (after usual transference of silver) 
in ns. Have we ever been at Davos before ? JSfo ? In that case, it 
appears, we must prepare for pleasures before which the overrated 
amusements of Pans and Yienna pale and dwindle. Davos at last. 


Bams. — Wonderfully hearty reception at the Hotel d’Angleterre. 
Mr. Demmee smiles, Mrs. Demmes smiles, the boots, the waitress, 
the housemaid all smile. We smile, too, and find everything pre- 
pared in rooms of the most brilliant cleanness : dinner, and so to bed. 

Conversation in Davos is of great simplicity. We are all either in- 
valids or the friends of invalids. At first hearing it would appear as 
if a gigantic hall, at which nobody danced, was perpetually taking 
place. Have yon been sitting out much to-day ? ” “ Yes, I sat 
out nine hours.” “ Ah, 1 only managed to get in seven,” &e., &c. 
For the pure and perfect air is the main element of the cure at Davos, 
aud in nearly all weathers the invalids are on the verandahs drawing 
in these draughts of new life and vigour. 

On the following morning I stroll. Remember that, curiously 
enough, I haven't seen a sin^e soldier since I arrived in Switzerland. 
Here, however, is a photographic group of non-commissioned ofiicers 
of the Davos section of some infantry regiment. All their in ple- 
ments of warfare are drawn, a martial defiance gleains from every 
eye. In the centre of the group two of the most warlike cross their 
protecting swords in front of a tall lady, allegorically attired in 
cloak and scale-armour to represent Helvetia. I immediately 
abandon contemplated invasion and annexation of Switzerland. 

A band is playing under an arcade of glass in front of the 
Kurhaus. They play really admirably— as good a band, as I have 
heard for a long time. But they are to a fiute, dressed in black 
frock-coats, tightly buttoned, and black top-hats, for all the world 
like a provincial British municipality out for a holiday. Every- 
thing, save for the hand, is wonderfully peaceful. A few cows browse 
in the valley, their pleasant hells drowsily tinkling. The surround- 
ing mountains have donned their white crowns in onr honour : the 
snowy, silent peaks glitter in the brilliant sun. In front of our 
hotel a retriever puppy, with an imperfect control over his paws, 
engages in a romp with a little white dog. He howls over the 
little white dog, and, before he has quite recovered from the shock, 
howls him over again. This is too much for the white dog’s dignity : 
he bites the retriever violently in a tender part of the back. Woe, 
woe, the game is over, and the puppy fiies homeward. In the after- 
noon the colony sits out again ; it sits out finally after dinner. ^ And 
so the quiet days proceed, for the time of toboggans and skates is not 
yet. It is a peaceful, a delightful spot, and on every hand are to be 
met hale and hearty folk who drifted hither, derelict ^wrecks, to be 
towed into haven and made sound for many a voyage. The tales of 
complete cures vary the conversational record of hours of sitting out. 
St. Luke, the good physician, is the patron saint of the little English 
Church here, and might weU be the patron saint of Davos itself. 


‘‘BONNIE DUNDEE.” 

2 There was something exceedingly pretty in the doings at Dundee 
the other day when the burghers assembled to do honour to their 
old Member Mr. Armitstead. In the Parliament of 1880-5 Mr, 
Armitstead’s commanding presence was a famOiar and welcome 
feature. Since then, having piloted Mr. G-iadstojne in successive 

journeys about the conti- 
nent, his personality has 
obtained a wider field of 
recognition. When, at 
Biarritz and elsewhere, the 
population, tracking Mr. 
Gladstone, came upon this 
tall, straight figure, with 
flowing heard and kindly 
honest eyes, they thought 
he must be the Grand Old 
Man of whom they had heard 
so much. They, it is said, 
cheered him accordingly, 
leaving Mr. Gladstone free 
That is probably a fable. Certainly, 



Bonnie Don-dee ! 


from embarrassing attention. „ 

in Dundee, where Mr. Armitstead lived and worked for forty years, 
there is no chance of his being mistaken for any other G. 0. M. 
Having retired from public life, Dundee wanted to have a portrait of 
its most honoured citizea. That was very nice, bat as acceptance of 
the suggestion would have involved his presence at the installation 
of the portrait, and the making of a speech in response to all the 
kind thmgs said, Mr. Armitstead modestly shrank from the ordeal. 
But he managed, after all, to gratify Dundee. He sat for his 
portrait at his own expense, gave it to the city, and, represented to 
the life on canvas, felt at liberty to absent himself from the public 
meeting at which the Lord Provost accepted the picture on behalf of 
Dondee. Thus beyond the timorous Tweed do Memt and Modesty 
dwell together. 


aUITE CORRECT. 

Dear Mr. Punch,— In your number of Oct. 5, “ An Inconstant 
Traveller” quotes Mn. Malapro^ as saying “Caparisons are 
cdorous,” Perhaps it may interest him to know that the quotation 
correctly reads thus ; — 

“ Mrs. Malaprop. No caparisons, Miss, if yon please. Caparisons don’t 
become a young woman .” — The Rivals^ Act lY., Sc. 2, 

“Comparisous are odorous,” occurs in Much Ado about Nothing^ 
Act III., Sc. 5. Yours, Hettee Settbeer. 

P.S. Enclosed advertisement is from the Willesden Chronicle:^ 
^OUNGI- person, 23, short, dark, strict disciplinarian, wishes to correspond 
X with gentleman between 40 and 50, with view to matrimony. 

What a “ strict disciplinarian ” to begin in this way. And after f 


A Bachelor “ Bowl’d.”— What with many a “maiden ojrer” 
and the taking of three hundred wickets in first-class matcifeSj'^OM 
Richardson is facile princeps in the bowling averages of the past 
cricket season. Now he has “made a match” on the Matrimonial 
Ground, and among the numerous presents received upon the 
anspicions occasion that which, perhaps, is of most interest to the 
“ fastest trnndler ” takes the shape of a magnificent piano, the gift 
of a “syndicite” of admiring friends. His favourite tune on a 
winter evening will, of course, he “ Tom Bowling'*^ ; and what more 
appropriate, after some stirring anecdote relating to the “hat-trick,” 
than a spirited “ Bolero ” ? Then, too, music descriptive of a “ leg- 
bye ” may surely be found among Pad-brewski’s compositions. By 
the way, the Christian name of Thomas, as shared by Loatbs, Rich- 
ardson, and Morris, stands high in the annals of contemporary sport. 
One strides the racing saddle and excels upon the flat, 

Another proves his power, with the leather, o’er the bat, 

A third is lion of the links— the Golfer’s ecstacy 
Thus “ Tommy ” trebly triumphs in serene supremacy 


A Council of War.— T he pugnacity which tradition tells us was 
the chief characteristic of the Kilkenuy Cat Conferences finds a 
parallel in a recent meeting of Aherdare District Councillors, at 
which, among other compliments, such as members bluntly accusing 
each other of falsehood, the chairman advised a counsellor to go to 

the gentleman whose name is usually omitted in polite converse. 

The seconder of a motion proposed by a Justice of the Peace, had the 
following remarkable and withering invective hurled at him from 
the chair: “You know nothing about it, Mr. George knows but 
Kttle, and you know less^^^ while another eonnseUor observed, “ I 
fkoxM show at least that I had a little brains.” This gentleman is 
to he congratulated upon hia consciousness of superior cerebral 
strength, and if tiie council possesses but “little brains” this de- 
ficiency is amply supplied by a corresponding wealth of oholer and a 
copious flow oi wrathSul lan^age. 


“Athelstane the Mote fromBr, Brewer^ sBeader^s 

Handbook: Unready^ does not mean ^ unprepared^^ but ^ in^ 

judicious.^ ” Almost everybody is angry with him. Bull-baiting is 
nothing to the new game of Riling Riley, the Injudicious One I 
chorus, gentlemen of the School Board, if yon please, and take the air 


from the composer of “ Ballyhooly^ 
Is that Mr. Riley ? 

Onr Athelstan Riley ? 

Is that Mr. Riley who rings the 
Church hell? 


It IS Hr. Riley I * 

He does nothing slily, 

And yet doesn’t do it remarkably 
well. 


OovENT Winter Garden.— Opera Wagnerensia in fall bloom, 
Consnle Dniriolano, Magistro Lormerio, Eqnite. Sir Drubiolanus 
must introdnoe a dance of Love-lorn Loriners. 
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WINTER COTENT GARBEN OPERATIC NOTES. 

SiE Attgustus Akolo-Opeeaticus haB done well at Covent Garden, 
and will probably go one better. To Miss Alice Esty, as Msa, in 
Lohengrm^ we say “ Esty perpetua,^* All are good : and the houses 
have been apparently as good as the company, 
J ^ A season of German-French- Italian Opera in 

/ English is a risky venture for a winter season ; 

\ still, if successful, and at popular prices, there 

promise for the future. The con- 
'u ductors are Messrs. Feld, Henschel, Glover, 

Hedmondt, which sounds like an 
'7 English rendering of Tcte Monte, A Tete 
[mI' , ] / Monte can carry many a project through 

tffiv triumphantly where a Tete inoins Monte 

I would fail. 

ItotimMia ' Tuesday, — Excellent Faust, Mr. Philip 

H^Wlnil- Brozrl, first time in English, decidedly good. 

wjP® X Sir JDRtrRiOLANTrs thought the old opera 
"W W '' “wanted a fillip,” and so gave us Philip 
M ' Bro2EL. Kate Lee a capital nurse, and Fanny 

Moody a dehghtful Ilarguerite, Olitzka a 
pleasing Siehel^ and conductor Glover, as his 
name implies, keeping all hands well employed, 
and ready to give fits to any hand that might be “difficult.” The 
remainder of the week “going strong.” 

In 1h«% interests of English opera, or rather of opera in English, 

I we wish I^HRtoLANxrs Covent Gardensis Opebaticus, with 
I Messieurs Tete Monte et Cie,^ every possible snccess. 


THE AMNESIA BACILLUS. 


It was an alarming state of affairs. The first indications of the 
new epidemic were noticed in the autumn of 1895. A lady who 
mislaid her identity at Brighton, and failed to recover it for a whole 
week, had the doubtful distinction of being the initial case. Her 
example was very shortly after followed by a servant- girl who “lost 
her memory” at Three Bridges Railway Station. Not being 
properly labelled, there was naturally some delay before she was 
returned to her supperlees and sorrowing mistress. Then the plague 
spread. 

Among the first to sufier were the numerous class of persons who 
had been so unfortunate as to borrow money. The simple operation 
of transferring a half-crown or a fiver seemed to carry contagion 
with it. From the instant that the fatal coin was in the i)alm of the 
innocent and unsuspecting borrower, all recollection of his pre-vions 
personality vaDished. The unhappy victim had no resource but to 
start life afreth as he best could, with new struggles to face, new 
lenders thus to victimise him—and new capital (a paltry equiva- 
lent!) wherewith to mourn his hopeless loss of memory. It was 
observed that these sufferers were subject to recurrent attacks of the 
amnesia bacillus. Some scientific alienists went so far as to main- 
tain that the complaint was no new one, but had been prevalent, in 
a more or less virJilent form, ever since the first leather coinage was 
invented. 

The Woman with a Past was the next to succumb. Sbe was not 
quite so much en evidence as in the two or three previous years ; 
still, a considerable number of her carried on a contented, if obscure 
and occasionally chequered, existence. She only rarely imitated the 
Second Ifrs, Tanqueray in putting a violent end to her career. 
Then all at once she, too, can^t the disease. All the romance fled 
out of her life, all the deep insight into masculine character, all the 
love-souvenirs, so interesting to nerself-— and to her female acquaint- 
ances, ( They did not forget any of these entertaining details, how- 
ever.) But as far as she was concerned, her Past completely 
vanished, and, poor thing, like the half-crown borrower, she nad to 
begin all over again. It was weary work, converting her future into 
a Past, or series of Pasts, and if she frequently failed in her task, we 
must put it down to the deadly and character-destroying bacillus. 

Then the New Women took it severely, and quite forgot them- 
selves. However, they have been so completely advertised and 
satirised of late, that there is no necessity to describe the symptoms 
of this class of patient any further. We might add, though, that 
in some cases the sequelm of the complaint aged the subject by ten or 
twenty years. 

It was distressing to note that even the respected occupants of the 
Bench did not invariably escape ; but they received the infection in 
a nuld form. They fairly well managed to retain their dignity and 
personality, but they could not remember the names of snon common 
objects as an “ oof-bird,” or the meaning of so familiar a term as 
“ going tommv-dodd,” This was inconvenient, as it necessitated the 
employment of cockney interpreters. 

It was a case of “ dnnno ^oo they are” with a good many other 
individuals and sections of the community. 



One reverend gentleman had it badly, and turned litigant on the 
spot. Quite obhvious of his sacerdotal functions and character, he 
imagined that he would be a public benefactor if he went about 
suing unoffending ’busses for obstructing a minute portion of their 
window-lights with advertisements and notice-boards. This amused 
the public at first, but after a while he was voted a nuisance and a 
bore. Then the Salvationists caught the bacillus en bloc. One and 
all they thought they were musicians, and, as snob, entitled to make 
Sunday a Day of Riot. 

Amongst other unfortunate specimens of humanity were the shop- 
lifters, who fancied they were shop-walkers; the burglars, who 
habitually mistook their home address ; the quarterly tenants, who, 
on the other hand, forgot to remain at home at periodical intervals ; 
and onr old friend ’Arry, who forgot his manners and his h’s. 

The list of victims might he indefinitely extended. Once it was 
thought that they were reswnsible for their actions; hut now, 
thanks to the progress of medical science, the atnnesia bacillus has 
been identified. It only remains for a new Pasteur to invent some 
connteracliDg microbe. 


CRAZY TALES. 

The Duchess of Pomposet was writhing, poor thing, on the horns 
of a dilemma. Painful position, very. She was the greatest of 
great ladies, full of fire and fashion, and with a purple blush (she 
was born that colour) finng bangly arms round the neck of her 
lord and master. The unfortunate man was a shocking s^fferer, 
having a bad unearned increment, and enduring 
constant pain on account of his hack being broader 
than his views. 

“Pomposet,” she cried, resolutely. “Duky 
darling I” 

(When first married she had ventured to apos- 
trophise him as “ducky,” but His Grace thou^^ht 
it infra dig,^ and they compromised by omitting 
the vulgar “ c.”) 

“ Doky,” she said, raising pale distinguished 
eyes to a Chippendale mirror, “I have made up 
my mind.” 

“Don't,” expostulated the trembling peer. 

“ You are so rash I ” 

“ What is more, I have made up yours.” 

“ To make u)? the mind of an English duke,” 
he remarked, with dignity, “ requires no ordinary 
iutelleot; yet I believe with your feminine hy- 
draulics you are capable of anything, Jane,” 

(That tfcds aristocratic rib of His rib should have been named plain 
Jane was a chronic sorrow.) 

“ Don’t keep me in suspense,” he continued ; “ in fact, to descend 
to a colloquialism, I insist on Your Grace letting the cat out of the 
bag with the least possible delay.” 

“ As you will,” she replied. “ Your blood be on your own coronet. 
Prepare for a shock— a revelation. I have fallen ! Not once— but 
many times.” 

“Wretched woman I— I beg pardon !— wretched Grande Darnel 
call upon Debbett to cover you ! ” 

“lam madly in love with 

“ By my taffeta and ermine, I swear ” 

“ Peace, peace! ” said Jane. “ Compose yourself, ducky— that is 
Plantagenet. Forgive the slip. I am agitated. My mind runs 
on slips.” 

The Duke groaned. 

“ Horrid, awful slips! ” 

With a countenance of alabaster he tore at his sandy top-knot. 

“ I have deceived yon. I admit it. Stooped to folly.” 

A supercilious cry rent the air as the Duke staggered on his 
patrician hmhs. 

With womanly impulse— flingmg caste to the winds— Jane caught 
the majestic form to her palpitating alpaca, and, watering his beloved 
features with Duchessy drops, cried in passionate accents, “ My 
Ring! My Sensitive Plant! Heavens! It’s his unlucky back! 
Be calm, Plantagenet. I have— been— learning— to— if There ! 
On the sly I ” 

The Duke flapped a reviving toe, and squeezed the august fingers. 

“I am madly enamoured of— my machine.” 

The peer smoothed a ruffled top-knot with ineffable grace. 

“ Likewise am determined you shall take lessons. Now it is no use, 
duky. I mean to be tender hut firm with you.” 

The Potentate gave a stertorous chortle, and, stretching out his 
arms, fell in a strawberry-leaf swoon on the parquet fioor, nis ducal 
head on the lap of Ms adored Jane. 


“ Happy Thought.*’ — Mem* (from mte^hook of careless man). 
When noliing else to do, wind up my watch. It saves time. 



VOL. oix. 
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SCRAPS PROM CHAPS. 

Mount the Butter-txtb !— • 
Irish butter is ou its trial, it 
seems. It has managed to get 
a bad name, because some of 
the makers or dealers become 
so attached to it they won’t 
part with it for a month or so 
after it is churned— and when 
they do part with it they pre- 
tend it ’s new. So the trustees 
of the Cork butter market 
suggesta “date-brand” as a 
means of restoring the damaged 
reputation of the Hibernian 
cow. It is quite obvious that 
if butter is to keep, it mustn’t 
be kept— which sounds like a 
bull, but it’s true. Now is 
the time for Irith patriots to 
come to the rescue of their 
iirkins— to form a “Brand 
League” if necessary — and 
prevent the produce of Irish 
dairies being* evicted from the 
markets of England, 


Why should Clasoow 
Wait ? — The average time 
taken by a telegram to get 
from Glasgow to London, or 
vice versa ^ is twenty-nine 
minutes, and the cry of the 
Glasgow^ Chamber of Com- 
merce, in consequence, is 
‘ ‘ More wires I ’ ' The Chamber 
does not mind if they are over- 
head wires ; all it objects to is, 
overdue wires. There has been 
a railway race to the north; 
but a telegraph race seems 
still more wanted just now. 
And the worst of it is that the 
lordly Stock - Exchange folk 
are specially provided with a 
wire that sends their telegrams 



JUWIPiN© POWDER. 

(Mr, Twenty stu% having a Nip m Ms way to Covert) 

Small Boy, '*Oh my, Billy, ’ere’s a Heighty-ton Gun a chargin’ 

OF ’ISSBLF AFORE GOIN* INTO HaCTION ! ” 


in five minutes. Punch's ad- 
vice to the Chamber of Com- 
merce is— “ wire in I ” 


Bumbledom and Bristles, 
— A strike of barbers has oc- 
curred at the Cork workhouse ; 
no inmate cares to undertake 
the duty at the pay of one 
shilling a week; and the 
guardians are thinking of 
getting^ in outdoor relief for 
the cMns of their paupers. 
Why not an “ Irish Melody,” 
to this effect? — 

The barbers have struck, farewell 
to the shave, 

And the rate-supplied soap on the 
cheek of the brave. 


A Magnificent Oppor- 
tunity.— The enormous hotel, 
the neighbour and, it may be, 
the friendly rival of the Savoy 
Hotel d la Carte, — for friend- 
ship in opposition is possible 
though improbable, — is al- 
most. completed; but apjpa- 
reutly it is still “ a deed with- 
out a name.” What is it to 
be called ? The board, not of 
directors, but of advertisement 
outside, says, “ This 3fagmfi-- 
cent Hotel'' &c., &o. W^, 
gentlemen i>roprietors, why 
not take this description as 
the title ? It does not look had 
in French, “ L' Hofei Mag-^ 
nijique," And in plain Eng- 
lish “ The Magnificent" is a 
striking title, which can be- 
come popular as “ The Mag," 
Mr, Punch, as General Hotel 
Inspector and Universal Board 
Adviser, offers the above sug- 
gestion. 


(By an Old-fashiomd Novel-reader,) \ 

Oh ! when we finished a tale of old, 

The thing was through, and the story to!d. 
But when we shut up a tale that ’s Now,” 
There’s little told, and there’s nothing 
“ through.” 

With neither beginning, middle, nor end, 

We do not part with the hook as a friend. 
Finis ! The word seems ironical sport, 

It is not finished, but snapt off short, 

Like the poor maid’s nose by the blackbird’s 
beak 

In the “ Song of Sixpence," That tale was 
weak. 

Ending in nought, like an alley blind. 

But our story- spinners appear to find 
Their moral there. Their tales don’t close. 
But break off short— like the poor maid’s 
nose I 

Ah me ! for a few of the fine old chaps 
Who gave ns meals, not mere dishes of scraps I 


“Post Obit,”— The Sheffield Daily Tele- 
graph announces that the first piece of patron- 
age in the district which has fallen to the 
new Pos^tmaster-General is now being com- 
peted for. Jt is that of medical officer to 
the local post-office. Our contemporary an- 
nounces that the applications, which are said 
to be very numerous, have all gone in. It is 
generally understood that the gentleman 
ultimately selected to undertake the duties 
of the post will not necessarily be connected 
with the Dead Letter Department, 


A CLEEIOAL MISTAKE. 

(Fragment of a Bomarwe found shortly after the 
holding of the recent Clerical Meetings,) 

“You are most kind,” said the guest, get- 
ting down from the dogcart and assisting the 
retainer to carry his portmanteau into the 
house, 

“ Not at all,” was the reply. “ If you are 
so good as to wait a moment, I will take the 
vehicle round to the stables and then show 
you your room.” 

The guest bowed his head gratefully, and 
yet with some embarrassment. Who was this 
retainer ? He seemed to be a man of ednea- 

tion, and yet He had no time for further 

thought, as the subject of his meditations 
returned to him, 

“ I was as speedy as possible,” said he ; “as 
I knew you would like to dress. The rector 
dines rather early, and is sure to he punctual 
to-night. This way.” 

And then the two young men marched up 
the staircase, and entered together the spare 
room. 

“ There 1” exclaimed the retainer, as he 
finished laying out the contents of the guest’s 
portmanteau, “Now all jrou have to do is 
to look sharp and get down into the drawing- 
room, before the arrival of the bishop. I shall 
try and snatch a few moments’ doze, as I 
have been busy from the early morning.” 

“ I really cannot sufficiently thank yon,” 
said the guest, hunting in his waistcoat 
Ipocket for a shilling, “Bat if you will 
allow me ” 

“ Oh, no thank you,” interrupted the re- 


tainer, with a slight blush, “ I really do not 
require a tip.” 

“But surely, from your multitudinous 
duties, you must he the butler ? ” 

Then came the solution to the mystery, 

“ Oh dear no ! I am not the bntier I I am 
only the curate! ” 


A NEW SWAN SONG. 

[Miss Annie Swan says—*' 'What appears to be 
required is, that the wife should have something 
of her own, given to her freely by her husband for 
her own use and benefit, absolutely apart from 
other moneys, that she should spend it as she 
chooses.'^] 

Oh ! give me something of my own. 

In which Man has no part ; 

Which I may hoard, or spend, or loan, 
And it shall ease my heart. 

And if you ask me whence ’twill come. 
And what will be my plan, 

I answer that that private sum 
Should come— of course— from Man! 

I ’ll grab it quick, I ’ll hold it tight, 

That welcome L. S. D., 

Concerning which Man’s only right 
Is— to give it Me ! 


Probable.— New edition of “ Cornelim 
Nepos," with notes by Lord Halsbury, as- 
sisted by Mr. Hardinge Frane: Geffard, 
Sec, Comm, Lun, 

Proverbial Conservative Philosophy.— 
Sow Local Government in Ireland and it will 
come up Home Eule* 
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[Upon this the Yoxmg Man recognises that Ms conjuring fails to 

COLLARWORK”; OR, THE UNAPPRECIATED ENTERTAINER. charm^ and retires to the funnelin apparent discoinfiticre, 

a nn j T jf • . I * I * V- ' JSxcursionists (to one another). Card-tricks are all very well in 

ScEJfE-ne after-deck of an excurewn-gteain^, te their proper place : but. when you come out for a blow like this, 

return to i>earboro^h from Br^hngton, where the excurmmsts \ ^ ^ ^ jjttie music, now, or a song, or soomat 

have employed a shining hour in laymgin «« i o’ that soart. it would ha’ been nahceenoof. . . (Withdismay.) Why, 

various restaurants and eating-hcmses. Owing to the tide, tUy ■ jj j ^o give us anoother turn of it ! 

have had^ land and re-embark in small boats through a rather . Young kasf reappears, carrying two dismal old dummies 

choppy bit of sea, th^cmsegumce being that the majority of the, battered papier-mkchfe and preternaturally 


choppy hit ofsea^ the consequence being that the majority of the I 


party— though not indisposed— are inclined to preftr meditation | mobile iaics 

to momng about, pnbably on the principle of “ letting sleeping , y (ifter' planting tUse effigies in such a position as to 

dogs hef Aft^ Flamhorough Scad has been rounded, a young • ^ possible). I now ’afe the pleasure of introducing 

man in a frock coat and a chth cap, who has hitheito to your notice two very old friends of mine, Mr. and Mrs. Jekemiah 
regarded as perfeMy inoffensive, sudd^ly bnngs out a pair of not having energy enough to escape, 

plmh-covered tables fr^i behind the fimnel, and i eieah him- \ ^ resignation to these fresh tormentors, which 

self in the unwelcome character of a professional conjuror. , Iheerful imbeciUty.) Well, Mrs. Jordies, 

The Young Man (^clearing Ms throat and pointedly addressing a | Ma am, and how do you find yonrself this afternoon? I ’ope yonra 


group of torpid tourists on the centre seats). Ladies and gentlemen, { enjoying this most delightfal trip, 
with your yery liid permission, I U 


with your yery kind permission, I 
will now endeayour to amuse you by 
exhibiting a few simple feats of 
ledger de mang to wnich I inyite 
your closest attention [the persons 
addressed instantly assume an air 
of uneasy abstraction)^ as I find that 
the more carefully my audience 
watches my proceedings the less able 
they are to detect the manner in 
which the trick is performed. ... I 
’aye ’ere, ladies and gentlemen, a 
gingerheer bottle, just a plain stone 
gingerheer bottle of a pattern no 
doubt familiar-to you all. (He pro- 
duces it^ and it appears to be gene- 
rally unpopular, as if it called up 
reminiscences of revelry which some 
would willingly forget.) I will now 
pass it around in order that you may 
satisfy yourselves that it is what it 
appears to he. [To a Somnolent Ex- 
cursionist in a corner.) Will you 
oblige me, Sir, by kindly taking it 
in your ’and? 

The Somnolent Excm'sionist [who 
, seems to be under the impression that 
\ he is being offered refreshmetii), 

\ Eh ? gingerheer ? No, thanky, never 
I take it, [fle closes his eyes again, 

I ^ The Y, M, [to a Qrampy Excur- 
sionist on a campstool), Peihaps, 
Sir, you will oblige me by examining 
this bottle. 

The Grumpy Excursionist [wrath- 
fully). Hang it all. Sir, do you sup- 
pose jT’m any judge of gingerheer 
Dottles ; take the beastly thing away ! 

The Y, M, [cast down, but unde^ 
terred). Well, yon are all satisfied 
that it is an ordinary earthenware 
bottle. Now I take this tin case— 
made, as you perceive, in two parts 
to fit closely round the bottle. I will 
just give you an opportunity of ’and- 








\He bends his head deferentially for 
the answer, with a sympathetic 
movement of Ms own lips. 

The Female Figure [with a wag- 
gling jaw, and in an impossible 
falsetto). No, I ainH enj’yin’ this 
most delightful trip, so there, I 
believe I’m going to be ill in a 
mionte, I feel that queer, I do. 

The Male Figure [in a voice 
scarcely distinguishable from Ms in- 
troducer's own), dueer? And no 
wonder, after taking all them pickled 
womnts with yer sooet pndden I 
[^The Stout Lady's ample cheeks are 
contorted by a transitory spasm, 
and the ^ Cadaverous Tourist 
passes his^ hand across Ms 
mouth, which the Ventriloquist 
construes as reluctant tributes to 
Ms facetious powers. 

Female F, Well, you needn’t talk, 
after all them jam pnfis and the 
prawns yon swoHered, ’eds and all I 
Male F, Ah, 1 ^ ad e. appetite. 
And I ’ate waste, I do. But lor, 
when I see her a swallerin’ down that 
sorcer o’ cockles just after clearing 
out the ’okypoky harrer, I knew 
she ’d live to he sorry for it ! 

The Stout Lady [to the Cadaverous 
Man). They didn’t ought to be allowed 
to go on like this. Downright vul- 
garity I call it ! 

The Cadaverous Man, You are 
right, Mum It’s quite enough to 
upset anybody. If he ’s going to 
make either of them images purtend 
to he unwell, I shall call the Captin 
and put a stop to it. 

The Y, M. [with a tardy percep- 
tion that he might have chosen a 
more generally agreeable topic, and 


TO ht closely round, the bottle. I wm c tp i w i i • ^ meanly throwing the blame upon the 

just give you au opportumty of ’and- ^ compelled to ask you kmdly to excuse me. innocent dummies). There, Mr. JoE- 

iing the ease so t^t you^may convince yotmselves of its being per- dles, Sir, that ’ll do. We don’t care to hear what you and your 

lectly empty, ^ [He proffers it for inspection, hut everybody seems good lady took by way of a relish; tell us about something ehe. 

to I enclose the bottle in the case— so— I make Male F. All right. There was a quart o’ winkles, as wasn’t 

one or two passes— hey, presto— and, on opening the case, the bottle over 

mil he found to have vanish^. (Ithas— but nobody appears to regret The Y,M, [shaking Mr. Joedles up, and stopping Ms mouth). 
Its disappearances I clo^ the case, which you all saw to he empty, ’Ush, Sir, ’ush I Beyave, now, and see if you can set quiet while 
once more, and. what do I nnd it contain I [He pulls out yard after Mrs. Joedles sings us a little song. 

yard of coloured ribbon, which falls absolutely flat, but if the tin Male F. What? ’Er sing! ’Ere, chuck me overboard, wiU 
had emitted a column of smoke and a genuine jirabian djinn, it yer? I’ve ’ecfrt?her. 
wouM qjTobably fail just now to produce any deep impressionj) I The Grumpy Exc* [in a savage undertone), Eor heaven’s sake 
produce a pack of ordinary playing cards, from which I chuck ’em both overboard, and foUow them I 
will ask you, Sir, to he good enough to select a card, without letting Female F, Oh, dear, me sing ? I ’m aU of a flutter like, 
me see It or mentioning which It IS (to iA^arumpy Excursionist, WeB, what shaU I sing? Oh,Iknow. [(Quavering.) Where are 

brushes Mm away irritably as he would a bluebotide). Madam, will the friends of Childhood now ?” 

you ^ndly r (to Stout Lady, who turns a shawled shoulder and Male F, Why, in gaol, doing time ! 

feebly reqimts Mm Nottocorm bothering Perhaps Sir [Mr. Jordles tk and corrected as before, but Ms senile 

f (to«Lada^rous i;ounst,^AoMj^23wato5jf^a^he never encourages flippancy only excites general disgust, and when he proceeds 

eardpMymg under any f^m ). Thank you very much [to a Rubi- to boast that a beautiful young lady he met in Bridlington 

crad Tourist, who accepts a card out of s^er good-nature). Now I has fallen violently in hve with him, the audience clearly 

snume the cards again, cut them, and [exhibiting a court-card with resent the statement as an outrage to their intelligence. The 

mudtnwnph) I m ^staken. Sir, was the card you chose! Ventriloquist perseveres a Utile longer, though even Ms own 

ii it? I dessay, I dessay. I didn’t belief in the dummies seems to be shaken, and at length he 

notice partlOUiariy myseli* aives them uv as hovehss. and carries them offianominiouslv. 


[Mr. Jordles is reproved and corrected as before, but Ms senile 
flippancy only excites general disgust, and when he proceeds 
to boast that a beautiful young lady he met in Bridlington 
has fallen violently in love with him, the audience clearly 
resent the statement as an outrage to their intelligence. The 
Ventriloquist perseveres a lUtle longer, though even Ms own 
belief in the dummies seems to he shaken, and at length he 
gives them up as hopeless, and carries them offignominiously. 
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one under each arin. Whereupon the party breathe freely 
once more^ only to gasp hi impotent horror the next 
moment^ as the irrepressible Young Man returns with a 
smaller figure^ modelled and dressed to represent an almost 
inconceivably repulsive infanU He perches hirnself on the 
bulwarJc^ and placing this doll on his knee^ affects to con- 
verse with itf until its precocity and repeated demands for a 
cheesecake render it an object of universal loathing and 
detestation. However^ its pertness suddenly begins to fag, 
as beads gather upon the Ventriloquist' s pallid brow^ and 
allowing the figure to collapse in a limp heap, he rises 
unsteadily to his feet. 

The I". M, {in faltering tones). Ladles and gentlemen, snch a 
thing has reelly never happened to me before in the ’ole course of my 
professional career ; but I feel compelled to ask you kindly to excuse 
me if I break off for a few minutes, ’oping to resume— and with your 
kindindulg 

[Hei^e he staggers feebly away and is seen no more, while a 
faint smile may be observed for the first time to irradiate 
the faces of the company, as they realise that their suffer- 
ings are more than avenged, 

CABBY; OR, REMINISCENCES OF THE RANK AND THE ROAD. 

{By Hansom Jack,") 

Ko. IX.— PECKERS-UPl— AKTI-PKIG PHILOSOPHY— “ TOMMY 
THE THUMPER” ’S TALES— THE HAUNTED CAB. 

A Cabby may be this or that; ’e’s a chap as the world is much 
given to slang or to chaff ; 

But there ’s one blessed boon as is usnally ’is, ’e can do — ^what your 
prigs seldom can— a fair laugh, 

I ’ave £iown a good few of all sorts in my 
time ; some scarce fit for to tool a old 
Sawbones’s gig, 

smart as they’re made; but I 
never yet met a tme Cabby as answered 
percisely to “ prig.” 

You look at a rank at a time fares is off, 
— -\ / i If W m nosebags is on, and you find 

\ / W ImL M the chaps aR 

^ ’anging around with their ’ands ia their 
^ ./MUml pockets, ’ard by their pet pub, or close 

Wfw ' Tiader a wall. 

‘‘Imimm They ’re looking about ’em, and pasisang 

the patter, and doubling sharp up at a 
M™ M wheeze or a joke; 

w They may look on the lollop, but not on 
™ f]ie snlk, nor they don’t ’ang their 

,1^' ’eads like a ill-tempered moke, 

.^But life’s not all laugh with ’em give you 
Sort 0 parson one time, if . gximmer ’s not all a beano, 

aU .tones is true.” is worse. 

And many a chap must drive ’ard through a sleet-storm when fur 
better fitted for blankets and nurse. 

Your fare snugged inside may be grnmpy and growly, a crack in the 
winder wul give ’m the ’ump ; 

But you mustn’t cuss, though you’re soaked to your socks, and the 
rheumatiz racks yonr poor back at each hump. 

Stillsomever to take the lot smilin’ ’s our motter, though sometimes 
the smile sets a mossel askew. 

Old “ Tommy the Thumper” ’s just left me. Queer egg I Sort o’ 
parson one time, if all stories is true. 

But rum ’ot and religion don’t mix none too well, as tomater-nosed 
Tommy ’as reason to know. 

Still ’e ’aa got the gift o’ the gab, and no error, ’is yarns when ’e ’s 
on, make yer creepy and low. 

Tommy is one o’ that mildewy sort as are gea’rally gloomy and down 
on their Inck. 

’E will tip you ’is graveyardy tales of old times, till you stand ’im a 
nobbier, or give ’im the chuck. 

Remembers the old body-snatchers, Tom does, and the Burbue and 
Hare yarns make you cold as a dab ; 

But what ’e reeled out o’er ’is rum-’ot to-night was a gospel-true 
tale of a old Haunted Cab, 

“ Gospel-true, on my davy,” is Tommy’s pet clincher, “ Ah, Jack,” 
’e grump^ out, as ’e stoppered ’is bowl 
With a forefinger brown as a rusty old spike ; “ you young chirpers 
ain’t go neither fancy nor soul. 

Haguostioal lot, you smart ’Ansoms, as think you are Huxieys on 
wheelsj I ’ave not the least doubt, 

But why ain’t a cab just as like as a castle to ’ave its own ghost f 
Tell me that, * Ginoeb Grout ’ I ” 


“ Ginger” shook ’is red ’ead and said nothink. Says Tommy, “ Old 
‘ Barney the Bunch ’ was the sulkiest sort, 

’E ’adn’t no heart for a pal in distress, and ’e never liked ‘ parting ’ 
for friendship or sport. 

But what ’e most shirked was all haccident cases. Well, Cabbies 
don’t cotton to them, as a rule, 

But ‘ Barney the Bunch ’ was a bit er^r^/^-brutal ; a reg’lar old 
flint- hearted, foxy- eyed fool. 

“Bunched up on ’is box all alone one cold evening, when not a four- 
wheeler, ’cept ’is, was in sight, 

Old Barney was ’ailed by a poor shrieking creetur as ’eld a small 
girl in ’er arpas, taller- white, 

With a small crimson cut on ’er poor little temple, arf hid by ’er 
golditm ringlets shook loose : 

‘ The orspital — anick— for ’ev’ns sake I ’ pants the mother ; * Oh ! 
don’t lose a hinstant.’ Lor, ’twasn’t no use I 

“ Barney whips up ’is ’orse, and trots off, most deliberate, grunting 
as ’ow that ’is cab worn’t a ’earse. 

Most superstitious old griffin the ‘ Bunch ’ wos, W eU there, the child 
died. But if ever a curse 

’Ung over a cabby and cab it wos ’isn. Oh yes, you may grin o’er 
your corf ee and toast 

In this ’ere cosy shelter. But strange fares, at night-time, do not 
like to ride number two — ^with a ghost I 

“ All fancy ? Then wy did all talk of a kiddy with goldian curls, 
and of wild- woman cries ? 

And wy did fares pull Barney up on the suddent, ani scuttle with 
shuddersome looks and skeart eyes ? 

And wy did old * Barne y th e Bunch ’ take to boozing, and wy wos e 
found stony-stark in ’is cab 

With eyes fixed on— nothiuk? Yus, nothink, of course! ‘Tommy 
Thumper ”s a fool to you young ’uns to blah,” 

Shut up like a rat-trap, and trotted off twist-ways, the “ Thumper” 
did, huffed in ’is boozy old style. 

A ghost-seer’s dignitude does stand on end if ’e twigs that ’is 
cackle is met with a smile. 

But I didn’t gxiu— not contemphuonsly, leastways; I’ve seen for 
too much to be big on the boast. 

And this I do know, that yonr ’ard-’earted hunks will one day gifc ’is 
gruel— if not from a ghost. 

Conscience, I tell yon, can build spooks like Guy Foxes, or as the 
jim-j ams makes green rats or snakes. ^ _ ' 

Healf Wot ’s “real”? Who’s goin’ 
to be cocksure wot’s actual facks 

and wot ’s fancy’s queer fakes ? ^ > 

Onlyyourignerant.Btuck-uppishshaJler- • f / |/>\ 

pate, I never shirk no true orspital ^ / k ' . (J 

case; r 

And if any ghost should make free with f\ ' 4 

my Porder — ’ope I could look the 
spook fair in the face, M 


V ave saved lives by a hopportune hurry- 
up ; so I imagine ’ave most of my, 
mates. 

’Ansoms are everywhere, like London 
sparrers, and five minutes’ start 
sometimes dodges the fates. 

Gratitude don’t grow on every goose- 
berry hush, and to ’ave just saved a 
life or a leg 

MaynH mean a fiver, or even a fare, 
hut wot fiaviour it gives your next 
oorfee and hegg ! 




“ She is a fare as I ’d not loose 
for somelhink.” 


I ’ave one “ regular,” crippled hut rich, someimnk. 

as I saved— so ’c says— from a fur worser fate. 

Only a fiuke, as I tell ’im each Christmas, but somehow ’e won’t 
wipe that job off the slate. 

Many a nice little extry it lands me; and as for ’is daughter, a 
brown-eyed young dove. 

Well, she is a fare as I’d not lose for somethink, though hob-less ; 

I ’d much sooner drive ’er for love I 

At the Aquarium the highly trained and weE-educated horse, 
Alpha, finiiffies a wonderful performance by being dressed up as a 
nurse, and wheeliug a pony, LiUU Beda, about in a perambulator. 
Clever Alpha ^ooldrit be allowed to end by maki^ snch a donkey | 
of himseli. One of these days ha ’ll be beaten by little Beta, 

Mrs. R.’s nephew writes from Harrow that his aunt on returning 
from Homburg, observed oheexfuUy, “ My dear, I feel as jolly as a 
sandbag*” 
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SIVIALL SOCIAL AGONIES. 

Eostess, ** It ’s but a poor Lunch I can give tou 1 But my Cook has got Influenza I 
Eofarvt terrible. Oh, Mummy, you axtyaph say that!” 


NOW AND THEN. 

A Morality {after Morris) in Eyde Park, 

“ 0, GiTE me the sweet shady side of Pall 
Mail ! ’* 

Sang Captain Charles Morris. But he was 
a swell, 

Filled with cockney, no doubt anti-democrat, 
spleen, 

At “an ass on a common, a goose on a green.” 

Bntwhat had he said had he lived in our days 

Of the scenes that Hyde Park in the season 
displays ? 

Where the “goose on the green” is a Socialist 
scamp, 

And the “pig on the dunghill” a somnoUnt 
tramp. 

0 sweet rus in urhe^ our London delight I 

AChetto by day, a Gehenna by night I 

v^o cares for tie meaningless trill of a lark, 

When the shriek cf the spouter is heard in 
Hyde Park? 

“In London the spirits are eheerfnl and 
light,” 

0 Morris, your lyre is not np-to-date— qnite. 

You knew not how coarse Boanerges can bawl, 

Saw not on the turf filthy vagrants asprawl* 

In Liberty’s name what strange license is 
shown 

To the scoundrels who swear, and the zealots 
who groan ; 

On tarf that is tender, ’midst leaves that are 
green, 

The sights are repulsive, the sounds are ob- 
scene.; 

Yes, Morris, that’s what we now make of 
our Park ; 

And as to the deeds that go on after dark, 


They would be far tco gross for your liberal 
Muse, 

And to sing them e’en satirists now must 
refuse. 

You fancied each object in town a fresh treat ; 

Had you seen a tramp huddled upon a park 
seat. 

You might not have felt so “ revived by that 
wmm,” 

And you certainly had not sat down after him I 

Full many a trait*of the times of gross George 

Makes humanity shrink, raises Liberty’s 

^ ?orge; 

But certain things now that„to Park and Pall 
Mall come. 

In Freedom’s name, truly are more free than 
welcome. 

In a Park that is spacious, umbrageous, and 
green, 

Seats, sprawlers, and speeches, at least, should 
he clean. 

And oh what avail that ’tis fragrant and 
floral. 

If loungers are frowsy and manners immoral P 

“ In London, thank heaven I onr peace is 
secure” 

Yon sang ; and your London you knew, to 
he sure. 

But whether by daylight, or whether by dark, 

Our peace is by no means secure— in Hyde 
Park I 

Ah, Morris, we ’re fr(ier, more human, more 
kind. 

Since you found your I,ondon so much to your 
. , [return, 

But, though to your diajs we ’ve no wish to 

In the art of park-keeping we’ve something 
to learn. 


The Poet-Laureate Stakes (&y “ Our \ 
Special Commissioner ”). — ^There is not much i 
to choose between the competitors for the | 
above unimportant fixture. Ever since the ! 
publication of the weights Sir Edwin Arnold 
has held the position of first favourite. He 
appears to have derived no harm Irom his 
recent journey to “ India ” ; indeed, on visit- 
ing him at his new quarters in “the Tenth 
Mews ” we found him in the pink of condi- 
tion. Although Mr. Austin has, owing to a 
strained ca33ura, and consequent restriction to 
walking exercise, gone back in the betting, 
he is, nevertheless, looked upon in some 
quarters as a likely candidate; wMle Sir 
Lewis Morris is very much fancied— bv him- 
self. A somewhat sensational wager of £3000 
to £10 was hooked against Sir Lewis and 
Mr. Henley “ coupled.” 


Caution in Eight Direction.— Dear Mr. 
Punch, — The direction written, by a corre- 
spondent, on an envelope I found on re- 
turning from a short trip, suggested to me 
exactly the description of a sly puss (which 
I am not) of a young lady (which I am) 
who would be a perfect model of propriety 
(“ that ’s me ”) in her own domestic circle, but 

“ Forward if away from home ! ” 

There’s a nice description! So mislead- 
ing! I mention this as something to he 
avoided hy any one writing to a nice girl of 
his, or her, ao^Luaintance, and placing special 
posting directions on the envelope. 

Yours ever, Lalage. 

Cowardly Action on the part op a 
Soldier.— To “ strike a tent.” 
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THE PROBLEM PUYWRICHT’S 
VADE MEGUM. 

Question, Has tlie Problem Play a 
solution? 

Ansicer, Certainly ; it answers 
the purposes of the author and the 
manager. 

Q. From this I take it that it is 
invariably successful ? 

A, Well, it is never a failure ; or, , 
rather, hardly ever. 

Q, Can you make your meaning a 
little plainer ? 

A, If it is not invariably a triumph 
of coin, it is a success of esteem. The 
house is crowded for a couple of 
months. 

Q, And after? 

A, The Problem Play is not ex- 
pected to have an after. 

Q. What is the essence of such a 
creation ? 

A, The unconventional treatment 
of the conventional. 

Q, Give an example ? 

A, Two men tossing up for a lady. 
In Box and Cox the transaction was 
conducted with the assistance of a 
sixpence in the politest fashion 
iina*?inable; in a later version the 
afiair could not be arranged withoat 
a pack of cards and much forcible 
language. 

Q, Was the scene the same in 
both, like the situation ? 

A, No, in Box and Cox the spot 
was a second-floor back ; in the 
other, the interior of an observatory 
on the summit of a mountain. 

Q. Can you mention any other 
characteristic of the Problem Play? 

A, The dramatist should be daring. 
People should say of his work that it 
would have surprised their parents 
and startled their grandmothers 
into fits. 

Q. How can this desirable end be 
attained ? 

A, By the playwright causing his 
heroine to throw a pooket-bible into 



‘'DON JOSE.” 

J-B Ch-mb-rl-n, in Spain, as “The Tory-adoe.” 


the fire, or perform some other act of 
parallel eccentricity, 

Q. Should the heroine have any 
peculiarity? 

As a rule she should be a 
woman with a past. 

Q. But has not this type been 
worked to death ? 

A, It has certainly seen much 
service, so that the newest kind of 
heroine is te be preferred. 

Q, What is the newest kind of 
heroine ? 

A, Thewoman who, without having 
a past, has, under the influence of 
drink, seriously damaged the possi- 
bility of enjoying a future. 

Q. When does the leading situation 
arrive ? 

A, At the end of the second act. 
What goes before and coi^p^affer 
that climax is, to a large extent, im- 
material, 

Q. What is the customary fate of 
the heroine after the leading situa- 
tion? 

A, On rare occasions, suicide “off,^’ 
But the usual exit is a retreat in rear 
of the clergy. 

Q, What is the customary effect of 
the Problem Play ? 

A, That for a considerably longer 
time than nine days it is a wonder. 
Every one talks about it, and many 
see it during that period. When the 
wonder is exhausted according to 
precedent the cause of the amazement 
is forgotten. 

Q, And, when this last season 
arrives, what does the author do? 

A, A dramatist, having written 
one Problem Play, usually writes 
another. 


Professional and Jottenallstic. 
—The Editor of an illustrated paper 
says that his only difficulty with 
his artists is “the Initial Diffi- 
culty.” He now has on hand an 
illustrated alphabet ready for all 
emergencies. 


THAT TUNE! 

Story of a Victim of d Iteraiionf) 

Tum-^tum'-tum-tiddle-um-tum-tum! 

’Tis ground out twelve times over I ! 

Mv nerves all twitch, my brain seems numb, 
Faith I I ’m a music-lover ; 

But that infernal organ-grind. 

With hideous iteration, ^ 

Is driving me out of my mind, 

Into sheer desperation. 
Tum-tum-^tum-tiddle’-um^tum-ium! 

, Tum-^ium—O this is maddening I 
It may he in some gloomy slum. 

The organ-grinder ’s gladdening. 

But to a poor suburban scribe, 

Intent on seribhling copy, 

’Tis torture ! Shall I try a bribe ? 

Or seek oblivion’s poppy ? 
Tum-tum’-tum-tiddle^um- tum^tum ! 

Tum-tum-tiim-tiddh Gracious I 

Those “ turns ” will split my tympanium, 
Eternally sequacious. 

Free country ? Bah I When an organ- 
strain 

May blast, and blight and bore you, 

Till you get “ tum-tum” on the brain ? 

Ah ! There ’s a picture for you I 
Tum--ium--ium^tiddU-um>-tuin’-tum ! — 

(The writer, once thought clever. 

Is now at Hanwell, doomed to hum 
That hideous tune for ever I) 


A Story Anent the North.— According 
to the Dundee Advertiser ^ Colonel North 
has paid cash to the Ein^ of the Belgians, 
not for concessions of land near Ostend, but 
for similar advantages on the Congo. It has 
been mmouxed that the purchase-money was 
ostensibly (or should it be Ostendsibly ?) 
handed over for the possession of the former, 
and not the latter. But the rumour must be 
taken with reserve. Perhaps the report may 
have arisen from the fact that the Belgian 
watering-place is situated on the North Sea 
— a locality naturally associated with the name 
of the Kiug of the Nitrates. Be this as it 
may, the gallant Colonel is certain to com- 
mand the confidence of volunteers in the 
future as in the past. So far as he is con- 
cerned, shares (plough and other varieties) 
will be as popular as bayonets. 


Stones in Sermons. 

“ Sbrhons in stones,” the poet says ; and 
when 

SmeKungus scolds, and rails, and girds, 
and groans at us. 

We feel that worst of sermonising men 
Is— throwing stones at us. 


Mrs. E. observes of a respectable young 
man among her acquaintances, that she was 
soixy to hear he was incremate in a recent 
swindling case. 


BIKE F. BICYCLE. 

Some Tennysonian BoutS’Tmis, 

[Mr, Ernbst Shixton, Secretary of the Cycliste’ 
Touring Club, protests against the term *‘bike*’ as 
being unmitigated slang.] 


Biee, bike, bike. 

By yonr leave, oh 0, T. C. 

Quite too long for my tongue to utter 
Is “ bicycle for me I 

0 well for the slang-loving boy, 

That he “ bikes” with his sister at play I 
0 well for the lass or lad 
Who don’t Mr. Shipton obey! 


For, in spite of him, “ hikes ” go on. 

Thus called, over dale and hill ; 

And “ bicycles” soon will be vanished, and 
The voice of the pedant still. 


Bike, bike, bike, 

Mr, Bunch says, oh C. T, C. 

And the tender grace of a term that is dead 
Will never come hack to me I 


To SaPiBE PoNCH.— S ir,— I don’t quite 
know how to speU the gentleman’s names, 
whether its “Tycho” or “Ttreo Bbabb,” 
but, anyhow, he was a sharp effiap. and all I 
want to kam for certain is, was he one of 
the good old genuine “Tykes,” and a 
Yorkshireman P Yours, 

John Browdie’s Grandnephew, 
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A ROMANCE OE THE FUTURE, 

Chapter I. 

The ^?reat leform iad been effected. Thanks to the Matrimonial 
Tripos Act, passed a few years previously, it was no longer left to 
blind chance to decide what women should receive the privileges of 
matrimony. All those who aspired to them had to enter for the 
Tripos held once a yew under the supervision of the State, and to 

g iss a rigorous examination in Household Arithmetic, Domestic 
cone my, Etiquette, and other subjects. Only those who obtained a 
first class were allowed to ma^ noblemen or millionaires, those who 
got a second might mate with a peer’s younger son or a baronet, 
while those hapless ones who failed to get a third were absolutely 
prohibited from matrimony, although occasionally one or two who 
narrowly missed taking honours were allowed a detrimental by the 
examiners. And no maiden was permitted to enter for the examina- 
tion more than three times iu all. 

It was the knowledge of this last fact which cast a shade of troubled 
anxiety upon the faces of Steephon Smith and Amabtlijs Jones 
as they paced up and down the garden on the eve of the annual 
examination. Tneir engagement had been a long one, for twice had 
Amabtllis entered for the Tripos, and twice had been hopelessly 

plonahed. Should she fail once more on the morrow 

“Nay, my Amaevixis,” cried the faithful Steephon, “look not 
SO downcast. Failure ? it is impossible I Have not I coached you 
carefully in all the subjects ? Come, repeat once more, to give you 
confidence, the formulae of poultry-rearing.*' 

Amaeillts smiled sadly. “It is unnecessary,” she replied ; “I 
remember them weU. And yet my mind misgives me. Should that 

hateful Melibobus Bbown foil us once again 

“ Speak not his name I ” exclaimed Steephon, grinding his teeth. 
“ True that he has vowed that we shall never marry ; true that at 
your first attempt, under the mask of friendship, he inscribed all the 
wrong dates u|mn your dainty cuff, while on the next occasion he 
bribed the candidates sitting next to you to jog your elbow and to 
upset the ink over your papers; but on this occasion he will be 
powerless. With the knowledge which, thanks to my assiduous 


coaching, yon now possess, you are certain to pass. A month hence, 
my Amaeti-lis, and we shall be wedded.” ^ ^ , , , , 

Amaetllis finng herself into his arms. If only I am not plonghed I 
But, darling Steephon, I have a request to make of yon, I implore 
you to sit in the gallery to-morrow thronp^hont the examination, and 
so, looking up to your face, I shall gain fresh courage.” 

“ Sweet, I wiU do so,” cried Steephon. “ And— yon know the 
deaf-and-dumb alphabet, I think ? If so, and an answer has shpped 

^°^Nay sai^^AMAETLLis, firmly. “ *Tis unnecessary. And we 
must run no risks.” 

Chapter II. 

The great examination had begun. ^ Ranged at the long rows of 
tables sat the fairest of England’s maidenhood; some conning the 
paper with painful perplexity, while others scribbled down the 
answers with feverish haste, or gazed imploringly up to the gallery 
whence their anxious lovers regarded them. Amongst these was 
plainly visible the heroic form of Steephon Smith. 

Seated on a dais at the end of the room was Professor Plumboss, 
the chief examiner, the same who had ploughed^ no fewer th^ 6428 
candidates at the last examination.^ Perhaps it was the effect of 
the constant terror of assassination in which he lived, but on this 
particular morning the Professor seemed ill-at-ease. Ever and anon 
he pressed his hand firmly on his head, as if he wished to retain a wig 
in its place ; now and then he fumbled mysteriously with his beard. 
Could it he a false one ? . ^ ttt* v 

But Amaetllis had no leisure to observe such trifles. With un- 
faltering pen she dashed off the answers to all the questions without 
a moments hesitation, and she had ficished a good half-hour before 
the appointed time. With all her wondrous grace of movement she 
tripped lightly np the room, and handed over her papers to the 
Professor, Surely there was an ill- disguised twinkle or elation in 
his eyes as he took them. And then, when Amaetliis haddeft, ynth 
her papers in Ms hand, he edged nearer and^ nearer to the fire-place. 
As if by accident, he prepared to drop them into the flames. 

Little had he recked that the eagle eye of Stbphon Smith was 
upon him. With a single hound that intrepid hero leaped from the 
gallery to the floor, rnsMd npou the Professor, with one resolute 
sweep of his hand knocked on his wig, spectacles and false heard, 
and disclosed the pale and trembling features of Ms bated rival, 
Meliboects Beowh I 

Chaptee III. 

And so the plot was discovered just in time. The nefarious 
Bbown had kidnapped the Professor on his way to the hall, had 
stolen Ms robes, and disguised himself so as to play the part of the 
examiner himself. Another minute, and Ms wicked plan would have 
succeeded, Amaeyllis’s papers would have been burnt, and she and 
Steephon would have been separated for ever. Thanks to the 
latter’s courageous action, the impostor had been detected, and was 
subsequently sentenced to several years’ imprisonment. 

When the real Professor had been liberated and came to look over 
Amaetllis’s work, a slight difficulty arose. The law insisted that 
one who had answered with such perfect correctness must marry a 
peer, while Strephon was but a humble commoner. However, a 
grateful nation rescued him from tMs dilemma by awarding Mm a 
dukedom. 


A TRIO. 

Air — “ Three Blind 

There new peers 1 
Good ev'ry one ! 

A. Boethwick, Plunket, H, de Wtjms, 
Are all conserva^iu^ly chums, 

We hail with cheers in onr col-Zwms 
The Three New Peers ! 


Q^ueet prom a Coreespokdent. — Please, Sir, can you tell me 
where I can obtain a work entitled Balmy on the CtumpeV^ f I 
have heard it frequently mentioned, hut up to now have searched 
the lists at the British Museum and (with the exception of the works 
of one ^^BalmeZf a TAeo/oytaw,”) all in vain. I presume the work 
in question is a treatise on some department of the baking industry. 
Is there also another work entitled Balmy on the Muffin 9 In fact, 
I should very much like to collect all the treatises of tMs author on 
bakery.— Yours, Old Rowlet. 

“OveeI”— At last “Geace before wicket” has received Ms 
five thousand pounds’ worth of shilling testimonials, and has re- 
turned thanks to the indefatigable Sir Edward Lawson, who 
initiated and carried out the idea in the Daily Telegraph* Your 
t health, Dr, Geace, and song, wMch of course would be “ Sing 0 the 
Green Willow ! ” And Ms motto, “ Tkere^e nothing like leather 
i Will the edebrated batsman give a ball to celebrate the occasion ? 
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ROUNDABOUT READINGS. | 

A STBAiTGE report reaches me, a rumour which (if such a course * 
may he predicated of a mere report) opens up illimitable yistas. 
The dramatic critics, it would appear, have been for some time past 
in a state of dissatisfaction. A newspaper proprietor has been turned 
into a peer ; editors in profusion have journeyed down to Windsor as 
very plain misters, and, having been tapped upon the shoulder with 
cold steel, have returned to the bosoms of their families as knights ; a 
novelist, a mere teller of stories, has undergone the same process, not, 
it is well understood, for his own glory, but for the greater honour 
of Literature (capital L please) ; and, worst of all, an actor has m- 
vived the blood-curdling ceremony of the accolade^ and has received 
the congratulations and gifts of other members of his profession. 

Qu^ cum ita sint, the Carnatic critics have been very naturally 
asking one another why they alone should toil and moil (the “ mid- 
night oil” irresistibly suggests itself as a pleasing and perfectly 
appropriate rhyme) without any recognition beyond the vulgar one 
of a money-payment, sufidcient, no doubt, to keep them in bread and 
beer, ties, clothes, collars, and cuffs, but utterly inadequate when 
considered as a reward for the services they perform on behalf of Art 
and the Drama. One thing led to another (it generally does) ; there 
were conversations, interchanges of ideas, meetings, and so forth ; 
and eventually matters came to a head in the formation of a society, 
the members of which pledged themselves to promote by all legiti- 
mate means the claims of dramatic critics to knighthoods, baronetcies, 
privy-councillorships, peerages, and other rewards. 

The final meeting, at which the roles were discussed and passed, 
and the officials appointed, began harmoniously enough. Mr. 
Clement Scott, proposed by Mr. Abchek, and seconded by Mr. A. 
B. Walzlet, was unanimously voted to the Chair. His opening 
speech was marked by great fervour. For years, he said, dramatic 
critics had been engaged in the thankless task of educating the 
public taste, and of instructing dramatic authors in the true prin- 
ciples of the construction of stage-plays. At last, thank heaven, 
they were beginning to be appreciated at their proper value. Their 
names were becoming household words. The avera|:e reader, when 
he opened his World, turned first to the article signed “ W. A.” 
The same, or a similar person, rushed breathleFsly through The 
Speaker until he was arrested by the magic initials “A. B, W.” 
A.t this point Mr. Akchee intervened with the remark that for 
himself, he might say there was only one article, the dramatic, 
in the JDailp Telegraph that absolutely fascinated him; and 
Mr. Walklbt, rising immediately afterwards, observed that, having 
studied the essays of M. Lemaitee, he had no hesitation in saying 
that the pungent critiques of the Telegraph were equalled, he would 
not say surpassed, by the masterly aperque of stage-craft to be found 
in Truth and the Illustrated London News, Mr. Clement Scott 
was visibly affected, and having with difficulty mastered his emo- 
tion, proceeded to shake both his colleagues by the hand, and in a 
voice broken with sobs thanked them for their tributes. He himself, 
he added, had endeavoured to make the stalls and the dress circle fit 
places for the fiower of English maidenhood, for those beautiful, 
blushing British girls who were at once the joy of their families and 
the pride of our race. He then called upon all the members present 
to state what titles they preferred, intimating that, by the express 
desire of the committee, he himself was willing to become a Duke. 

Me. Aecher and Mr, Waleley having declared their preference 
for^ Marquisates, Mr. Mot Thomas said that an Earldom would 
satisfy his modest needs, Mr, Benuall thought Viscount sounded 
attractive, and chose that title ; while Mr. A. E. T. Watson inti- 
mated that aU he wanted was to be a Baron-Baron Badminton oe 
Bbatjeoet. Mr. Bebnabd Shaw stood by his life-long principles, 
and declined everything except a Privy-Councillorship. Various 
other gentlemen having spoken, and a complete list of titles having 
been arranged, the meeting was about to adjourn, when Mr. Clement 
Scott rose again to make a few parting observations. 

“Mt Lords,” he began amidst deafening applause, “it only 
remains for me to state briefly the principles by which we shaU 
be guided. We shall not truckle to the nauseating rubbish 
purveyed any Norwegian charlatan.” What else he would have 
said must for ever remain a matter of guess-work, for at this point 
he was immediately set upon by Lord Abchek, and torn forcibly 
from his chmr. Baron Badminton, however, gallantly came to His 
Grace’s assistance, and a scene of indescribaWe confusion ensued. 
Strawberry leaves were torn to tatters, and several handsome property 
coronets were ruthlessly tri^mpled under foot. Order was, however, 
at last restored by the ^rival of Sir Hbnkt Ikying with a strong 
force of dramatic authors armed with problem-plays. Li the conflict 
that followed many heads were broken, but eventually the h^ was 
clewed. It is understood that, notwithstanding tms deplorable 
incident, the^ agitation is to be vigorously pursued, I shall publish 
any further information that may reach me. 


SIR E. CLARKE AND THE BAR-AN EXPLANATION. 

SiK,— The paper you edit with so much advantage to the public 
is the recognised organ of the legal profession. This being so, I 
appeal to you on behalf of the Bar. Sir, it will not have escaped 
your attention that on a recent occasion Sir Edwakd Clakke, in 
returning thanks for his colleagues of the Law List, referred to the 
custom observed by some counsel of accepting briefs indiscriminately. 
The ex-SoKcitor-General (shortly, I trust, to become “ Mr. Attorney ”) 
related an anecdote cmcerning the last Jof the Barons— Mr. Baron 
Huddlestone 
—to the follow- 
ing effect. You 
will remember 
that Sir Ed- 
wakd, when 
only a stuff- 
gownsman, was 
“ with ” the 
eminent Ben- 
cher of Gray’s 
Inn in a case. 

“I trust, Mr. 

Clakke,” said 
thecomin|r Ba- 
ron’s assistant 
to the then pro- 
mising Junior, 

“ that you will 
be able to at- 
tend to it if 
Mr. Huddle- 
stone fails to 
put in an ap- 
pearance.” “I 
suppose,” re- 
pKedthe future 
Sir Edwakd, 

“that Mr. 

Huddlestone 
is not coming.” 

“ Well, he may 
be away,” was 
the reply, “ be- 
cause to-day he 
has briefs in 
thirteen other 
actions.” Then 
Sir Edwakd 
wittily ex- 
plained that 
the fault lay 
with the public. 

Suitors could 

select their own advocates, and there were plenty of men practising 
at the Bar who would gladly accept a brief, for a very moderate fee, 
should the services of a better-known colleague be retained in some 
other matter. Mr. ex-Solicitor is perfectly right. There are such 
men. For instance, I myself, should Sir Edwaed wish it, would 
willingly assist him. If he has an overflow of pink-tape tied parcels, 
let him send them to me, and I vrill give them my best attention. 
I shall be delighted to pick up, so to speak, the documentary crumbs 
that fall from his brief- encumbered table. But that is a matter 
which chiefly concerns Sir Edwakd and myself. It is not entirely 
vrith a view to making the above suggestion that I address you. Ho, 
Si^ I have other than personal interests at heart. 

I ana convinced that, although every counsel has the right to be 
“retained” in every case, but a comparative few exercise the 
privilege. I have known the late Serjeant Pabkt (with whom I 
have had the honour to act— while taMng a note in the temporary 
absence of a learned friend— on more than one occasion) return his 
brief, with its accompanying honorarium, when unable to attend to 
the former, and thus earn the latter. Speaking for myself, I made 
it a rule, shortly after I was called, never to “ devil” in two places 
at once. But to come to the point. As a matter of fact— and a grain 
of true testimony is better than a ton of theory— I can deliberately, 
declare that, during a long forensic experience, exten(&g over 
several decades, I have never had two cases on the same day. And 
what has been my experience no doubt has been the experience of 
many others. I would not for worlds have it thought that 1 neglect my 
duty because I have a plethora of professional work. And here I must 
stop, as 1 have to give my most careful attention to a consent brief, 
which appears to me to bristle with technical difficulties. However, 
as I am desired to acquiesce, I shaU no doubt carry out my client’s 
instructions with the customary formalities. 

Pump-handle Court, Oct, 21. (Signed) A, Betbeless, Jun. 
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HOW ZIPPEE SIEW THE HEW EOEEST HOEHET. 

Gearies l.—The Btelute, 


pronocuioed when he heard how a fairy orchestra had serenaded the 
parson’s pretty dangliter on MidsimoLTner Eve, or tliat some good- 
natured fays had collected the swarming bees of a hard- wording 
farmer, and driven them home against the wishes of the^ oneen. 


I latUICX, auiu. UIJLVWJLJ. uvauv —Q—- --- J. 1, J "U * 

Once upon a time there was a Kttle goblin called Kippbh, who i Kipper looked upon men, women, and chilton as wret^ea oeings, 

lived the life of a hermit in a hollow oak-tree in the New Eorest, : who worried themselves without any necestity— poor creatures, wnose 
He never made merry with the elves, and had a positive dislike to I only object in life appeared to he to endeavonr to maRe^e ^o^uer 
fairies ; and, if any of them presumed to address him, he would curl i hU fUsArmtonted with their very existence, inereto?© h® 


himself into a ball like a hedgehog, and refuse to straighten himself 
until he was left alone again. Yarious rumours were current in 
Fairyland as to the reason of Kipper’s moroseness. Some said that 
he had been robbed by an unscrupulous brother of a va’uabl ' * v -n 
mine, situated under Hergisthnry 
Head ; others, that he had been 
crossed in love; while there was 
a third party in Fairy dom which 
stoutly maintained that he had 
been expelled from Goblinland on 
account of his desire to upset the 
king and ^een, and establish a 
republic. Be that as it may, 

Kipper was no favourite in the 
country of his exile. Not that he 
need have been unsociable, for, 
when he first arrived, the greatest 
attention was paid to him by his 
neighbours. The most important 

E ersonagesin Faiiydom called upon 
im, he received invitations to the 
Court balls, and he was bidden to 
several jolly bachelor parties given 
by the elves on the sward which 
surrounds Eufus’s Stone. 

Bat Kipper made no response to 
these advances. He showed that 
he meant to he unsociable, and, 
little by little, the notabilities and 
landed gentry ceased to take any 
notice of him. Occasionally some 
of the sportsmen of the Court, when 
out hunting the slow- worms and the 
bomble-hees, would come across 
Kipper, mounted on a huge and 
vicious -looking stagbeetle, which 
he managed with considerable address, but he never deigned to 
respond to their salutations, but passed on his way with a malevo- 
lent grin. Even the forest pigs and ponies took a dread of him at last, 
and would scamper away through the bracken directly they saw him 
approach. As to the deer, the pheasants, the rabbits, and the hares, 
they would just as soon have faced a poacher. It will he seen, 
therefore, that Kipper was not the sort of person to whom an elf or 
a fairy would appeal in case of distress. If he had a heart at all, it 
was like that of an artichoke, all choke - and ve^ little arti. As far 
as human beings went. Kipper had a lofty disdain for them and 
their ways. jHe smiled contemp^ously when the stagbeetle told 
him how the elves had stolen this cottager’s milk, or robbed that 
verdereFs garden of its gooseberries. And his sarcasm was equally 



miserable, and discontented with their very existence, 
regarded them no more than he would newts and lizards, incleea, 
he often told the stagbeetle that he had far more respect for a 
because he could develop an orange waistcoat, whereas a man coma 
not keep his chest warm without robbing another animal ot its skin 

or wool. As to the lizards, they 
only came out when they could 
bask iu the sun : whereas a man 
had to pick up ana kindle sticks to 
keep his ugly body warm, and cook 
his poisonous food. 

Now if Kipper could he said to 
enjoy anything, it was the leaping 
of big obstacles when mounted 
on tSe stagbeetle. He thought 
nothing of taking a clump of dock 
leaves, er of fiying or sailing over a 
thick bush of prickly gorze. It 
cannot be said that the stagbeetle 
enjoyed the jumping as much as 
his master (fid; but inasmuch as 
the gnome had broken Mm in at 
an early age, and never rode with- 
out a pair of stout hawthorn pricks 
on his heels and a bramble switch 
in his hand, the coal-black steed 
had to make the best of a bad 
job. One fine day, however, when 
Kipper had partaken somewhat 
too freely of some fine wild honey, 
which he had found in an old oak, 
an accident occurred to the reckless, 
rash rider. On Ms way home he 
had to pass by Stoney Cross, and 
it 80 happened that the road was 
being mended, and a huge heap 
of granite lay by the wayside. 
Nothin? would satisfy Kipper hut that he must leap tMs mound, 
aii<i so he told the stagbeetle to put forth all his strength. The poor 
creature besought his master not to risk both their lives, but Kipper 
was as hard as a pond after a six weeks frost. Gathering Ms^ rush- 
reius in his hands, and ramming the hawthorn pricks into the sides of 
the stagbeetle, he cried, “Hi! over,” and went for the granite. 
The stagbeetle did Ms best, hut just before he made his effort he 
faltered in his stride. The next moment he was kicking out with Ms 
Mnd legs, and his boms were sticking between two great stones on 
the top of the hard hillock ; wMle a yard on the other side, among 
the moss and wild thyme, there was lying quite still the body of the 
luckless Kipper, 

{To be continued.) 


THE ONE THING WANTING. 

A TEAR ago my hand I tried, 

I wrote for you a verse or so, 

To sing your praises far and wide 
A year ago. 

And, though your nature scarce could grow 
More sweet, in you I then espied 
An incompleteness. I was slow 
To comprehend the thing denied 
To make you perfect. Now I know— 

A bicycle you did not ride 
A year ago! 


Our Booking-Oeeicb.— “ Boconnoc?* 
What a name I It is a “ Eomanoe of Wild 
Oatcake.” It might almost be of Mild Oat- 
cake, It is the story of an unprincipled boy, 
a flighty young married woman, and a sottish 
husband. The first third of the book is some- 
what interesting, and pleasantly wntten. The 
second tMrd is dull ; and the last revives the 
reader’s interest just a bit. Bnt, on the 
whole, to quote Sir Charles Coldstream, in 
Used “There’s nothing in it,” It is 
disappointing to those who expect much more 
than tMs from the author.— B. be B,-W. 


The school-hoy of to-day — ^what, after all, 
is Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba ?— is no 
longer to waste his time in poring over the 
musty classics I “ He is to take an intel- 
ligent interest in other subjects than the dead 
languages,” says' Truth, which proceeds to 
give “ as well worthy of being held up as a 
modd for imitation elsewhere,” the contents 
of an up-to-date examination paper, upon 
current events, recently set at Ruglby school. 
This modern move i«, doubtless, an excellent 
thing, hut one which may he carried too far ; 
and it would, we venture to think, be a pity 
if schools were to he, in the words of Mer- 
cutio. “too mnch aMicted with these new 
tuners of accents, who stand so mnch on the 
new form that they cannot sit at ease on the 
old bench f What if Pinero and Zangwill 
I were substituted for Plato and Xenophon ? 


Triples light as “ Eyre,”— The trustees 
of a St. John’s Woo 4 property may certainly 
be said to be “ after the brass.” If, how- 
eveTj their learned counsel is sneoessM in 
ohtaming the colossal amount claimed, he 
might then say, with Horace, JBxegi 
monumentum Eyi^ perenmus.^^ 


“ Unpleasant Little Incident.”— So the 
P. iff. 6r. styled it. As the German Emperor 
and Empress were passing^ through Metz, 
somebody, from a cafe window, shouted, 
“ Vive la France ! ” Several arrests were of 
course made, but apparently nothing more 
was heard of the Vox et preeterea nil. TMs 
recalls a similar incident that occurred during 
the trial of Bar dell v. Pickwick. “Put it 
down a ‘ we,’ my Lord I ” a voice in the gallery 
exclaimed, alond. Search was made. Nobody. 
“ If you could have pointed Mm out,” said 
little Mr, Justice Stareleigh to Sam Weller. 
“ I would have committed him instantly.” 
Whereat '‘'‘Sam bowed Ms acknowledgments,” 
and the inci dent ended. 

“ Falls of FoyEES,” — A correspondent 
writes;— “I have seen a good many letters 
in the Times, headed “ The Falls of the 
FoyersP Here and abroad I have seen 
many Foyers, and only fell down once. This 
was at the Theatre Frangais, where the Foyer 
is kept Mghly polished, or used to he so. If 
the Foyers are carpeted or matted, there need 
I he no “ Falls .” Yonrs, Comm on Sense, 

I “ Winter Comes ” as a companion picture 
^ to Autumn ZeavesP 
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Tooleiaita; or, the Moor 
THE Merrter . — A t the Ly ceum 
Theatre, Edinburgh, in answer 
to calls for a speech, at the 
termination of his visit with 
Thorovghhred^ Mr, J. L. 
Toole presented himself to 
the audience “habited in his 
sables” as the nigger min- 
strel. Mr» Punch's Own 
Popular Comedian was in ex- 
cellent health and in his best, 
i.e,, his own, “form,” He 
explained that, despite ap- 
pearances which plight lead 
to such a conclusion, he was 
not about to join the Christy 
Minstrels. However, it was 
probable, but not yet defi- 
nitely settled, that in the 
next revival of the Shaks- 
pearian tragedy at the 
London Lyceum, he might 
impersonate Othello to the 
lago of his friend Sir 
Henrt Irving. We hope so. 
What crowded houses I 
Booking-ofdce should open 
at once. 


THE MINISTEE OE EINE AETS, 

{From a New^aper of the Future. ) 

Manx years ago, in 1895, our esteemed contemporary, the Daily 
Graphic^ suggested the appointment of a Minister of Fine Arts. 
This seemingly admirable scheme was soon after carried out. The 
first Minister was a cautious man. His one great improvement, 
which met with universal approval, was to remove aU the statues 
and fountains from every part of London, and to place them in a row 
on Honmey Marsh, from Dungeness to Hythe, where they would 
undoubtedly scare away any French army endeavouring to land. 
The second Minister tried to introduce the so-called “ Q,ueen Anne,” 
or Dutch architecture, and prepared a scheme for altering the whole 
of London. As a beginning, the north side of Oxford Street, from 
Holborn to the Marble Arch, was completely transformed. Along 
the whole distance stretched a fantastic row of red-brick buildings, 
the surface of which was diversified at every possible point by useless 
little windows, and little arches, and little projections, and little 
recesses, and Kttle balustrades. These had risen to the level of the 
second fioors, when a change of Q-overnment brought in a Minister 
who believed only in English architecture of the fifteenth century. 
Under his directions the new building were therefore continued in 
stone, in imitation of the Houses of Parliament, but the work was 
stopped by his death. His successor, though of course one of the 
Q-othic party, preferred the Q-othic architecture of Italy, and the 
upper parts of the houses were therefore finished in that style. 
As at that time the reduction of the Budget was urgently needed, 
it was decided to use painted stucco instead of real marble, as in 
Italy. 

When ihe next G-ovemment came into office all the houses on the 
South side of Oxford Street were pulled down, and everyone said 
that at last we should have an imposing row of buildings. Un- 
fortunately a difficulty arose. The new Minister of Fine Arts was 
only interested in gardening, and hardly knew one style of archi- 
tecture from another. He could not therefore decide the great 
question whether the new houses should correspond with the opposite 
ones, and, if so, whether they should be “ Q,ueen Anne,” or Italian 
Gothic, or English Perpendicular in style. The controversy raged 
for months. Every person interested said, or wrote, wnat he 
thought, or knew, or did not think, or did not know, about architec- 
ture, and taste, and art in general. The Academy of Arts, the 
Society of Antiquaries, and the Institute of Architects, hitherto 
sedate bodies, became so excited that free fights occurred almost daily 
in the neighbourhood of Burlington House, and on the waste land in 
Oxford Street. In every newspaper “The Improvement of Oxford 
Street” was discussed vigorously. Suddenly the current of public 
opinion was turned in another direction by a lamentable event. The 
Minister of Fine Arts, returning from his weekly inspection of the 
maiden-hair ferns on Wormwood Scrubs, was killed in a cab accident 
in Yigo Street, a miserably narrow turning, which had escaped the 
notice of everyone but the cabmen, who always prefer the narrowest, 
streets. 

At once there arose a universal cry that safety and space were more 
important than style. The new Minister was beginning to widen 
some of the narrow thoroughfares, when his party went out of office. 


The work has not been oontmued by the present Minister, who^ s 
considering a scheme for the improvement of London by the erection 
of fountains and statues. Meanwhile the Oxford Street site is still 
vacant, and no improvements are attempted elsewhere. Half of 
Yigo Street has been made the same width as Burlington Gardens ; 
the other half remains, as before, about fifteen feet across from 
house to house. 

Our esteemed contemporary, the Daily Graphic, always alive to 
the artistic needs of the age, remarks that it is impossible to regulate 
art by Acts of Parliament, or to improve London by party govern- 
ment, and therefore suggests that the Ministry of Fine Arts should 
be abolished. 


SCRAPS PROM CHAPS. 

Board and Besidence, — Here is a gem from the Bandon Cluarter 
Sessions. Their Medical Officer of Health, Dr. Magnee, was suing 
the Guardians of the Clonakilty Union for failing to erect a fence 
round the Dispensary residence : — 

Counsel argued tkat the true cause of all this was that Dr, Magneb 
happened to he a gentleman of independent mind, who had not, like others 
in the same position, the savoir faire to cuddle guardians. 

Sin Ronow. Do you mean to say that any unfortunate medical oMoer has 
to cuddle boards of guardians ? A Very unpleasant duty certainly. 

Mr, Fowell. Well, they had to attend the meetings, and, perhaps, stand 
drinks, and things of that kind. {Laughter^ 

Who would not be such a Medical Officer, 

Practised in keeping his Board well in hand ? 

D’you think that he offers them cocoa or coffee, Sir ? 

No ; but it’s whisky he’s called on to “ stand.” 

Paupers fall ill, and his task is to cure ’em ; 

In fights with infection he comes up to time ; 

’Gainst bad sanitation he *s paid to secure ’em ; 

His drains may be poor, but his “ drinks ” must be prime. 

Is any Guardian cantankerous ? He “ cuddles ” him 
(So did a Ccmnsel obscurely declare) ; 

And should this fail, then his * ‘ Irish hot ” fuddles him ; 

For what is a doctor without “ savoir faire ” f 

The Water-Bandits again!— Not content with spoiling the 
I Falls of Foyers, the Aluminium Company^ now threatens an attack 
I on the Falls of Clyde. Oh, what a Fall is there, my countrymen ! 

' exclaims the patriotic Scot. The Co, that dares to lay its hands on 
Clyde, save in the way of kindness, is a willun, and should be wound 
np instanter. Says the North British Daily Mail-- 

The times are distinctly utilitarian and prosaic, and yet we have not all 
progressed up, or down, to the level of the roan who sees nothing in a grand 
eat^act beyond so much horse-power running to waste. 

Neatly put, and even from a utilitarian standpoint it may be well 
to remember that as much mon^y may be brought into Scotland by a 
thousand tourists wanting to view the Falls, as by a single company 
wanting to miu them.' 
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THE ENGLISH WEPE. 

[Max O’Rell says that the English wife sits 
opposite to her husband at the fireside in the 
evening with her curl-papers in her hair.] 

Air — SJie wore a Wreath of Boses'* 

She wore a wreath of roses, 

The night when first we met ; 

Her hair, with careful oiling, 

Looked shiny, black, and wet. 

Her footsteps had the lightness 
Of— say a mastodon ; 

And oh ! she look exceedinff smart, 
Though high of hue—and bone. 

I saw her but a moment, 

Yet methinks I see her now 
With the slimness, style and lightness 
Of— say a Low Dutch Trow I „ - 

A wreath of orange blossoms 
When next we met she wore. 

The spread of form and features 
Was much greater than before. 

And standing oy her side was one 
Who strove, and strove in vain, 

To make believe that such a wife 
Was a domestic gain. 

I saw her but a moment, 

Yet methinks I see her now, 

With her big front teeth projecting, 

A queer blend of horse and cow. 

And once again I see that brow— 

Ho bridal wreath is there — 

A ring of cnrl-pajpers conceals 
What’s left of her scant hair. 

She sits on one side of the hearth, 

Her spouse, poor man, sits near, 

And wonders how that scarecrow thing 
Could once to Mm be dear I 

« * * 9|e 

I wondered, and departed. 

Yet methinks I see her now. 

That type of British wife-hood. 

With the corkscrews round her brow I 


LETTEES EEOM A EIANCEE. 

Mt dear Marjorie,— Since I wrote to 
you last, Arthur has developed unmistak- 
able signs of acute jealousy. Blueheard 
was mild in comparison with him ; Othello 
ohildisMy unsuspicious. At first, I liked it, 
and was flattered ; but it is now beginning to 
be a little wearing. Also, 1 find that it has 
the efiect of making me ridiculously and 
unjustifiably vain ; catching, as it were, from 
Arthur, the idea that everyone I meet must 
necessarily admire me, and would like to take 
his place. A quite absurd instance of this has 
just happened, of wMch 1 am rather ashamed. 
My cousin Freddy, who is staying with us 
in the country, has a musical friend, called 
Percival, for whose talents and accomplish- 
ments Freddy has the greatest possible ad- 
miration. Having got permission to bring 
him down, Freddy instantly dragged Mm to 
the piano and insisted on his playing and 
singmg a song which went like this : — 

“ The people call me Daisy, 

Little Daisy, with the dimple, 

And aU the boys are Ibnd of me 
Because I am so simple,*' &c. 

We were all charmed, except Arthur, and 
except Percival himself. Percival com- 
poses songs, called Breaming By es^* ^^Far 
from Thee^^ “ Ever ” ; besides, he can play 
Wagner, and Mascagni, and Tosti, and aU 
kinds of real classical music, and didn’t quite 
like to be treated as if be were a mere music- 
h^ singer. He is a gentle, amiable oreatore, 
I without aay pose, and with (as I know now) 

I not the very smallest intention or desire to 
steal the heart of one who belonged to another. 
It would he difi5.oult to find anyone less likely 
than Pbrcivai to break up— let us say, for 



THE GREAT PRIZE FIGHT. 

Johnnie (who finds that his Box, £20, Tyxs leen appropriated by ^Hhe Fancy**)^ ’•* 1 beg your 
PARDON, BUT THIS IS MT BoX I " 

Bill Bash ford. *‘Oh, is rr? Well, why don’t you tike it?” 


instance, a happy English home. Arthur 
thought otherwise; to Arthur, Percivai 
seemed a Bon Juan^ a gay Lothario^ a very 
Lovelace^ the most dangerous of young trou- 
badours. And he glared— really, glared is 
the only word— so much while I talked to 
poor young Percival that I, also, actually 
began to think there must he something in 
it ; and, from miscMef, I talked to him the 
more. After dinner, we danced. To tease 
Arthur, who was snubbing everjone and 
looking sulky, I couldn’t resist sitting in the 
conservatory a little while with Freddy's 
friend. True, my conversation with tMs 
reckless Bizzio might have been, word for 
word, carried on between two provincial old 
ladies ; and yet, the knowledge that Arthur 
wouldn’t have believed it, gave a sort of 
imagina^ romantic wickedness to the whole 
thing. He asked me if 1 had read Trilby^ 
and said he had, curiously enough, never 
seen the Shop Girl. We agreed, that though 
we didn’t much like the winter, still it was 
certainly a nice change after the summer. 
We had reached tMs point, when Arthur 
came into the conservatory; 1 rose, so did 
Percival, and at the same time he handed 


me a little piece of paper on wMch he had, 
while he tdked, been writing someth ing in 
pencil. ... I walked away with^ Arthur, 
mechanically squeezing the little bit of paper 
in mv hand. 

“What,” he said, furiously, “was tiiat 
letter that young fool gave you ?” 

B I coming frightened, I denied that he had 
given me a letter, slipped it into my mouth, 
and slowly ate it. . . . We had a scene. I 
cried ; we made it up, and he gave me a new 
brooch afterwards. 

The next day I seized an opportunify to 
teU Percival that he mustnH do such things, 
as it made Arthur verjr angry, and also to 
ask what was on the piece of paper. He 
looked at me, “Why, Miss Gladis,” he 
said, “didn’t you show it to your future 
husband ? ” 

“ What was it ? ” I asked, timidly. 

“ It was my publisher’s address. You said 
you would hike to have some of my songs, 

and ” Thank keaven, he has gone away 

now, and as Freddy is always cycEng, there 
is peace again. 

But advise me what to do about Arthur. 

Your affectionate friend, Gladys. 
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CABBY; OR, REMiNISCEMCES OF THE RANK AND THE ROAD. 

{By '^Sansom Jack,*') 

No, X.-COMICALITY IN CABLAND-“ OARROTTY OHOLLOP” 
-A TALE OP A “TENNER.*' 

London is not only gloomy and ghostish, at least Cabby’s London is 
not, by a dollop, 

But chock-full of fun. Wot is fun you may ask. Well, I’d like 
to refer you to “ Cassottt Chollop ” I 

Spot arf-a-dozen of street-boys or gutter-snipes doin’ a skylark or 
slum double-sbulne. 

And you’ll find one of ’em a native born 
comique who ’ll make you crack sides 
with a kick or a snuifle. 

Same with a eab-rank! There’s mostly 
one cove with a mug like a clown’s, 
needing no chalk or scarlet ; 

*‘CAnR0TTr Choixop” ’s a natural grin- 
maker ; don’t seem to try^ the mis- 
chefcvious young varlet. 

Trying’s no good, for you can’t ham the 
comic; it comes, like a knowledge of 
’ossesj spontanyus. 

And if without props, with the flags for a 
stage, you can make people laugh-- 
well, that ’s wot I call janyus, 

Roberts and Penlet theirselves can’t do 
more. Tell you “ Carrottt Chollop” 
can “ gag,” and no error. 

To bumptious ’bus drivers and ’igh-’anded 
bobbies and fussy old toffs ’e ’s a fair ’oly terror. 

Never sa:^B nothink oifensive—not Ohollop ! — *e ’s far too hartistio, 
’is voice soft as gruel ; 

But still ’e can make pufify Crushers go purple with just one tongue- 
snaok as goes ’ome and stings cruel. 

Can’t £C3re off Chollop, “’E leaves nothink on,” says our 
champion one-’andler, “ Johnny the Jigoie.” 

’E oto make fun out of anythink, Chollop can, jam-full of jokes, 
if ’e just pulls the trigger. 

Bang goes ’is charge, sweeping like a machine-gun ; old “ Caeeotty ” 
ramming ’is ’ands in 'is pockets, 

And cocking ’is queer ginger-sorub of a chin, while the wheezes fly 
round ’im like crackers and rcckets. 

Pussy young coppers fight shy of ’im mostly, for knows the ropes, 
and ’e can’t be caught napping. 

No ‘’two-and-six-and-two” (fine and costs) knock ’im at Marlboro’ 
Street, ’long o’ loitering or lapping. 

Sharp as a weasel, and ehppy as jelly, ’e ’s got such a manner of 
landing ’is wheezes 

Ab makes the most wooden-chumped constable snigger behind ’is 
own cuff ; then it ’a go as ’e pleases I 

Actor f ’E ’s good as a pantermine, Chollop is. ’E ean play simple 
and soft as a babby ; 

Make you emagine ’e ’s some gawping ohawbacon ’stead of a hartf ol 
and up-to-date Cabby. 

Struck a oright once. At the risk of ’is life stopped a runaway 
c^iage. Old gent, name o’ Jenhee, I 

Told ’im to call at ’is ’ouse the next day ; and, when Chollop turned 
up, old gent tipped ’zm a tenner J 

set some store on ’is life, that old oodger did. Many a swell, 
whose sole motter seems “ collar,” 

After a sharp risky service like toat, would ’a’ thought a mere 
Cabby wdl paid with a dollar. 

Many a charge against Cabbies is cackled, and many a bit o’ sharp 
practice recorded. 

But ’onesty don’t come as sweet as it should when you know wot 
some mean by the words “ well rewarded.” 

Wealth ’as rum notions of toayss— sometimes. I once ’ad a case as 
tots up in this manner : — 

.To saving a bosky old toff from two footpads, and drivin’ ’im ’ome 
(two miles) two-and-a-tanner I 

Watch they were grabbing was worth fifty quid, and As— I persoom 
— ^was worth somethink^ to someone, 

Though 1 wouldn’t bny such at tuppence a stun. In the matter o’ 
measmess this world is a rum one. 

(jHoijop was luckier. “ Jack,” ’e says, rubbing »is rhubnby chin, 
like a old nutmeg-grater : 

Jack, I was fair j^oumfuddled that ^oumqy. ^Ardiy knew wioh 
^ was my Moomm’^equator, 



And wi'ih my North Pole. Left my ’at on the ’arthrug, and tried 
to shake ’ands with the mortar-naired flunkey ! 

Scott ! if yon ’d seen ’im dror back with a shudder I ’Twould fetch 
a fair grin from a blessed brass monkey. 


“ A tenner ! The fust my ten fingers ’ad ’andled. As crisp and as 
clean as my Sundav-best diekey. 

Wanted to change it right off ; ’fraid o’ losing, or lighting my pipe 
with it. Paper ’s so tricky ; 

Popped in a shop for a ounce o’ best shag and a sixpenny briar. 
But when the old codger 

Clapped heyes on the flimsy in my hunch o’ fives, wy ’e set me down, 
stoite, tor a fair Hartf ul Dodger. 


“ ‘ Where did you get this f ’ ’e croaked, down ’is throat, like a 
pompous old Beak bullyragging a Cabby ; 

* Lawks, ’ere’s a lark onr I sez to myself. ‘ Hay ? it ? ’ I 

drawls, making heyes like a babby. 

* Found it, perhaps ? ’ sneers the Josser. * Ah I p’r’aps so,’ sez I, 

* or maybe, dontcherknow, it was guv me,’ 

Lor, ’ow ’e bossed at me over ’is barnacles. Tenners, ’e thought, 
looked a long out above me. 


“ ‘ If you oam’t give more straightfprrard acoount of ’ow this ten- 
pun note came into your possession, 

Wy, I shall detain it, and send for a constable,’ snorts ’e, a-thinkin’ 
’e ’d made a himpression, 

‘Well,’ sez I, ’nmble, ‘ a gentleman guv it me, if you must know.’ 
Then ’e wagged ’is old pow-wow 

And sez, ‘ I must ’ave that gent’s name and address, and see into the 
thing, as I think sounds all how-wow.’ 


“ * Well, shall I take you to see ’im,’ I asks, mild and mealy and 
timersome-like. Sfliffiu’ orty 

’E pops on a topper, and jmnps in my cab. Then I druv ’im,— no, 
not to a ’undred and forty 

In Topsawyer Square, hut to Scotland Yard, strite I Then I alters 
my part, playing up htojured virtue. 

* Now charge meP I sez. ’E went sp^uelch like this hegg. * Look 
ere, Cabby,’ ’e starts, ‘ I ’ve no wish for to ’art you ^ 

“ Larf ? ’Ow the bobbies and me did a chortle to see ’im cave in 
and squirm round and skedaddle. 

‘ Hi I Stop, Sir I ’ I shouts. ‘ For a fourteen-stun lump of fat 
helderly fuss, you are prompt on the paddle. 

But— fare, if you please,— from your shop to Ihe Yard I Eighteen- 
pence, Sir, to yow, though it should be two shillin’.’ 

That fare knocked ’im silly, at fust. But ’e parted ; and I never 
took a fare’s money more willin’.” 


Chollop should go on the boards, so I tell ’im. I’ve ’eard ’im 
change patter with regular pros. 

Hegged on by their lydies to take the shine out of ’im. When they ’ ve 
squared u^, ’tis out little ’e owes. 

Ah! the world s tenners are sprinkled unreglar ; but talent does not 
always follow the money, 

And many a comique at ten quid a week, though much fatter than 
Chollop, is not atf as funny. 


Note feom the Opeea.— Daiih my Lttdwig, but this artist is 
mighty good as the Flying Dutchman at Covent Garden. Likewise 
Madame Duma, as Senta^ enthusiastically applauded and showered 
with bouquets. And that Dtjdlet Buck, too I Delightful name for 
a lady-kilting lover is the Deadly Buck, who appropriately played the 
forester Erik in love with Senta, Capital performance and first- 
rate house. Conductor, Mr, Feld. Recognis^ his stole of con- 
ducting at once. Merely saw Ms back, and exclaimed, “ That ’s Fild 
to the ground I ” 


CoNCEENiNU THAT LiTTOi Paety. — A Correspondent objects to the 
suggestion made in these columns last week that Dr. Geacb shonld 
give a dance in hononr of Ms recent cheque from the Daily 
without oonsultotion with the representative of domesto) 
Home Rule. “It is possible,” writes the scribe, “that were such 
an appeal made to such an umpire, the verdict might be ‘ no ball,’ 
and cause some confusion.” Were such a thing to happen, the 
champion cricketer might be “put out” — a contingenoy so MgMy 
improbable, that it does not merit a moment’s consideration. 


Shakbpeaeiah Quotation POE Midland Railway.— “ My word, 
we ’ll not carry coals I ” (Aside,) But we must, and not on onr own 
terms. (See jKomeo and Juliet^ Act I,, So. 1.) 


Shortly to be published, in illustrated form, by the Punch Press, 
*\Bistor%c Fe^/s Diary:^ 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 1 

Ths Chronicles of Count Antonio, by Anthony Hope. “ De- 
lightful,” quoth the Baron ; all colour laid on artisticall\% yet in 
bold slap-dash style. Broad effects as in scene-painting. He is the 
Sir John Q-ilbeet of romancers is Count Antonio Hope Hawkins. 

,, The heau cavalier wins his lady against 

all odds. It is Waxtee Scott, G. P. R. 
James, Leyee, Ainsw-oeth, Dumas, 
Drury Lane drama, ancient Astley’s Am- 
phitheatre, essenced; the whole thing 
done ia one readable volume I Genuine 
romance: all “movement”: interest 
never allowed to ffag : drums, alarums, 
excursions: obstacles everywhere only 
to be surmounted: dramatic ffnish and 
final tableau magnificent I Curtain: 
bud ^applause: and calls for author. 

Hugely content is the Baron with a 
book published by Smith, Eldee & Co., 
and writ by one “ Jack Easel,” some 
time a frequent contributor to Mr, 
Punches pages. The title of the work 
is “ Our Square and Circle^'* All is 
written “on the square,” and that the 
matter is “non-contentions” is evident, as otherwise the author 
would be “arguing in a circle,” which is absurd; or “in a vicious 
circle,” which would of course utterly take away the reputation of 
his quiet square for eminent respectability. That it is pleasantly 
written, the reader will find out for himself ; that it was a labour of 
love, and therefore Easel-y writ, goes without saying. The Baron 
joins issue with him on certain details as to the table, the wines, and 
dinners generally ; though up to now he should have thought himself 
at one with him [or “ at 7.45 with him,” which is the more likely 
hourj on all such important points. The Baron-gives the book his 
?‘Tin]primatur,” says “Pass Jack Easel,” and is the author’s and 
every Dody’s B. de B.-W., theie Own Booking Ofpicee, 


PLEASUEE AND PEOFIT. 

■ [It has recently been suggested in the Author that noyeHsts should take 
the management of their books entirely into their own hands,] 

Ha^ening to call lately on my friend Snooks, the eminent 
novelist, I was rather surprised at the change which had come over 
the appearance of his drawing-room. The books, which had been 
scattered over the table in former days, were now methodically 
arranged along the shelves which covered the entire walls, and in 
the comer, where a china cabinet had formerly stood, there now 
figured a sort of counter, behind which stood Snooks himself, 
arrayed in his shirt-sleeves. 

“ Ha ! ” he exclaimed, as I entered, “ what can I have the pleasure 
of showing you to-day ? Romances, poetry, travels ” 

“Why, Snooks,” I said, “don’t you remember me? What on 
earth are you doing ? ” 

Snooks’ s face fell somewhat. “Oh, it’s you, is it? Ithouprht 
it was a customer. You see that I ’ve taken the Author’s advice, 

; and am managing my own affairs.” 

“ Indeed ? And how in the world ” 

“ Hush 1 ” the novelist interrupted. “ Here are some customers.” 
And as he spoke four or five people entered the drawing-room, and 
marched up to the counter. 

“ A nice novel. Madam,” said Snooks, just like one of Messrs. 
Marshall and Snelgbove’s young men. “Certainly. Kindly 
step this way, please. Here is my Love’s Dilemma, yery sweet, I 
assure you. Yes, only four- and-six cash. Thank you. . . • Can 1 
show you anything, Sir? This is in the latest style— -TAe Decree 
JVm— or I could write you something to order, if you prefer it. . . . 
Hymns, Madam? No, I am afraid I’ve none in stock, would a 
devotional sonnet do ? Of course, I could make any number you 
require at the shortest notice. . . . Thank you, seven-and-six^nce 
change. They shall be delivered to-morrow morning. Evang^cal, 
I think you said ? . . . To suit a young lady—no^ advanced ? 
Certainly, Sir; I can offer you my Milk and Mayohssom, jpublished 
at six shillings ; reduced to half-a-crown. . . • You didn’t like 
Murder and Sudden Death, Sir ? Well, I am surprised, it’s one of 
my favourite productions ; but I can sell you a rather milder blend, 
j if you prefer it.” 

I And so the conversation went on, until aU the customers had been 
satisfied, and Snooks wiped his heated brow and turned to me, 
“There, you see how it works; splendid system, isn’t it? Ho 
trouble with publishers or booksdlers, entirely a ready-money trade, 
done ovei the counter m one’s own drawing-room.” 

“ Then all these books are your own work ? ” 1 a^ed. 


“Of course; you don’t suppose I’m fool enough to sell other 
people’s goods? Of course I keep a large ready-made stock, and 
turn out others to order as required. And, as you ’re here, do just 
buy ” At this poi nt I fled. 

N. B. IN H. B. 

If you ’d make them feel “ Big But, i£ wise, be on the watch 
Pots,” That you never call them Scotch 

Then by all means call them True it is that Bobby Burns 
‘ ‘ Scots.’ ’ Uses all these terms in turns. 

If you ’d make their tempers (Such, at least, appears the boast 


hottish. 


Of the northern Yorkshire Post,) 


You may coolly call them “ Scot- But if you essay the three 

tish,” You ’ll soon find you ’re not— R. B. 

SPOET PEE WIEE. 

[An international revolver match by cable is arranged to take place shortly 
between English and American teams.] 

“Good morning,” said a representative of Mr, Punch to the 
Chief Umpire of a well-known Telegraphic Agency ; “I have come 
to ask if you would kindly favour me with some details of your 
new Sporting Department.” 

“ Certainly,” he replied. “ It has a great future before it. We 
intend to revolutionise sport in all its brancbes.” 

“ For instance ? ” 

“Well, as it’s in season, take Football. In fact, I’ve just 
finished nmpiring in an Association 
match between England and America, 
which, in my unofficial capacity, I ’m 
happy to say we ’ve won— for a change.’ ' 

“where was it played ? ” 

“ Why, at this desk, of conrse. Yon s 

see, we cable over to the Associated Press 4 \ '|i 

fuU particulars of the imaginary kick- „ I 

off, and they look it ont in the Code — 

wnioh doesn’t generally take more than if |gc([® 

ten minntes— and wire back their retnrn , 
kick (also imaginary), with name, age, /i 

I weight, and address of the kicker. This 
is generally repeated as a security against 
the risk of error. The charge for re- 
petition is one-half the charge for trans- 7^. 

mission, any fraction of one penny less m . 
than a halfpenny being reckoned as one Jr 
halfpenny, according to the admirable 
wording of the Post Office rules.” 

“And then?” 

“ We wrangle for the rest of the time. This is quite in keeping 
with the modem spirit of football, the game now having developed 
into a kind of Hibernian debating society.” 

“ But how was it you won to-day ? ” 

“ Oh, we had the last word before ‘ Time ’ was called, which enabled 
our Sporting Editors to prove conclusively that the first kick scored a 
goal, and was not ‘ offside,’ Our American colleagues, however, have 
app^ed to the Central International Committee of Football Referees, 
BO that the wires will be kept warm for the next half-year on the 
subject in the most sportsman-like manner.” 

“ Capital I And have yon any other teleprrapbio developments ? ” 

“ Oh yes I There ’s pur Ladies’ Inter-Yarsity Stay-at-Home Hockey 
Contest— that’s played over there ia the corner every afternoon by 
sixpenny telegram. The Dramatic and Novelist Editors attend to 
that, in order to acimaint themselves with the workings of the feminine 
snind. The Gulf Department is in charge of the Scottish Editors. 
They have an anxious time of it, as most of the language used is 
not fit for transmission, and bunker ;them badly. . . • That’s the 
River Editor, hard at work in that arm-chair, rowing against Yale 
by cable. And there you see our Racing Authority, busily engaged 
over a Horseless Derby with the French Staff. ... My Second-in- 
Command is now arranging the Corbett-Fitzaimmons fight, which 
will takyplace at last hj tele^aph on opposite sides of the Atlantic 
.... We do a bit of Comic volunteer Manoeuvres as well, but I ’m i 
sorry to say that our Shouting Editor, whose idea of humour is some- 
! what noisy, has just broken the telephone with one of his ejaoula- 
! tions. . . » But I must ask you to excuse me now, as I have a 
billiard tournament, a yacht race, and a cricket match with all 
Australia to manage simultaneonsiy, and the spectators— 1 mean 
newspaper readers— are getting impatient,” 


Rewaed oe Merit,— Sir Frank Lockwood, Q,.C., M.P., having 
been Jf.P.owered to appear for the Jf-P-ire before th«i L. C. C. 
Hcensers, and having successfully scored all his Imperial Pints, is to 
be decorated with an Order [not admitted after eight], and allowed 
to practioe at any of the Bars of the Empire. The restriction of" 
“ No Fees” is not in accordance with Lupenal practice. 
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THE OLD DOCTRINE NAMED AFTER 
MONROE. 

{A New Ymkee Song to an Old Yankee Fane.) 

Air— “ Old JRosin the JBowJ^ 

I the Yankee, to vhip all creation, 

And own all creation al-so ; 

If riTals should seek explanation, 

I tip them the name of Monroe ; 

1 ’ll tip them the name of Monroe. 

The doctrine called after Monroe; [rising 
And ^tisn’t sxurprising that I should keep 
Whilst holding that doctrine Monroe ! 

Of the universe /’ll be director. 

That ’s quite in accord with Monroe ; 

And if there ’s no room for the others, 

The others, of oours^ have to go. 

When I tip them the name of Monroe, 
The doctrine named after Monroe ; 
Though to them abhorrent, with me it is 
current, 

Then hurrah for old Snap-up Monroe ! 

From the President’s chair it was stated, 

Like roaster our E^le will crow ; 

And if lesser fowls ki^ up shindies, 

We ’ll tip ’em the name of Monroe, 

The magnanimons name of Monroe, 

The doctrine named after Monroe ; 

O’er world-wide dominions a-waving its 
pinions 

Our Eagle will squeal— for Monroe ! 

Thus I ’ll blow myself out, and my fixings 
From ocean to ocean shall go. 

And from pole to pole also ; aU hemispheres 
Pan out for me,— ask Monroe ! 

Ask octopus-n^ded Monroe ! 

The dootiine— improved— of Monroe 1 
Some folk think his way hard, but I fthall 
tdl Bayard 

To stick to the text of Monroe I 


Our ambassador must be— in London — 

A smart go-a-head plenipo. 

And, if Salisbury does out ud didos, 

Must tip him the name of Monroe ; 

Explain to Mm Mr. Monroe, 

And the doctrine called after Monroe. 

Then, if things look squif y, buck-down in 
a jiffy, 

And drop— for the present— M onroe 1 

THE MUSIC HALL AS OTHERS 
WOULD SEE IT. 

( With co7nj>H7ne7Us to those it may concern ) 

The entrepreneur had conducted the visitor 
here, there, and everywhere. He had shown 
the stage, the auditorinm, and the tea and 
cake-room. Every feature of the reformed 
scheme had been duly explained, 

“Ho singing allowed in the entertain- 
ment?” queri^ the visitor. 

“Hone at all,” was the reply; “we con- 
sider that mnmo is a mistake. Of course 
some songs are good, but as others are bad 
it is better to prohibit them altogether, and 
thus escape the risk of a mistaken choice.” 

* ‘ And no dancing ? ” 

“ Of course not. That would be entirely 
contrary to our principles. If people require 
exercise they can walk or run,” 

“But how about the poetry of motion? 
How about the grace of movement ?” 

^ “ We desire to have nothing to do with 
either,” returned the entrepreneur, “You 
see our object is to have an entirely new 
entertainment, and consequently we reject 
all items that have figured in other pro- 
grammes.” 

“Well, well,” murmured the visitor; 
“ you may be right. But I should like to 
see tike result 1 will wait until the per- 
formance is given, and judge for myself.” 


“ I am sorry I cannot assist you to carry 
out this scheme,” declared the Manager of 
the Progressive Music Hall, “ because we are 
not going to have an entertainment.” 

“ Ho, of course not. Of course it won’t be 
an entertainment in the usual sense of the 
word. It can’t naturally be an entertain- 
ment— I should have said a performance.” 

“But we give neither entertainment nor 
performance.” ‘ ‘ Why not ? ’ ’ 

Then came the answer, wMoh was more 
convincing than surprising— “ Because, my 
dear Sir, we can’t get an audience ! ” 

The Hew Hotel on the Embanrment.— 
Our Dear Daily News^ in a recent note, says 
that the “Hotel Magnifique” (as it ought to 
be called, reminding us as the D. D, N, 
justly observes of the Hold Splendide in 
Paris) has been already styled by its pro- 
prietors The Cecil. “The Cecil I “ Tnere 
is only one in it,” observes blantly a certain 
well-known comedian, quoting the song 
“ There"* s only one in that me ! ” And 
pleased is Arthur Cecil with the gratuitous 
advertisement. But The Cecil! Uoodname 
for club, not for hotel. The Sarum sounds 
too ecclesiastical ; to we return to The Magni* 
ficent^ wMch can he familiar in our mouths 
as “ The Mag!* “ Omne ignotum pro mag^ 
nijico!* 

“Odd notice I” observed a short-sighted 
man, who had been cursorily inspecting a 
card stuck up in a restaurant. * ‘ What is ? ” 
inquired Ms friend. “ Why tMs,” was the 
short-sighted one’s reply, pointing to the 
notice ; “ ‘ Ab charge for changing plates.* 

Who ever heard of But here his friend 

broke in, “Why, you noodle, you’ve been 
reading a photographer’s advertisement I ” 
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never got a black Leye like this '"aiid do yon *appeii"to*kiiow 
’ow a kick from a ’obnailed ’ighlow feels m the ribs ? 

Sempstress {gentli/j. Well, no, my poor sonl ; and perhaps 
I ungrateful to grumble. 

Flower Mounter, Yes; but what might these topping 
Nottingham Ly dy-Workers talk about when they cfo meet ? 

Sempstress, Wdl, yon see 

Laundress, ’Old ’ard a minnit, Liz. Before you begin, 
let’s drink up and ’ave another all round. Torkin’ ’s dry 
work, as I dessay the Nottingham spouters found it. 

[They toss off, and replenish. 

Sempstress [continuing], WeU, I see, one of their papers 
is on “The Ethics of Work.” 

Step Girl, Lor 1 wot ’s that, Miss Mi win’s ? 

Sempstress [hesitating). Well— you see— I suppose it 
means the morals of work, or something o’ that. 

Laundress, Morals of work I Might as well talk o’ the 
morals of misery while you ’re erbout it. The less I ’ave to 
do, the better I like it— that ’s my moral. 

Shop Gi^l, Not much morals about work nowadays, 
Sarab, if J’m any judge. Piling up work and cutting down 
prices, with the halternative of the streets if yer strikes — 
that’s about the “ morals” of mr firm. And if you torked to 
our Boss about these ’ere Nottingham notions, ’e ’d “moral” 
you! 

Semptress, Another lady, I see, with such a pretty, 'poetic- 
like sort of name, talks about “ The Besponsibility of Ee- 
finement.” 

Wbrhman^s Wife, Ah, well, we ain’t got none, so that 
can’t consam us, can it ? 

Shop Girl [tartly), I say, you speak for yerself * Mother 
Matthews. Of course, that means rednement in dress, 
and— well we don’t all wear a pancake ’at with a ’aporth 
o’ green feathers dobbed on to it ! [Sniffs, and adjusts 
her own high-up^* ho>t with amhitious hortridge'*’* 


one of their papers 


A NICE DISTINCTION. 

Porfor. “Train’s awa, Man, Ye should hab ban easter.” 

Passenger, “Ean faster 1 Don, *A ran fast bnbugh, but *a 
ha’b startit sooner.” 

ANOTHER CONFERENCE OP WOMEN WORKERS. 

[Not held at Nottingham,) 

Scene— PA e garish hut unsavoury “ Saloon Bar’’ of a “ South^side 
Pul,” A group of “ Daughters of Toil ” sipping and gossipifzg. 

Laundress [throwing down newspaper), Wot’s this ’ere National 
Union of Women Workers there’s so much caokle about ? 

Step Girl [sullenly), Dunno, I ’m sure. We ’re not in it, anyhow. 

Workman's Wife, Ho no I We ain’t women workers, 1 suppose, 
we ain’t I 

Laundress, Then I should like ter know where they find ’em. 
[Sips “ white satin” and sniffs,) 

Shop Girl [to Sempstress), ’Ere Miss Mivyins, you’re no hand of 
a soholard, and know all erbont every think. Wot is this Nottingham 
Ooose Pair, anyhow ? 

Sempstress, WeU, it is not a goose fair, exactly Emma— not in the 
sense of the old song, at any rate. Seems to me it ’s a meeting of 
ladies of title, who don’t know what work is, to talk about women of 
no title who have to do it. [Sighs,) But I suppose they mean well, 
poor dears. 

Young Machinist [mllid and cramped), WeU, Miss Miwins, 
no doubt as they do. But oh dear me, what good are they going to 
do the Ukes of ns ? My knees crackle, my back aches, and my head 
swims. Thanks, ves, 1 don’t mind if I do. [Drinks,) Ah! that 
warms and straightens one out a bit! But if, as you say, these 
ladies don’t know what work is, one of ’em should do my little hit 
at the warehouse for a week. 

Laundress, Ah I or mine at the wash-tnb. 

Workman’s Wife, Or mine at the wash-tub and aU over the shop 
as weU, as I ’olds is the ’axdest of aU, seeing as how it ain’t never 
done. 

Sempstress [mildly). Ah, yes ; but you have yov/r husband and 

children for company, whereas I Oh, the long, dreary loneliness 

of it! 

Tailoress, Lookee ’ere, Liz, don’t you talk about the old man 
being cumpny, not tiU you mow wot sioh “cumpny” is. You 


Workman’s Wife (sharply). Now look you ’ere, Miss 
Stucktjp, if I ’ada’t more “ refinement” in my Uttle finger 
than wot you ’ave in your ’ole five foot nothink, my old 
man’udswopmeofifor a ragman’s black doU, ’e wonld, so 
there I 

Voice from the Bar, Now then lydies, a leetle less noise 
there if you please I 

Sempstress, I see here’s another talks of “Home Life,” 
and another of the ‘ ‘ Morals of Money Spending.” 

Workman’s Wife, Haw! haw! haw I Morals o’ money 
SHOULD spending, indeed I If these ’ere torky lydies ’ad got as little 

money to spend as we ’ave, and as many mouths to fiU with 

it, ’tisn’t the morals on it as ’ud trouble ’em. When the 
wealthy ’uns begin to patter of morals to us poor trash, they mostly 
mean meanness, I reckon. 

Young Machinist, Right yon are, Mrs, Matthews ! 

Sempstress [sadly). And as to “ Home Life,”— ah ! how mauyXof 
them know that to some of ns it only means a pamfol “Home 
Deadh ? ” 

Laundress, Oh. come, I sy. Miss Mivvens, you’U give us aU the 
’errors if you tork Uke that ! WhUe there ’s Ufe— and liquor— 
there’s ’ope, I sez. So let’s ’ave another kind love aU round, and 
then we must see about 

Semmtress, “Home Life” and the “Ethics of Work” again, as 
the “ Women Workers ” say at Nottingham. 

Workman’s Wife, But not in the New Out— no fear ! 

Voice from the Bar, Now then, time, gentlemen, please,!* 

Bxeunt. 


THE CYCLE AND THE CAMERA. 


The Cycle and the Camera 
Were resting side by side, 


‘ You see, of reputation I 
Have still a little left. 


When suddenly the Cycle ask’d, And if I went about with yon, 

“ Why is it you don’t ride ? ” Of all I ’d he bereft. 

“Why notf” exclaim’d the “Of ‘spoony’ folk you are the 


Camera, 

Taking a secret “ shot.” 

“ To do so is considered 
As easy just as ‘ pot.’ ” 

“But now I come to think 
again,” 

The Cyde oiied, “ I guess, 
Although the notion isn’t bad, 

1 like it less and less. 


dread ; 

Yon ‘ take them ’ reckless-lee ; 
You ‘ spot’ the spouse delinquent 
when 

He ’s out upon the spree. 

“ In fact you do a heap of things 
You ought to leave undone,” 
The Cam’ra murmur’d musingly, 
“ I have a heap of funj ” 


“An Empiresabio.”— Mr. €Feobge Edwardbs. 
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“THE ‘PINERIAN’ SPRING” AT THE COMEDY. 

Mr. Phtero is temporarily Ibsenised. “ JFAat will lecome of 
them f ” Ehonld have oeen the sub-title, if not the single title, of his 

new play at the 
f : .1 “C, C.C.,” or 

? ! i . ; j) - — - CoMYRTS Carr’s 

I i ' 'r Comedy The- 

‘ atre. Instead of 

“WhatwiUbe- 

7i,r n / 7. .7 . .. ^.7-r X 7^.7., doubtinques- 

Mt, {making up after ihe portrait of Ah! tion. Sock is 

I T.nTnlr 1 'yv> i>A+ti»ior nnPAYnyvin'nl'w lib* rnrn »' .. i /• x 


I think I ’m getting Tincommonly lii:e him.” cliecrM 

subject Mr. Pirrbo, in Ibsenitish vein, has chosen, and he has 
wriiten a series of dramatic scenes artistically developing his 
characters by the most natural dialogue possible, but not, as it 
seems to me, by means either most natural, or most probable. The 
great situation of the piece is brought aSout by a gentleman (in the 
best sense of the word, as far as we can judge up to this point) per- 
mitting his infernally jealous wife— there is no other epithet for her 
except ‘‘infernally*’— to conceal herself on purpose to overhear a 
conversation between himself and her supposed rival ! Analogous 
situations in broad farce and farcical comedy are frequent and per- 
missible : but surely not in a drama of real life. But then, I remind 
me, that this drama is Ibsenitish ; which does make a dif erence. 

The play is far too long, but it is admirably written and admirably 
acted. The dramatist intends most of his leading characters to be 
repulsively sordid, vulgar, and selfish, and those who are not so are 
amiable, but weak. The first heroine, perfectly played by Miss 
WmiFRiD Emert, is a fast member of a fast family as badly 
brought up as La famille Benoiton^ the vain, frivolous mother 
bejnjr well portrayed by Miss Lirblet ; and the second heroine, 
admirably represented by Miss Lilt Hajottry, is simply an odious, 
jealous shrew, and the prospect of happiness in a “ place unmention- 
able to ears polite *’ would be more probable than any happiness for a 
husband with a wife like this. With neither heroine is sympathy 


machind coming forward to offer temporary relief to the hard, 
austere husband Jfr. Fraser (also a good performance by Mr. J. Q-, i 
G-rahamb) from nis very trying wife. The Bishop is, oddly enough, 
a mere “lay” figure; and is “left till called for” at the last moment. 

Having already said that the acting all round is of first-class 
quality, it will be superfluous to single out Mr. Leonard Boyne for 
soecial praise. Yet he deserves it. Had the author given this 
character an Irish title, the combination would have been perfect. 
Mr, Cyril Maude, as the fussy, empty-headed M.P., adds another 
finished picture to his eccentric portraitures ; but Mr. Pinero might 
have reiraiued from adding to this p^sonage’s eccentricities one 
which originated with Mr. Charijes Wyndram’s Headless Man^ 
whose system of memoria tech- 
nica^ and recalling things by 
initial letters, Mr. Pinero seems 
to have borrowed, in order to 

complete Sir Fletcher Fort-- \ 

wood's equipment for the stage, ^ 

It is as well to note this, lest 
by unconscious cerebration Mr. 

Pinero should, in some future 
piece, develope Sir Fletcher in- 
to another Mr, Hedley^ and 
refer to Sir Fletcher in this 
piece as his original. 

The only pleasant scene is 
where, in the Second Act, two 
club “pals,” Denzil Shafto 
(Mr. J, W. Pigott) and Feter 
Flphich(}&x. Stuart Champion) 
appear, the latter with a banjo ; 
bcth coming to cheer np their 
unhappy friend Misther Ailing^ 
ham. These two lighten up the 
gloom of the Second Act for a 
brief space, and then are heard 
no more ; yet the scene in 
which they strut their short 
ten minutes on the stage is 
one of the best imagined, and 
best stage-managed as regards 
“business,” in a piece where 
every detail has been considered 
and not a point lost. For acting, 
fordialogue, for character (grant- 
ing these to be what the author 
of their being has made them), 
this unpleasant play ranks with 
the best of the dramas from, 
what Mrs, Malaprop might 
term, “ The Pinerian spring.” 

And the end ? Nothing ; a 
blank. The audience look at one 
another and say, “Well— and 
then ? . . . What next ? ” It 
is a highly-finished play with- 
out a finish. It belongs to the . i 

new order of dramas classified ‘ Bedad then, ’tis Mother Shawn 
under the heading of “The Allrngham!” 

Problem Play.” Whether these will pay, or not, is another probltm i 
of which the author aud manager may find a satisfactory solution. 


which I will quote a imeoimen passage, and ask those who have seen 
The Benefit of the JDouht whether it does not sum up iu brief Mr. 
Pinero’s characters of Mrs, Clogs and her husband the Bishop :— 

“ What did you say about it, Bishop ? ” asks Mrs, Protidie of her husband. 
“ Why,” replies “her little man,” “I said that I thought that if, that is, 

should I— should the dean die— that is, I said I thought " As he went 

on stammering and floundering he saw that his wife’s eye was flxed sternly 
on him. 


A Toiler to a Twitterer. j 

Bard Morris sings “ For this of old is sore, 

That change of toil' is toil’s suflBLcient cure.” 

Ah me ! You ought to add. oh hard omniscient, 

“ Provided always that the pay ’s suflflcient.” 

CORYEIOHT, AND ENTERED AT STATIONERS* HaLL,— M r. HaLL 
Caine, author, addressing a deputation frrm the Dominion, is said 
to have remarked that “he felt assured of help from them, as they 
were Hall Caine^aidiansF 

Q,uite Natural.— a composer who had taken rooms in certain 
mansions in Victoria Street has given them np, as he found himself 
writing everything in A Flat, Most monotonous. 

The “Hook of Holland” ought to catch some large fish. What 
is it baited with? 
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HOW KEPPER SLEW THE NEW EOREST HORNET. 

Chapter II.— jRescue. 

For what length of time Kipper and the stagbeetle remaiaed in 
the unwonted positions described in the preceding chapter it would 
be impossible to say without a stop-watch, which makes a good 
repeater. However, it is certain that a couple of snails out for a 
stroll, who saw the fall from the bottom of the heap, tried to come to 
their help ; but, owing to gout, they were unable to get more than half- 
way up, A neighbouring mole heard the stagbeetle’ s smothered cries, 
but, being blind, scuttled off in the wrong direction | while an old- 
fashioned toad, who lived in a mud-bank just opposite, was aroused 
from an afternoon nap, and, after peering out of his hole, declared that 
it was no business of his. But then he was always hard-hearted, 
and had made it a point never to interfere in the affairs of others 
ever since he was out-voted in the 
Zoological County Council on the 
question as to whether tadpoles 
should be recognised as young 
frogs. He was opposed to the 
measure, stating, in a powerful 
speech, that inasmuch as a frog 
had no tail, therefore a tadpole 
could not be a frog. Being de- 
feated, he retired into private life, 
and was, so report said, building a 
home for destitute dormice, for he 
was a person of considerable wealth. 

But he was very mean, and a shrew 
was heard to observe that the reason 
he wished to take the dormice under 
his protection was because they ate 
nothing in the winter. 

But while we are discussing 
politics Kipper and the stagbeetle 
are still in danger. Although the 
stagbeetle kicked with sdl his 
might he found that it only in- 
jured his horns, and so, like many 
other creatures not of a gambling 
nature, lay still and trusted to 
chance. As to Kipper, he was as motionless as a schoolboy’s watch. 
But about a Quarter- of-an-hour alter the accident a pretty young 
maiden, named EaxANTraE, came tripping along the road. She was 
not one of those girls who know that they are nice, because no one had 
ever told her so, and she was too poor to afford a looking-glass. 
Bnt this did not prevent her from being good to all the inhabitants 
of the forest, whether they had four legs, or two, or none at all, as 
was the case with the snakes and blind worms. Yet the best of us 
most have enemies, and she had incurred the anger of Nippabd, the 
great and poisonons hornet, whose only pleasure, like that of some 
people who nave guns, was to go out and kill something, Egiantiee 
bad saved two lambs once from his murderous attacks by driving 
them into an out-house, and Nippard had never forgotten or for- 
given the insult, and vowed vengeance. This he had carried out in 
several ways. He had stung Eglantine’s goat to death, killed her 
pet dog, and so tortured a brood of chickens belonging to her 
widowed mother, that they had imagined themselves to he ducklings 
and were drown^ in a pond. 

These troubles caused great grief to Eglantine and her parent, 



Here we are again 1 


and min stared them in the face ; and, when ruin stares, there is 
not often a back way out of the difficulty. Yery sad, therefore, was 
the poor girl as she approached the place of Kipper’s disaster. But 
directly 3ie saw what had happened she forgot aU her own troubles, 
and, with many words of pity, extricated the stagbeetle from the 
stones. The insect was so pleased, that he wished to embrace her : 
but stagbeetles Mss, like Laplanders, by rubbing noses ; so Eglan- 
tine decided the offer, and hurried to pick up the luckless Kipper, 
with whom she had a bowing acquaintance. In her case, therefore, 
familiarity had never bred contempt for his sulky ways. She was 
really sorry to see the poor fellow in such dreadful plight, and took 
him up. as tenderly as she would have a butterfly with a broken leg. 
Then she laid him on the soft grass, and sent the stagbeetle to 
get some wild mint while she loosened his waistcoat, and gently 
fanned bis face with a dock-leaf. When the mint arriv^, she 
crashed the fragrant leaves between her fingers, and made him 

inhale the scent, still keeping up 
the fanning. 

In two or three minutes Kipper 
gave two or three sobs, shook him- 
self like a dogr who has been in the 
water, and, sitting up, opened his 
eyes, and exclaimed, “Here we 
are again ! ” He had come to him- 
self, for he could have gone to 
nobody else. Then he looked at 
Eglantine with a carious sort of 
smile, which made her blush, and 
cried, “ So you have saved my life. 
What reward do you expect ? ” 
Eglantine blushed again, and 
the stagbeetle gave his master a 
gentle pinch and whispered that 
there had been no time to advertise 
their misfortune in the Gossamer 
Gazette^ which is'the official organ 
of Fairvdom. Kipper took the 
hint and in a milder tone said, 
“Well, Eglantine, you have done 
me a good tnm. Why did you do 
so ? ” “ 0 ! Mr. Kipper,” replied 
the maiden; “was it not my duty?” I 
“It is a had habit,” replied the goblin, “to try and answer 
one question with another, bnt it is an excellent but rare custom to 
try and repay one favour with another. Can I be of any use to you ? 
Think before you answer.” “Why should I,” said Eglantine; 

“ are you not a fellow- creature ? ” A fellow-creature 1 ” screamed 
Kipper, “Don’t you know that I am a goblin, a mischievous 
goblin, a good-for-nothing goblin P” “01 no,” answered Eglan- 
tine, simply; “ I only know that you have the right to be made 
happy, as has every creature on earth.”' Kipper leapt to Ms feet. 
His queer little face seemed suddenly freed from wrinkles, there was 
sometMog like a dew drop in each corner of his eyes. “ Why, 

Eglantine,” he shouted; “you are a perfect It has never 

been known whether he would have added “ donkey ” or “ angel,” 
because at this minute a fierce trumpeting rent the air, Eglantine 
shrieked, the stagbeetle quivered, even Kipper turned pale, for 
just above them hovered a great tawny and black creature, with 
fierce hate in its glowing eyes: in short, Nippard the Terror of the 
Forest I 

{To he continued.) 




THE WAY THEY HAYE AT THE BAE. 

(Fragment from a Eamance not entirely imagiTiary,) 

Scene— -4 corridor in the Uoyal Courts. Eminent Counsel in con-^ 
versation loith Estimable Solicitor and Respected Client. 

Client. I am rather sorry, Sir, that you could not conduct my case 
in person. 

Voun. So am I, I took a deal of trouble in preparing the argu- 
ment I proposed to advance, and it was a great disappointment to me 
that I was unable to deliver it in person, 

Solic. But your junior, Sir, represented you to perfection. 

Coun. I am rejoiced to hear it. I give every credit to my young 
and learned friend, and am pleased to think that when we met in 
consultation I was able to choose the right line of policy* 

Solic. Besides, if you were not with us, your retainer prevented you 
from being against us. And that was a distinct advantage. 

Coun. You are most battering, and too Mud, 

SoUc. Not at all ; and I am sure my client agrees with me ? 

Client. Well, of course I would rather have had the assistance of 
snfc, although your jutdor no doubt did Ms best, 

€^oun. I am sure he did. And now, gentlemen, is there anything 
f urther I can do for you ? 


Solic. Thank you very much— I think not. You got up your case, 
consulted with your junior, and if yon were prevented from putting 
in an appearance in the Court itself, were there in spirit. Besides, 1 
repeat it was a good thing for us that you did not join the Bar of the 
other side. Thank you very much indeed, Sir. Q-ood day, 

Coun. G-ood day. (JHe prepares to walk off, when, noticing a 
movement of the solicitor, he stops.) You are sure I can do nothing 
more for yon ? 

SoUc. Oh, it’s scarcely worth mentioning. But perhaps you 
would not mind returning your fee. 

Coun. With the greatest pleasure I (Hands over a hag of gold 
and exit.) 

Client. Well, really, that seems to me very generous I Isn’t it 
rather unusual ? 

Solic. Dnusuall Oh dear no! Why, it’s the practice of the 
whole profession! \_Curtain. 


Chilly Kinp op Holiday.— The Standard of Friday last, in a 
leading article on legal reforms, expressed its opinion that “the 
Judges cannot be expected to take tbeir vacation ‘in shifts.’” 
Mr. Justice Punch quite concurs, and quotes from the same article 
to the effect that such a proceeding would be “ neither a practicable 
nor a proper one.^^ 
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Weather bbeaes. Dblightehl prospect 1 Going strong 1 


ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

I HATE been staying recently at Oxford, tbe home of perennial 
yonth— -and of innnmerable dogs. In fact, it was the canine aspect 
of Oxford that impressed me on this occasion more than any other. 
Nearly every self-respecting undergraduate keeps his dog, and the 
mediscval, academic look of the place is pleasantly tempered by these 
careless, happy, intrusive, “warlike wearers of the wagging tail,” 
who career up the High, make the meadows to resound with their 
barkmgs, and bring the bicycled rowing coach to eternal smash on 
the tow-path. There being, roughly speaking, some 3,000 under- 
graduates, the floating population of Oxford dogs cannot be less 
than 2,500. 


Perhaps, however, the most remarkable thing about Oxford dogs 
is the variety of their migrations. Some dogs, of course, remain 
constant to one owner. Others spend their lives under the general 
ownership of the whole University. These know the best rooms for 
bones from term to term ; they can track Ihe perfumed ash-pan to 
its lair, and indulge in hideous orgies of fish-heads and egg-shells. 
The most prominent representative of this class is, of course. Oriel 
JBill, who has, perhaps, the most gorgeously ugly and tenderly 
pathetic face ever granted by nature to a bull-dog. 


But ordinary dogs, though they remain nominally the possession 
of one original owner, migrate from sub-owner to deputy-sub-owner, 
and thence to pro-deputy-sub-owner, with a wonderful rapidity. 
For instance, I once gave a retriever puppy to an Oxford friend. 
This is the life-history of that amiable animaui, so far as I can gather 
it up to a recent date. 


A. (my friend) kept the dog faithfully for a term. As he was 
going down, it occured to A. that Fonto would be happier in Oxford 
than in London, so when the following term began, Fonto^ still in 
his gay puppyhood, was once more found in Oxford under a different 
master, jB. B. kept Fonto in his lodgings in the High. They were 
prettily furnished ; there were cretonnes, and embroidered cushions, 
and handsome rugs. One day Fonto was left in solitary charge for 
one short hour. Upon B.’s return he found that remarkable dog 
sleeping soundly, with a well-gnawed slipper under each of his fore- 
paws, amidst a ruin of tattered stuffs. Not a hanging, not a cushion, 
not a rug remained entire. This was too much, and Fonto promptly 
became the fleeting property of 0., a Balliol man, who changed his 
name to Jowler (this happened in the time of the late Master), and 
taught him to worry cats. 

After three weeks of glorious scrimmages amongst the surround- 
ing feline inhabitants, Jowler took it into his head to get lost for a 
week. C mourned him, but took no further steps when he found him 
living under the protection of D., a Brasenose man, totally unknown 
to A., the origins owner. D, took him home in the vac, broke him 
to the gun, imbued him with an extraordinary fondness for beer, and 
re-christened him “ JSehhyP 


At the beginning of the following term FLebly once more turned 
up in Oxford, being then almost a full-grown dog. He again lived 
in lodgings, this time in Turl Street. By this time he had aeg.uired 
luxurious habits, and was particularly fond of taking his naps in any 
bed that might be hanuy. Having on four separate occasions 
covered himself with mud and ensconced himself in the bed of the 
landlady, he was not as popular as a dog of his parts ought to have 
been. But the culminating point was reached when Hehhy^ having 
stolen a cold pheasant and the remains of a leg of mutton, took the 
bones to the bed of his master, into which he tucked himself. After 
this he was passed on to E., a Magdalen man, and was called The Fre, 


1 CANNOT follow his Wanderings after this point in any detail. I 
know he has gone the round of the Colleges twice. He has been 
a boati^ dog, a cricketing dog, an athletic dog, and a footballing 
dog. He has been a canine member of Yincent’s Club ; he has 
waited outside the Union unmoved while a debate, on which 
the fate of the Ministry hung, was in progress. He has been 
smuggled into College, he has disgraced himself, and caused a change 
of carpets in nearly every lodging in Oxford. He has lived near 
New College under the name of Spoo^ has been entered at Christ 
Church as Fleacateher (a delicate compliment to distinguished oars- 
man), and has frequented the precincts of the Radcliffe Infirmary, 
and been joyfully hailed as Fego by budding doctors. I believe he 
is still a resident member of the University, but his exact place of 
residence is more than I can tell. His original owner endeavoured 
to trace him not long ago. He got as far as Lincoln College, and 
there lost the clue. 


This, I am sure, is no solitaiTr example. Hundreds of Oxford 
dogs are at this very time undergoing the same vicissitudes, through 
a similar Odyssey of wanderings. And probably, if the truth were 
known, there are Cambridge dogs in no better case. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

“I LIRE it muchly,” quoth the Baron, finishing Baring Gould’s 
Noemi:-^ 

“ This scribe for publishers ne’er writes in vain ; 

His pen prolific, Baring Goulden grain.” 

And Noemi^ if a trifle less Gonldish than Weymanish, is a tale of 
stirring times, when to plunder, hack, stab, and string up a few 
unfriendly fellow- creatures, who would have done the same by you if 
the turn of luck had been theirs, came in the 
day’s work • while to roast an offender whole 
“ all alive 0,” just for once and away, was, so 
to speak, “ quite a little ’oliday,” as a special 
and exceptional treat. ^ And all these jocular 
barbarities were occasioned, not by any reli- 
gions fervonr, or by intolerant persecuting 
zeal, excusing itself on the score of anxiety for 
future spiritual welfare of victim, hut simply 
out of pure cusscdness, and for the humour of 
the thing, much as, now-a-days, the bowie- 
knife and the cord are used “down West,” 

Personally, the Baron gives not full credit to 
all these tales of mediaeval cruelty, but tbe 
“scenes and properties” serve an excellent 
artistic purpose, and so he loves them as he 
loves such romances as those of She who 
must he obeyed^ and Treasure Island, There- 
fore here ’s to the lass Noemi^ and, as she 
herself would of course say, in response to 
the toast, “ You’ll like me the more you Kmw-d^-meF 
Another capital story by Frank Barrett, entitled A ^ Set of 
Rogues^ is strongly recommended by the faculty; the faculty in ques- 
tion being that of deciding npon what sort of hook is certain to suit 
the tastes of the majority of romance-readers, who, aweary of the 
plodding every-day business in this “ so-called nineteenth century,” 
like to get away from it occasionally and live, just for a oh^ge, in 
the seventeenth. Stirring tale this of A Set of Rogues,^ without a 
dull chapter in it : and just enough human sentiment in it to soften 
down the roguery. In fact, so skilfully is^ the tale told that the 
reader will find him self siding with “their knavish tricks”; fOT 
the hearts of these rogues are in the right place, though their 
bodies very seldom were, and their heads never, in the noose. But 
no noose is good noose,” and so let the honest reader procure 
the hook from Innes & Co, of Bedford Street ; he will come to 
love the scoundrels, and will ask, with the Baron, “ What on earth 
became of that captivating Ron Sanchez f ” and another query, 
“Was the viUainous old Steward really killed F” Perhaps the 
author is reserving the Don and the Steward for another romance. 
If so, “ What will he do with ’em ? ” asks the 

Interested Baron de B.-W. 

^ ' Jilt.” 
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THE TWO SOLDIEES' TEAES. 

{Some way after Thomas Haynes Baylfs 
Soldier's Tearf) 

When at the porch he turned, 

To take a last fond look. 

(Human emotion will have way 
In Tommy or in Duke.) 

He listened to the tramp, 

So familiar to his ear ; 

And the soldier gripped his good old sword, 
And wiped away a tear. 

Hot far from that same porch 
A Tommy stood at ease, 

But, as he saw, Ms head braced up. 

And he stiffened at the knees. 

“ Sorry to lose yon, Sir I 
Yon been our friend, and dear ! ” 

That Tommy cried, and with Ms cuff, 

He wiped away a tear. 

Both tnrned, and left the spot. 

Oh! do not deem them weak, 

Por dauntless was each soldier’s heart, 
Though a tear bedewed each cheek. 

As Punch gives hearty thanks, 

At the close of a long career, 

To the gallant Duke, he also turns, 

And— wipes away a tear I 


A YELL FROM THE YELLOW. 

The “YellowDwarf’^ (in the Yellow Booh)^ 
in an almost incoherent scream against the 
literary ladies and gentlemen of the day, wails 
as follows 

“The bagman and the stockbroker’s clerk (and 
their lady wives and daughters) ’ave usurped his 
(the ‘gentleman and scholar ”s) plyce, and his 
influence on readers ; and the pressman has picked 
up his fallen ^n— the pressman. Sir, or the press- 
woman ! ... With an illiterate reading mob howl- 
ing at our doors, and a tribe of pressmen scribbling 
at our tables, what, in the name of the universe, 
can we expect ? What we get ; not so ? ” 

Well, “what we get” is (among other 
things) the above shriek of the “Yellow 
Dwarf,” who seems to do Ms full share of 
the “howling ” he attributes to the “reading 
mob,” and who, indeed, might be better de- 
scribed as the “ Teller DwsSf.” 


Seasonable Dialogue. 

First Dissatisfied Sportsman* What do you 
think of the present season, so far ? 

Second Dis* Sport* (with a terrific cold 
\d Hs dose^^). Der preselt geasult? You 
mead der cubbig season. 

I First Dis, Sport, (correcting him). Well, 
the present season is the “ cubbing season.” 


On a Sympathetic Actress. 

Am — JTidowlMaloneP 

To the Garrick Theayter you’ll roam, 
You ’ll roam. 

Where Marion Terry’s at home. 

At home. 

She melts all the hearts 
Of the swains in such parts 

As she plays in a play by Jerome, 
Jerome. 

Hot much of a play by Jerome, 

Why should “All Souls,” Oxford, be 
always a distinrashed college? Because it 
could not be “all souls” without “some- 
bodies ” in it. 


BENN AND JIM. 

[See recent controversy between Mr. Bbnn and 
Lord James in the Tvms^ 

Air— “ Faithless Nelly Gray ” (Tom Hood). 

Benn, an L. C. C. fighter bold. 

Was used to war’s alarms ; 

And when Jim knocked him off Ms legs. 

He wouldn’t lay down Ms arms. 

He cried, “ I will not unit the field, 

Though Herefobd J im may shoot ; j 

And though to stand on I ’ve no leg, 

I will not hndge a foot ! ” 

How Hebeeori) Jim, a gunner smart, 
Riddled Benn fore and aft. [swept. 

Cried Benn, “Although my decks he’s 
He has not snnk my craft.'^ 

Says Jim, “ Those shanks are not live limbs, 
They ’re only party pegs I 

You have as wooden members quite. 

As represent your legs ! ” 

“ Alive— and kicking, still am II ” 

Says Benn, with huge elation ; 

“ But if you think my legs are dead, 

Let ’s have— an arbitration I ” 

Says Jim, “ They are mere timher-toes. 
Though as live limbs you sport ’em, 

Though arbitrators have their use, 

They do not postmortem J 

“ A coroner sits on a corpse* 

To find out how he died.’’ 

The Timesihm “ sat on ” Benn, and found 
A m^atake in Ms inside 


The “ Rubber Lstdustry.” — Evidently 
wMst. 
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LEAVES FROM THE HIGHLAND JOURNAL OF TOBY, M.P. 

FIRST LEAP.— THE THINa TO DO IN SCOTLiKD. 


QuiverfieU. Haddingtonshire, Monday. --Y qm. can’t spend twenty- . As if we liad been 
fonr hours at auiverfield without having borne in Tn)on you the w 

truth that the only thing to do in Scotland is to play goff . , (On other W ants to wet tos 


again ; make bee line up acclivity nearly as steep as side of house ; 
find ourselves again on top of mountain, ^ .iv j t -lx 
“ How lucky I shouts Fingbn, M.?., beaming with dehght. ^ 


As if we had been trying aU this time to get to top of mountain 

stead of to bottom ! , , , i .i. • j v -wr 

Wants to wet his finger again and try how the lies. We | 


truth that the only thing to do in ocouana is m piay gou. ^ oLjicr -piN&EN leads of! in auite 

te S.1 W , "iS Sa« f tolfk" di^Si 

in a marvellous autumn» soon to lapse into November. We can see i^p a^ffressivelv cheerful than 

and drives ofl fourteen miles for dinn« at WHttinghanie, thinkmg yon know. If ^ ^ ^ ® 

no more of it than if he were crossing Palace Yard. Our host, ont all night on the motmtam, rrLflwr'kirtTTAia TiAwn +iin lA-no* 

W'aterlet Pen, is happy in possession of links at his park gates. They don t play gofi at 

In his own, for self and friends. You step through the shrubbery, avenue with spreading elm trees deftly trained to make triumphal 
and there are the far-reaching links ; beyond them the gleaming ^ 

waters of the Forth. Stroll out immediately after breakfast to meet l 

the attendant caddies ; play gofi till half -past one ; reluctantly break * ! i i ri^ 

off for luncheon; go back to complete the fearsome foursome ; have I |ij | hW it- 

tea brought out to save time; leave off in hare time to dress for i |l | jl " 

dinner ; talk goff at dinner ; arrange matches after dinner ; and the . j ^ ^ 

new morning finds the caddies waiting as before. ' . Mij6' Wimp 

Decidedly the only thing to do in Scotland is to play goff. i '1C '* 

Deeside, Aberdeenshire, Wednesday. — ^Fingen, M.P., once told . ' ■*" 

ui abi.h.d Hchu 6 of tooitnoM owned a mOTintaw^i^^^oo^^ ^ ^ ^ 

^ \ ' para tively ‘ The Crack of the WhipC’s Pate !) 

\ 'WWlHf V arches, the bicycles come and go. Whip8E00M, M.P., thinks oppor- 

Sv tunity convenient for acquiring the art of cycling. W. is got up 

A consummate art. Etas had his trousers out short at knee m 

j \ fn^At^^nwrf ^ display ribbed stockings of rainbow hue. Loose tweed- 

i • jacket, blood-red necktie, white felt hat with nm turned down aU 

■ ,/ osJ ' ' Vav VTTsrr^w round, Combine to lend him air of a Drury Lane bandit out of work. 
yife^TU jMl - ‘ Determined to learn to ride the bicycle, but spends most of the day 

•’ Sp-n on Ms hands and knees, or on Ms back. Looking down avenue at 

mm ‘ lltCfW rpais. has any moment pretty sure to find W. either running into the iron 

• ■ Wm J\3^ ''' ?Af foace, coming off sideways, or bolting head first over the handles 

. k > a n? r I d of <iaite new views of him fore-shortened m all 

/ firlii tf dli // / ililii-' imo wledire possible ways, some that would be impossible to any but a man of Ms 

ST TeSlSSMlWk ' v-sj — V I iiiM ■' determination. 

• ^ *1 “Never had a man stay in the house,” says Fnfemr, M-P., 

/^fV % ^ party home lawn with his head, or indented the 

/ U / -2 off at as gravel With Ms elbows and Ms knees.’’ 

I Uf „ B^deutly I was mistaken about goff. Cycling s the thing m 

V V ^ ul <>”'/'/ nfhisTnoiTn- Scotland, 

^ ' d fp;«g WpTv Goasyoucanf Inverness-'shire^ Saturday . — ^Wrong again. Hot goff 

^ ‘ itio- nn iiii Ror cycling is the thing to do in Scotland. It’s stalking. Soon learn 

' j" ^ ' m\u '* V Artnln^AffAr- great truth at Q-oasyoucan. The Mils that encircle the house 

noon w I densely populated with stags. To-day three guns grassed nine, one 
^ * .• ^ 3 nqyiAliv ^Af a royal, TMs the place to spend a happy day, crouching down 

»* ' ' homA snrA- among the heather awaitiug the fortuitous moment. Weather no 

^ -FnA+A/l flTi^ object. Kain or snow out you go. submissive to guidance and mstruc- 

' '•{<'! * "/ K ri n ff r V keeper ; by comparison with whose tyranny life of the ancient 

aLnTif galley-sUve was perfcct freedom. 

Fingen’fl Finger. mid- Consummation of human delight tMs, to lie prone on your face 

“Must be going now,” says FnroBir, M.P., when we LVe seen H 

view from top of mountain. “Just time to get down before dark. Al+J* 


Fingen’a Finger. 


view iioiu top ui luoimwun. t;uBV luno w gei; uuwn ueiwic uoula., ^ TVjfTroJTiJf oJv... ‘rwno+Ti^f 

But I know sliort cut ; be there in a jiffy. Come along,” ^ ^ babe in the wood Mustn t stir ; mj-stn t 

+>mo aLaat^tiIW anAn+. rrrm muxr o-At a aliAf. • avati ft atftir. Alftn 


kn^-^etlMsC^r^ ffl’itnn ’ ’ Stalking is evidently the tiling to do in gbotlaid. It’s afar cry 

“HaP’ he say?iit£L«4sli5iyonsne8sof manner; “thewind 
is blowing that way, is it ? Then we turn to the left.” ^ ^ ^ ^ 

Another twenty minutes stumbling through aged heather. Path tnumpJis, „ ,„, 

trends downwards. 

“That ’sail right,” saysFiNGEN, M.P.; “must lead on to the road,” Wbdlt the Sultan has a strong ortbction to do,— “ Send round 

Instead of wMch we nearly fall into a bubbling bum. Go back the Hatt.” 
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OUR NEW KNIGHT HOSPITALLER. 

[“ We must regard it (Guy’s Hospital) as an 
mstitution aiming at the most Christian ends, of 
elementary necessity, never too rich for the work 
it had to do, and now, through no fault of its 
own, cut down to one half of its means,”— Jfr. 
Gladstone'* s Letter on Gnyh Sospital,'] 

** ’Twere good you do so much for charity.” 

“ Merchant of Venice^'^ Act IV., 8c. 1. 

Knight of St. John or Malta ? Nay ! 

But needs of a less knightly day 
The new Knight Hospitsiler pleads. 
Once foremost in the press of fight, 

We find to-day the good grey faiight 
Militant stiJl— for human needs. 

No more with levelled lance in rest, 

But, the Cross still upon his breast, 

A knightly almoner is he. 

Not as of old with fiashing steel, 

But fiashing words, he makes appeal 
In the great Cause of— Charify. 

Punch seconds it with warm goodwill. 

It sends a most unwelcome chill 
Through every generous heart to think 
That the great gift of Thomas Guy 
Should siSer stmt, or seem to die. 
Because lands fail and rentals sink. 

One hundred empty beds I Whilst wealth 
Swells in the west, and shaken health 
And sudden anguish scourge the east F 
It must not he, or how may we 
Who hold full stock and store in fee 
Enjoy the coming Christmas feast ? 

Think I Fifteen hundred poor kept out, 

I And left in lonely pain and doubt, 

I Be cause the funds of Guy’s so fail ; 



A Membek of the Public who may be ex- 
pected TO attend the Lecture on Criminal 
Law, 

[The Lord Chirp Justice suggests the opening of 
the Lectures on Legal Subjects to the general public.] 


The sufferer’s peace, the surgeon’s skill 
Checked, because Charity feels a obiU I 
Punch on his Public would prevail 

To step into the breach, and brim 
Guy’s store again, as urged by bim 
Who now no party plea prefers, 

But a far wider, higher plea, 

In the great cause of Charity, 

Newest of Knight Hospitallers ! * 

* “Those who respond to Mr. Gladstone’s 
appeal will not merely be ministering to the 
needs of a charity, and supplying the wants of 
the poor, but they will De strengthening the 
hands of the medical profession in its life-long 
battle with disease, and will be assisting to 
secure the blessings of health to all who are in 
danger of being deprived of them.” — T7ie Times. 

Mr. K-e H-rd-b,— No one has ever looked 
upon him other than as a perfectly harmless 
low-comedian with a highly developed mania 
for caps and kmckerbo(iers. And this, pro- 
bably, is the reason why we are told, in the 
Liverpool Courier's “ Labour Notes,” that 
he is “ an influential gentleman iu England 
and t'ery much run after for lecturing pur- 
poses.” But alas I ifc appears— from the same 
source of information— that, in the United 
States, “ the running after ” is all on the 
erewhileWest Ham representative’s side; 
though, being “rationally’’ garbed, this 
ought not to cause him mucli ineonvenieuce. 
It is almost pathetic to learn that the poor gen- 
tleman was in the position of a Mahomet be- 
fore a mountain of Fall River miners, from 
whom he was compelled to ask permission be- 
fore a lecture comd be arranged. Ichabod ! 
or— more appropriately — Knicher-hod. I 


THAMES TA1K.-A Forecast for 1896. 

How greatly improved are the steamboats. They seem to be as 
good as any at home and abroad. 

Quite so. They are simply floating palaces. You could find 
nothing to eq^ual them in America. 

So convenient to have a better class for those who can afford a 
few extra pence. Without this, we should have never seen that 
duchess chatting away with the countess in her own right. 

Yes ; and so pleasant to he able to get five o’clock tea nicely served 
by trim waitresses in a saloon upholstered with satins and ormolu. 

And the duke and the viscount seem quite camfortable in the 
luxuriously furnished smoke-room. 

Well, the sight is not surprising considering that the designer 
went to the Junior United Service Club for his model. 

And yet the artisans are contented with their uart of the vesseL 
It certainly was a happy thought to supply their cabins with 
bagatelle boards, dominoes, and a five guinea compendium of games. 

In spite of the size of the vessels the boats travel at a rapid rate. 
No doubt this is attributable to the magnificent engines. 

Of course. And really it is ver^ileasant to travel from Chelsea 
to Kew to the sounds of a first-rate Efungariau Band. 

The commissariat, too, has not been neglected. The luncheon on 
hoard is worthy of the best traditions of the huffet at Calais. And as 
cheap. Only fancy, half-a-orown for three courses and dessert I 

Yes ; and that meal seems equally popular with the sixpenny tea 
(with caxes and OTumpets) prepared for the patrons of the fere-part. 

The fares are also veij low. Even in these hard times it would be 
unreasonable to complain of overcharge when the ticket between the 
Temple and Hampton Court is only f ourpence. 

It is marvellous that no one tried the plan before of starting boats 
from half the piers for all the rest at five minutes interval. 

And yet they are crowded with travellers. Really the Thames 
seems to be a very popular highway. 

NaturaRy, when the passengers are sheltered from the weather— 
too much sun or a plethora of rain— at all times. 

And I suppose London may thank the County Council for estab- 
lishing comfort with economy, and luxury with rapidity? 

Ok dear, no I If the metropolis had trusted to that dilatory body, 
it would have had to wait indeed I 

Then to whom are the five million inhabitants of the chief city of 
the universe indebted for these sweet boons ? 

To an ordinary man of business who knows how to cater for the 
multitude, and has the courage to rely upon increased income as a 
means of meeting additional outlay.— He merits a statue.— He de- 
serves more— hearty' praise by the Press when he discards hhincognito. 


EOBING-EOOM EUMOUES. 

In consequence of, the great success of the “ Smoking at Home” at 
the Inner Temple, it is proposed to start a circus at the MLiddle. 

9|C l|C 

The suggested “ Musical Dinner” at Lincoln’s Inn is now under 
consideration, and will probably see the gas-light before the end of 
the term. *** 

The numerous professional engagements of Sir Fe-nh L-ckw-d 
wiR not prevent hfin from appearing as The “Lightning Cartoonist ” 
at the coming Gray’s Inn Matinie^ 

Should the anticipated “ Free-and-easy” come off at the Ipddle, 
the Loed Chanceilob is not unlikely to give an exhibition of 
swordsmanship. The distinguished Peer is said to be the finest 
living exponent of the sword and dagger fight. 

* * , 

The Lohd Chief Justice is e3gpected before Christmas to repeat 
his recent interesting address, with the assistance of a piano and 
dissolving views. A troupe of first-rate bao joists from the Three- 
in-a-Bar Musical Society may possibly he fouud among the incidentals. 

4e 4c 

There is no truth in the report that at the next “ Five o’clock tea 
with pipes” at Lincolu’s Inn Sir ’Abet ’Awhins wRl warble 

Down Newmarket Way P ^ 

In spite of the social entertainments m contemplation, the 
Examiners of the Council of Legal Education wiR perform their 
dnties. At present there is no intention of adding another subject 
to the pass for admission to the Bar, In the future it may happen 
that aU students wiR have to take up “ the duties and responsibilities 
of proprietors of mu sic haRs,” 

From “The Potteex,” Haymaeket.— The “ Tree-ilby Tree-o,” 
G. D. M.-oum-P, P.-et-B. T., beg to state tbat they are all delighted 
with “the reception” of the piece, and stiR more with “the 
receipts,” 

“ Ex Pedb.” — M iss Baibe appears as the model Trilby without 
shoes or stockings. Such reaRsm is a novelty which unfortunately 
prevents this young ackess from ever losing her identity, as, though 
the upper portion of her figure is “ very Trilby , her feet are most 
deddeoly Baiep. 

Another Theatrical Benefit.— “ The Benefit of the DouhtP 
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TRUE HUMILITY. 

Mght Mevermd Most, “I*m ateaid you’vb got a bad Egg, Me. Jones 1” 

The Ov/rate, "Oh no, my Lord, I assure youI Parts of it are excellent I 


m PITT POE SPEAGUE. 

[A fund is being raised in aid of the widow of 
the hreman Sprague, who met his death gallantly 
in the late explosion in the Strand. " Sprague 
was a young man, under 30 years of age, of good 
character and promise. His widow has one child, 
and is soon again to become a mother." — Times. 
Any subscriptions forwarded to Mr. W. 0. Reader, 
Testry Clerk, 161, Strand, towards the relief fund, 
will be thankfully received and acknowledged.] 

km^Frowse^ s " City of Prague f 

We dwell in a city fear-haunted, 

And danger from fire is our lot ; 

Great pluck in our firemen is wanted, 

And that they have certainly got. 

We’ve stalwart young heroes in plenty 
To fight with the fiery-tongued flame. 

But to die when scarce past tive-and-twenty, 
Seems sad, though like Sprague, you me 
game. 

Our duty to-day seems quite certain 
The aim, of the fund, is not vague ; 
Punch hopes human pity will stir the 
whole city 

To honour the memory of Sprague. 

In he dashed^ though the hugh wall was 
frowning, 

The wall which fell, crushing on him ; 
Priends toiled, as to rescue the drowning. 
Mates dug, though with hope growing dim. 
They found him, death’s flood bravely breast- 
ing,* 

Ten hours of lone anjuish he bore, 

How, alas I the brave fireman is resting, 

To fight London’s fire-fiend no more, 

♦ “ Covered with dirt, haggard, and hardly recog- 
nisable for the vigorous man who had dashed into 
the court ten hours before ; he smiled faintly, and 
whispered words of gratitude and h^e. * I am so 
I glad you have come,’ he said. U shall be all 
right again soon.’ Mms. 


Though honour o’er him drops the curtain. 
Our duty to his is not vague. 

Subscribe, London city, in pride, and 
prond pity, 

And love of yonr brave fireman, 
Sprague I 

PEOMESSI SPOSI.^^ 

Princess Maud and the Danish Prince 
Charley. 

( With Apologies to the Memory of the grecut Author 

[" Her Royal Highness Princess Maud of W ales, 
^ungest daughter of the Prince and Princess or 
Wales, is engaged to be married to His Royal 
Highness Prince Charles, second son of the Crown 
Prince and Crown Princess of Denmark. The 
Queen has received the news of the betrothal of 
her dear CTanddaughter with much pleasure, 
and given her ready consent.’’ — From " Court 
GvrmlarP'l 

I. 

Words that brighten the season, 

As winter’s gloom is falling, 

" Maud, Maud, Maud, Maud I ” 

Loyal Britons are calling. 


Well loved Maud, of a well-loved brood I 
And brave Prince Charles is with her, 
’Tis good, indeed, to see once more, 
Briton and Bane together I 


Sea-king’s son from over the sea, 
Snocessfnlly vou have sought her I 
England cries ‘^Weloomel ” this day t< 
As once to the Sea-king’s daughti 


Our Queen b well content. 
“ I Promessi Sposif 


May the future stint its shadows, 
And leave their pathway rosy. 

V. 

Heard she the well-loved voices, 
Crying and calling to her : — 
Where is Maud, Maud, Maud ? 
A Prince has come to woo her. 


Hark I a sound at the door ! 

"Little King Charley snarling ” ? — 

H ay, A Danish Prince from a distant shore ; 
And—this Charley is her darling I 


A PLEA FOR OUR TREES. 

["The host has told heavily on the London 

trees." — Westminster Budget^ 

"Frost has told heavily on the London 
larees.” 

What matter; whilst the seasons wane 
and wax ? 

But what makes London-lovers iU at ease 

Is the fierce ruin of the Yandal axe, 

" Frosty but kindly" is chiR Winter’s touch 

Upon our trees, as on old Adam’s head ; 

But when the Jerry Builder lays his clutch 

On trees, he leaves them hut deformed— 
or dead ! 

Ruined by jobbing 'gardeners’.^ ruthless 
ravages, 

Hideous as DoRi’s cripples, trolls or 
gnomes. 

Will no one save from these tree-slaughter- 
ing savages 

The bowery charms of our suburban homes ? 


Happily Named,—" M. Jaures spoke in 
the Assembly for four consecutive hours.’’-- 
Telegram from PariSn 
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FASHIONS FOR THE FIFTH. 

To Strachan\Shavins, JEsq, 


know it is donsj and by some who ought to be above such weakness ; 
but, depend on it, it ’s a poor sort of ambition. Let us be content to 
be ourselves^ members of the honourable and ancient G-uild of Q-uys. 
There seems to be a general agreement to dispense with collars 


as you say, you “ shouldn’t wish to make a fool of yourself on sucn As for the trousers, they will be of much the same cut as hitherto, 
an occasion by turning out in the wrong sort of toggery.” Dress is perhaps just a shade baggier at the knees, and falling “concer- 
a more important factor in our profession than is generally supposed, tina ”-wise, to meet the boots, into which they should be tucked, 
and w;e, as Q-entlemen and Q-uys, should be the last to set oonven- Soles and heels will either be very much worn, or not worn at all — 
tionality and propriety at defiance by appearing in public without there is no juste milieu here ; but eschew boots of a brown colour, 
proper regard to our personal appearance. ^ ^ which, on a formal occasion like this, are very bad style indeed. Should 

iirst, let me beg of you not to be persuaded into adopting a cocked- you desire to be thought a very great “ buck ” and “ blood ” indeed. 

Tt.- 1 X -JJ A X 


I hat. The career of the paper cocked-hat— 

I with or without coloured trimmings— is closed, 

! and I for one do not regret it, for it always 
seemed to me to imply an assumption of mili- 
tary rank which, on the part of civilians like 
ourselves, is surely rather a paltry afPectation. 

The only correct head-covering will be the 
tall hat, which I hear will be bulgier than ever 
this year. The smartest will have open crowns 
and little or no brims. There has been some 
attempt to revive the old straw hat, though 
only with a black ribbon, but I have not heard 
of this being adopted by Quys with any preten- 
sions to dressiness. 

Masks this year are to be gayer— I might 
even say gaudier— than ever. I noticed one of 
bright magenta with large grape-green spots ! 
Sounds rather startling, you will think; but, 
really, worn with a fustian jacket of a rather 
sombre tone of chestnut, and a mock-astra- 
khan toque^ the effect was not half bad. The 
latest idea seems to be to strike the dominant 
colour-note in the mask, and make the rest of 
the costume lead up to it. Personally, how- 
ever, I prefer something which renders its 
wearer less conspicuous. One in prawn-pink, 

I with touches of cardinal red under each eye, 
and an edging of the same around the mouth, 
struck me as in excellent taste. Another in 
houchon^hriile black, relieved by sealing-wax 
red, was pleasing, though you may consider it 
almost too quiet. 

After all, the colour and design of the mask 
may safely be left to the taste and fancy of the 
individual. 

Now, as to your coat. The sack- back over- 
coat stOl holds its own, though it is open to 
the objection of concealiDg too much of the 
figure. Have nothing to do with a striped 
flannel blazer, nor a glazed calico j acket. You 



you may have your boots an odd pair, A top- 
boot and a tminis shoe make a highly effectiye 
combination. 

It is not necessary to wear gloves ; but, if 
you do, remember to have white knitted ones, 
not Md. The finger-ends are generally left 
open, so as to produce an impression of elegant 
negligence. This may be heightened by allow- 
ing just a suspicion of hay or straw to be 
visible at the apertures. 

Lastly, you inquire about the best kind of 
conveyance to make your rounds in. Take my 
advice, and refuse to be carried on a chair. I 
would not even accept a barrow, unless it is 
drawn by a donkey. It is only once a year, 
remember, and a certain amount of pomp and 
splendour is essential if we Quys are to main- 
tain the dignity of our Order in these degene- 
rate times, 

I hear whispers that one or two Quys who 
go in for being “up to date” are seriously 
thinking of exhibiting themselves this year on 
bicycles, and, considering the sudden and enor- 
mous popularity which the “ hike ” (to employ 
a hideous and ^gar abbreviation that offends 
my taste) has acquired of late amongst the so- 
called “tipper Ten,” I am far from saying that 
even such a public personage as a (luy must 
necessarily suffer any loss of dignity by being 
seen on a cycle— provided he insists upon being 
securely tied on to the handle-bars, and also 
upon the machine being supported and guided 
for him by a couple of able-bodied attendants. 
But this, I understand, will be de rigueur for 
any Qny who may so far unbend as to give the 
practice of cycling the sanction of his ofB.oial 
recognition and countenance, 

I think that is all yon wished to know about ; 
so now, my dear old chap, let me wish you a 


nannei mazer, nor a glazed calico j acket. 1 on tnorougruy enjoyaoie aaV s outing, and a cheery 

may see one or two about, but never on anyone who is anybody at all. evening by way of finish. Ton will find that the boys wm do younn- 
Yon cannot go wrong in a double-breasted pea-coat, or one in black commonly well, give yon as many combustibles as yon can hold, and 
and rather shiny broadcloth, with rather long tails. I have decided there is sure to be plenty of fizz about. Sit tight, keep as cool as yon 
on one myself, and consider it decidedly becoming, can, don’t lose your head, or let yourself go too soon, and you may 

Don’t be induced to appear “in character,” I cannot see any .reckon upon having what is colloquially termed “ a high old time.” 
sense myself in masquerading as some person of more or less I shall expect a ^st-rate report, and yon are pretty certain to 
ephemeral notoriety. Why should we desire to midead the careless hear from if I am anywhere in your neighbourhood, so no more 
into taking ns for a famous murderer, swindler, or statesman ? I at present from Yours affectionately, Homme be Paille. 


MANY LICENSES AND ONLY ONE EISH SAUCE. 

The London County Council sits upon the site of one of London’s 
oldest casino-gardens (“Spriug Qardens”), and no one can there- 
fore wonder that it sits upon music-halls. It did not open its pro- 
ceedings on October 25 with the Chant du Depart^ which was 
disappointing. Having gone wrong on water, was it not only natural 
^t it should go wrong on gin, and in one great case give a verdict 
in favour of hole-and-corner drinking? It invented a new dance 
called the “ Skate Dance.” This is something in these days of 
ohoregraphio enterprise. It should not, however, have fettered its 
invention with a license. If skating is “ dancing on skates,” what 
is not dancing? Is “dancing attendance ” illegal without a license P 
Is the “poetry of motion” illegal without a license, and which is 
the most illegal?— the poetry or the motion ? Does the “music of 
the spheres” require a license? Is the plonghboy, “whistling as 
he goes for want of thought,” infringing any Act of Parliament ? 
If I copied an old poet, and asked a young lady to “ drink to me 
only with her eyes,’’ coxild she do so in an auditorinm without the 
permission of the L. 0. 0. and the Brewster Magistrates ? 

A Bewilbbbeb Oiob. 


Bau.tmacabbett— ET PHasTEREA lOHiL. — The ‘ ‘ Natives of Ulster ” 
resident in Qlasgow came out of their shells for their annual re- 
! union in the Waterloo Hall of that city, and were presided over upon 
I the occasion by Mi. Wolff, M.P. The member for East Belfast was 
eloquent upon various subjects, but attained^ the highest pinnacle of 
I rhetorical art when he spoke of the district with vmch he is 
I connected and which “ bears the beautiful name of Ballymaearrett.” 
This poetically called spot appears to be tbe veritable Elytium of 
Erin, where ’’-according to the enthusiastio orator— “people live 
happily. A place which would arouse the envy of most towns even 
in Scotland Evidently an Utopia wherein gaols and Innatio 
asylums are conspicnonsly absent ; for who could commit a crime or 
go “balmy on the crumpet ” in BaUymaoarrett 1 Hark to the bard of 
tbe locality ^ 

Great Edinbro’s nothing, and nothing is Perth, 

And naught are the cities most vaunted on earth : 

But give me my home, be it only a garret, 

’Mid the blessed surroundings or Ballymaearrett ! 


“ The Wombh who Would” do what they shouldn’t, had better 
leave the country in ship to be named The QranUAllen Castle, 
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SCRAPS FROM CHAPS. 
Festive Faemebs.— There 
was a meeting: lately of the 
North Somerset Agrncnltiual 
Society, whereat— according to 
the Bristol Mercury'^ 

Mr. S. Habdinq proposed “The 
health of Mr. E. H. Llewellyn, 
their president and member.” 
Mr. Llewellyn, he said, was 
the idol of North Somerset. 

The toast was drank amidst the 
singing of “For hs *s a Jolly Good 
Fellow:^ 

Mr. Llew'ELlyn thanked all 
present for their kindness in pay- 
ing him the greatest compliment 
they could pay to an Englishman, 
namely, by calling him a jolly 
good fellow. 

Yes, Mr. Llewellyn, there’s 
sense in your attitude I 
When by other folks’ virtues 
or wits we’re opprest, 

W e feel ’tis no paradox, almost 
a platitude, 

That “joUy good fellows” 
are after all best I 

We can’t all be famous in art 
or in ’ologies ; 

To the rank of Field Marshal 
’tis vain to aspire ; 

But— offering to Don-dom a 
thousand apologies— 

A “jolly good fellowship” 
all can ao<iuire. 


The Hope-cbop in Scot- 
land.— In another agricultural 
body— the Scottish Chamber to 
wit— they seem to be rather 
sanguine souls. One speaker 
remarked that “ Mr. Lonc and 
the other members of the Go- 
vernment were pledged up to 
the hilt to dispm agricultural 
depression.” He did not men- 
tion when the Government are 
supposed to have “ taken the 
pledge,” or how anybody can 
contrive to be pledged “ up to 
the hilt,” instead of— as it 
ought to be— “down to the 
dregs,” about anything. ‘ ‘ Dis- 



CACOETHES SCRIBENDI. 


Fancy Poetrait of the Gentleman who writes every Year to the 
Times^ to chronicle the first Primrose he picks in the Vicarage 
Garden, and the song of that precocious Cuckoo that his little 
Grandson heard in the Woods on the First of April. He is now 

WRITING to describe A MbTEOR WHICH FLEW OVER THE VlOARAGB WITH 
A LOUD REPORT AT 9.37i P.M. ON NOVEMBER 5, 1895, JUST AS HE WAS 
ABOUT TO RETIRE FOR THE NIGHT. 


pel” is a little too strong. 
Hidn’t Lord Salisbury at 
Watford say he had “ no 
panacea ” ? The farmer’s 
friends must go slow— plenty 
of patience and “pluck,” or 
they’ll be “ploughed” I 


Coma or Convalescence?— 
Listen to the Cork Daily 
Herald 

“ Sometbing must be done to 
bring about the return of the old 
healthy conditions in the Irish 
Party.” 

It sees it at last I No doubt 
theParty was strong and vigor- 
ous ‘ ‘ suh consuls Parnell ” ; 
but was it the strength of 
health, or of indammation, as 
Dr. Gerald Balfour and the 
Unionist doctors woiQd say? 
The leading Irish physicians, 
of course, hold that the patient 
is now in a relapse, and must 
be roused at all costs, and to 
rouse him they all quarrel at 
his bedside. Not a “good 
bedside manner,” this I 


Congratulations . 

To whom? To Mr. Stanhope 
Forbes, A.R. A., on Ms receiv- 
ing a irst-class medal at the 
Munich Arts Exhibition. They 
should also have bestowed on 
him the freedom of the city and 
made him a member of the 
Munich-ipality. Likewise to 
Hubert Herromer, R.A., de- 
corated by theEmperorof Aus- 
tria. So far is good, very 
excellent good ; but there may 
be yet something in store for 
him, and Mr, Punch says — 

“ Hubert, I love thee. 

Well, 1^11 not say whit I in- 
tend for thee.” 

But all will come in good time, 
to our artistic Brother Brush 
and Worshipful Worker in 
metals. 


‘‘PLEASE TO REMEMBER THE NINTH OF NOVEMBER.” 

An esteemed and learned contributor, who wishes, for the moment, 
to preserve his incognito^ has sent to 85, Fleet Street, a suggestion 
for the procession of the ninth inst„ which may yet recommend 
itself to the Lord Mayor Elect “ As Sir Walter 
is a harrister-at-law,” writes our correspondent, 

“ would it not be a graceful act if his connection 
with the forensic profession were brought in promi- 
nence by suitable accessories ? ” As the idea is 
worthy of consideration, the proposed programme is 
herewith set forth : — 

Constable clearing his throat. 

Inns of Court Volunteers, with their bands. 

Private Practice (alone). 

Deputation of the Junior Bar, a thousand strong, 
shirking their military responsibilities. 

Master of the Bevels of Gray’s Inn, in wig and 
Maske of Flowers, on horseback. 

Deputation of the Junior Bar, with Bar-maids, 
dancing. 

Treasurer of the Middle Temple seated in a car repre- 
senting a Smoking Concert in Hall. 

A Solicitor with briefs. 

Deputation of the Junior Bar, two thousand strong, 
in close attendance. 

Hungry Members of the L. C. Sessions who have not 
received “ soup.” 

The Eeoorder of Lmidon seated in his chariot. 



Banner with Recorder’s motto, “ Come one, come Hal l ! ” 

Fall Members of the L. C. Sessions who have received “ soup,” 
preceded by oj00.eer, in uniform of “ Marshal Tureen.” 

Sir George Lewis in a big case, drawn by Irritating Magistrates. 
Deputation of the Junior Bar, three thousand strong, prepared 

for actions. 

A car containing all the Judges, drawn by Mr. Ex- 
Solicitor-General on a single sheet. 

Sheriffs’ officers dancing. 

Trophy representing the Glories of the Past, including 
Effigies of John Doe and Richard Roe, and 
other celebrities. 

One-horse Fly of Mr. A. Briefless, Junior, 
occupied by Ids Clerk, 

The City Marshal alone, without Snelgrove. 

The Right Hon. the Lord Mayor in full forensic 
costume, consulting his Fee-book. 
Deputations from various Bars— Potters Bar, Crite- 
rion Bar, Old Turnpike Bars, and 
Sir Arthur Sullivan representing Bar of Music. 
It is suggested by the proposer of the programme 
that it would be useless to arrange for any large 
number of solicitors to be present. The members of 
that branch of the profession are invariable well 
employed during term time. But this consideration 
does not apply to the younger members of the Bar. 
It is understood that gentlemen duly qualified to 
take part in the procession can obtain full particulars 
by applying to Pump-handle Court, and asking (in 
the first instance) for Mr. Pobtington. 
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HOW KIPPER SLEW THE NEW EOREST HORNET. 

Chabtee III. — The Restoration, 

It was a terrible position. The goblin and the hornet glared at 
one another as fiercely as two ladies, who have got on the same 
patterned frocks. It was one of those moments when yon conld no 
more tell the honr by blowing thistle-down than attempt to make 
snowballs ont of hoar frost. Kipper was the first to recover his 
presence of mind. “ What do you want here? ” he shouted to the 
hornet with all the virtuous force which he could put into a voice 
not naturally bass. “What do you want here ? ” he repeated, more 
angrily : and, nearly cracking his organ of speech, he screamed, with 
a superb air of command, “Be off, you rascal! I say, be ofEI” 
The giant hornet smiled in that sort of way which gives an honest 
ladybird the creeps, as he growled, 

“What do I want? That girl!”— ana 
he pointed to the terrified Eglantine. 

“I’ll teach her to interfere in my 
business. I ’ve no quarrel with you, 

Kipper, so I strongly advise you to 
i mount your old homy-head ” (here the 
stag-beetle said a rude remark to him- t 

self), “ get out of my way, and let me / 

domyT^.” “ Never I ” cried Kipper, ^ 
drawing his fine sword-grass blade. v 
“ Come on I ” “01 Kipper, dear Kipper, 
don’t risk your life for me,” sighed 

Eglantine; “please don’t.” “Keep la 

quiet!” muttered Kipper, testily. h 

“Why do women always interfere in || V ^ 

these little matters ? ” Then to Nippabd 

he added, “Come on, you swaggering (f 

bully, you tormentor of every peaceful ^ 

inhabitant, you horrid tyrant, you ” 

But here the hornet, stung by these f — 
reproaches, tried to reply in similar hut ^ 
more practical fashion. Kipper, how- 
ever, was too quick for him, and gave 
him a sharp prod in the right wing just ^ 

as he was swooping down on the crouch- 
ing Eglantine, The stagheetle clapped ^ 
his horns together at the thrust, while ' -n. / / 
the toad waddled out of his hole and jL\ h 

took notes of the afiray without com- 
ment, for he had just as fine a sense of C v \ \n 

the v^ue of neutrality as Mr. G-ladstone W \ 1/ (/ A i yTn^ 

or the President of the United States. W 

Nippard, however, was in nowise die- i 

comtited and made another ferocious “ He recovered himself and 
dash, this time straight at Kipper, who 

fenced his sting, but got a bufiet on the head from the hornet’s 
body which almost knocked him ofi his legs. However, he re- 
covered himself and stood once more on guard. Eglantine mean- 
while had pressed some more wild mint between her fingers and 
anointed her champion’s brow. This seemed to refresh mm very 
much. As to the stagheetle, be was too frightened to do anything. 
So the fight continued, now Kipper got a good stroke, now Nippard 
wounded the goblin, but the hornet was never able to get full power 
into his sting, nor the goblin into bis sword, so nimble were both. 

At last Kipper, in parrying a most venomous onslaught, tripped 
and fell backwards, and, ere Eglantine or the stagheetle could come 
to his assistance, his foe had pounced upon him. It was a fearful 
sight as both struggled on the sward. At last Kipper’s blade was 
thrust with a shout of triumph into the monster’s body, and he stood 
on it as it fell. But alas ! scarcely had he done so, when he himself 
rolled lifeless beside the corpse of his enemy. He had forgotten that 


hornets, like wasps and writers of reminisoence*i, can still sting, when 
they no longer breathe. Eglantine and the stagheetle vainly < 
endeavoured to revive the ch^pion, who had won. He was as 
insensible to their attentions as is an ironclad ship to the persistence 
of an exploded torpedo. The stagheetle, who was getting rather 
weary from want oi refreshment, and hated “ scenes,” proposed that 
he should go and fetch assistance while Eglantine might watch 
the body. This she readily consented to do. Hardly had the beetle 
droned out of sight when she fiung herself upon the remains 

of the hero and shed many bitter tears ere she could speak. At 
last she cried in her anguish “ Oh ! my dearest, who was so good 
to me, come back, come hack, for I love you; yes! I lore you 
dearly,” 

Scarcely were the words out of her mouth when the little form of 
Kipper disappeared, and there arose in his place not a prince in 
velvet doublet and silken hose, but a 
well favoured man of about thirty, 
dressed in a tweed suit, with billycock 
hat to match. Eglantine, though very 
much surprised, was not the least bit 
i frightened, not even when the stranger 

^ i addressed her. ‘ ‘ Sweetest Eglantine,” 

he said, “ know that I am not a goblin, 
but a human being like yourseH. I 
/y I was fortunate enough to discover a mine 

f of virgin gold in Western Australia^ and 

^ property assianed to me hy 

Q ’ government. Selfishly I kept the 

I \ secret to myself, and thereby incurred 

anger of the King of the Gnomes, 
fl / /// ®‘ Pii^ishment for my sin against 

^'7 w welfare of humanity, caused me to 

m seized and transport^ here by the 

^ m Underground Antipodes Railway. In 
W this forest I was to abide in the repul- 
sive form of Kipper the Goblin, and to 
m make myself as disagreeable as possible 
m ^ everybody. I have done so, with 
W considerable success. Only one chance 
v\ of release was given to me, and that 
j \\ piire-heartsd maiden 

n should declare her love for me. My 
' case seemed hopeless ; hut you, darling, 
V have broken the spell, and restored me to 
3 ny real self. My true name is Archi- 
\ BALD Johnson. WiU you he Mrs. J. ? 

1 Eglantine, having no fixed ideas as 

f //^ ‘ I to “the proper age of love,” unhesita- 

I tingly answered “ Yes,” 

*‘He recovered himself and stood once more on guard,” So the inhabitants of the New Eorest, 

big and little, knew Eglantine no more, 
and her mother retired to a house in Grosvenor Square, where she 
was waited on by a butler who looked like a bishop, and by sixteen 
tall footmen, whose discharges from the Life Guards she had bought 
. at considerable expense to her son-in-law. But he was rich and 
happy, and his beautiful wife’s photographs were in all the stationers’ 
shop- windows. No trace of the great fight exists, except the^ body 
I of Nippard the Hornet, which the toad, with an eye to business, 

■ stuffed, and exhibits on bank holidays and Coronation Day to all the 
lower members of creation at four barleycorns a head ; moles, earth- 
. worms, and tadpoles half-price. He devotes part of the proceeds to 
I the Home for Decrepit Dormice, so it costs Mm nothing. As to the 
i stagheetle, he joined a travelling circus, after being painted wMte 
I with black spots. He was accidentally killed, when doing the hoop- 
l trick, and may now be seen labelled a “ Remarkable Specimen” in 
: the Natural History Museum at South Kensington, 

; THE END. 


CANINE SAGACITY IN EXCELSIS. 

Dear Sir, — ^I can vouch for the absolute accuracy of the following 
remarkable instance of canine sense and kindly feeling. My wife 
has a little pet dog, with a singvlaT penchant for hones, wMoh he is 
apt to litter about in inconvenient places. 

The other morning my wife diseoyered, under her pillow, a half- 
gnawed bone, evidently placed there hy Tim (the dog), who is 
accustomed to sleep at the foot of our bed. Now tMs is where the 
extraordinary intelligence comes in. Our doctor, on the previous 
day, had told my wife that she must take nourishment at frequent 
intervals, even, if necessary, in the middle of the night ; and, when 
the doctor said this, Tim was present I The devoted animal evi- 
dently thought tMs an excellent opportunity for serving Ms beloved 
mistress ; and consequently he sacrificed his best and most cherished 
hone, that she might have something to eat during the long night 
watches. What Mtruism is displayed by tMs selection of a hiding- 
place, and how it puts ns poor humans to the blush I 


It certainly was not the dog’s fault if a partially-gnawed bone 
I was not precisely the sort of delicacy likely to tempt my wife’s 
I capricious appetite. A do^ cannot be expeotea to know everything I 
I All honour to this noble-minded quadruped ! “ Xa plus noble con- 
qufle que Vhomme ait jamais faite^'* says Bupeon, “ c’esiJ”— 

; assurement noire Tim / Yours ever, Spectator. 

In a letter, published a while ago in the columns of Truths and 
pertinently entitled “ Cacophonous London,” Dr. George Weldon 
ably pointed out the evil effects upon the nervous system of the 
community caused by vagrant singers, shrieking newspaper boys, 

I German bands, piano organs, et hoc genus omne. We now notice 
;that Mr. Charles Fox, who is “organising a campaign”— tMs 
I organising is evidently on the homceopathio principle that “ like 
cures like ’’—against the nuisance, has addressed a meeting of the 
Balloon Society on the subject. But why the Balloon Society ? The 
“ cacophony ” complained of is not, unfortunately, in nuhibu$» 
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PEACE AND PLENTY. 

Notes e&om the Menu Gael of Toby, M.P. 

Hotel Metropole^ Wednesday Night , — Dinner inWhitehairRooms 
to celebrate completion of railway communication between Natal and 
South Africa. Occasion important ; list of guests comprehensive ; 
all the Colonies represented, whilst Don Jose, home from historic 
Spain, happily tynified the paternal British Lion glad to see its 
cubs around it. Walter Peace, Agent-Q-eneral for Natal, is the 
Amphitryon— /e veritable Amphitryon oil Von dine. As Sabk says, 
“ With Peace in the Chair and Plenty on the table, what more can 
one desire ? ” 

An excellent'dinner, marked by an innovation against which pro- 
test cannot be made too early. ^ Between the entree and the joint 

cigarettes served 
Worse stUl, they 
were lit and 
smoked ; timid- 
ly at first, but 
weak - minded 
men seeing 
others start also 
made themselves 
uncomfortable. 
Boom soon filled 
with poisonous 
smoke of tobacco 
and paper. Hike 
a cigar at dinner, 
or even two— in 
proper place. 
This spoiling of 
the palate mid- 
way through a 
meal was wanton 
fiying in the face 
of Providence 
who had next 
provided excel- 
lent saddle of 
Webh mutton. 
Custom of in- 
terpolating cigarette has not even colonial origin to recommend it, 

Nicbt” likes it, His true. But the British public scornfully asks, 
“ Who’s Kickx?” and will be no wiser if I tell them he’s a capitalist. 

After dinner, speeches. For a man whose breast is blazoned with 
Yictoria Cross, never saw anyone in such a funk as Bedvers Duller 
when he rose to reply to toast to the Army, Knees shook ; manly 
cheek blenched ; evidently moment when he contemplated turning 
his back on foe and bolting. But pluck of British soldier prevailed, 
and he pulled through. If alternative were open to him, would 
rather have gone through the Ashantee Campaign again, or worked 
his way once more through the sad Soudan. 

Nothing of this feeling apparent in demeanour of old friend 
Martin F. Tupper. General imprcsrion is that, like Sjbcakspeabe, 
he is dead. All amistake ; only changed his estate ; dropped his earlier 
initials ; assumed name of Charles, with a baronetcy, theG.C,M.G., 
the C.B., and the Erigh Commission ership of Canada. Talks prose 
now instead of poet^. But the old style indeKble, ineradicable. 
His speech to-night marked by all the prosy, kindly, commonplace 
verbosity of the Proverbial Philosophy of his earlier state, ^ 

Don Jose, rising to respond to toast of his health, met with hearty 
reception. Misguided man at end of room proposed to greet him as 
“a joUy good fellow.” Effort well meant; had the songster 
managed, at outset, to strike right note, the thing might have been 
done. As it was inappropriateness of this particular hymnal, com- 
bined with a certain flatness in the opening notes of the songster, 
chilled the choir. As Sark says, “ jollity not precisely the quality 
one associates with Joe.” So the melody, after feebly fizzling round 
the tables, was drowned in burst of laughter. 

Occasion was, as Don JosI: remarked, first tme he had publicly 
appeared in capacity of Minister for the Colonies. In every way 
a nappy one. A gathering representing the uttermost comers of the 
Empire, each vying with the other in loyalty to Crown. New Secre- 
tary, with easy grace, rose to height of situation. Struck lofty note 
in his picture of our feUow-subjeofcs throughout the world recognis- 
ing the great inheritance that has befallen them by mere virtue of 
their citizenship. “ They must feel,” he said, in ringing voice that 
found echo in the crowded room, ** that no separate existence, how- 
ever splendid, could compare with that they enjoy equally with our- 
selves as joint heirs of all the traditions of the past, joint partakers 
of all the influence, resonroes, and power of the British Empire.” 

A speech not too long, splendidly pitched, admirably phrased, full of 
the old Palmerstonian ring, and yet, if closely examined, signifying 
nothing likely to embarrass a Minister in future relations either 


with Colonies or foreign powers. Just the thing'^for the hour, and 
the place. Full of promise for fresh triumphs for Bon JosI; on the 
new pathway he surprised some people by selecting as his own. 

After the Colonial Secretary, the Lord High Admiral. Don 
Currie, also, though iu quite a different way, in his best form. 
Could not look upon him as with clasped hands, and eyes upraised to 
a perturbed firmament, he protested against continued absence of 
imperial subvention of mail packets to the Cape, without thinking 
what a tragedian is here lost to the stage I 

Threw quite afresh light on the Spanish Armada. ‘‘Why,” he 
exclaimed, “the Spanish Armada, with the assistance of Portugal 
and Mexico, did not include as many ships as are under my manage- 
ment in the Castle fleet I ” 

“ Let ns he grateful,” said Sark, as the man in the hat and cloak 
department handed him through the pigeon-hole someone else’s 
overcoat, “ that Don Currie was not horn before his time or out of 
his place. Had he been a subject of Philip the Second, he would 
certainly have commanded the Armada. In which case the whole 
course of history would have been changed, and to-day Great Britain 
would have been even as Cuba.” 


THE NEW WOMAN IN SOMERSET. 

{Told hy the Old Woman at the Farm.) 

’Twebe market day, and John were late, 

I thart o’ steppin’ out up t’ hill. 

When there in u road, ’gin barton gate, 

I see a body, sim faint aud ill. 

’Twere one o’ these yer cyclist folk. 

Us ha* n’t tin mneh on ’em Q^nantock way, 

Bat Bobert to Lunnon, he ’ve often spoke 
O’ women in hreeks— more shame, I say. 

Well, there 1 ’twere one on ’em, sure as sure ; 

Look fair a-doneded— her must ha’ biu — 

So, hreeks or no, when her knock on t’ door, 

“ Wark in,” I says to her. “ Plase to work in.” 

Her ’d a summat to eat and drink, and then 
Her do tark so fast as a chatter-pie 
’Bout ’t rights o’ women, and tyrant men, 

I tellee, her fair a-flummoxed I. 

Such a power o’ words, sim Latin and Greek, 

As you oouldu’t tell up not one in ten , 

And her said as ns art for to vote and speak, 

And be in t’ Parliament, same as men. 

And a tarr’ble plenty o’ nonsense more— 

The things some folk do get putt’n about 
Afore John come home, ns opened t’ door. 

And “Wark out, wall ee?” I says, “Wark out ! ” 


What’s in a Name ? — ^The Hampshire County Council is dubious 
whether it should surrender the title of “ County of Southampton ” 
to the great borough, which Sir Charles Scotter has so greatly 
benefit^. Why not call the county Cockhamijtoiishire, a cognomen 
which would enchants its supremacy over the district with a similar, 
hut northern appellation? Those sensible county magnates the 
Messrs. Portal are ^ways open to a practical suggestion. 


Song for the Shipbuilding Trade. 

{On the Clyde.) 

[What is called a “ sympathetic ” look-out has been carried out by the 
employers on the Clyde, in consequence of a strike on the Larne at BeliaBt], 

Labour {after a celebrated model) ^ loquitur 

I SITS with my hands in my lap. 

And if any one axes me why, 

I points out Belfast to the chap ; 

“ It is ‘ sympathy ’ makes me,” says I. 


“ Speed the Parting, welcome the coming Guest,” or “ The 
‘ Outs and Ins ’ op it.” — Lord Rosebery left Sandringham, and 
Mr, Chamberlun arrived. 


** 0 Befoim: it Altogether I ’’—The Lord Mayor’s Show is a 
thing of the past. It was better done last Saturday than it has been 
on any recent occasion. But it would be “ better done” — away witlu 


To Mr. Chamberlain as Coloioai Minister. — Many Happy 
Betums of Ms “ Natal ” Bay. 



VOL. cix. 
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‘THE EYE OF THE LAW.” 

{ouggestea by e^'tain recent Gases in <mr Folice Courts.) 



Notbubir 16 , 1895 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON OHARIVARL 



-Diii * Tv-nvrn o marriageable peers and American beiresses is now ezliaiisled, and 

JaUUiNilAKUUl HxiAi/UN (jo. that we may hear no more of these international engagements, 

I l“t week of the nndergradnate in relation to his dog 

This week I should hke to say a few words of the. nndergradnate in 
twn and final end of the Marlborongh-Yanderfiilt weddmg. .A^ relation to Ms clothes. It seems to be generally imagined that the 

undergraduate is addicted' to dressing himself out m the smartest 
piti w, tin Jwssible clothes for his daUy stroll along King’s Parade or the High. 

PpTbaTO*rtiP^rJ^^ti^'niJ^'i!i^pTf’n^hf^t!!,t*fp°'hl°wtmtfl*^ Nothing Can be further from the fact. The error is probably due. to 

Splendidly maociirate descriptions of university ^e/with which 
^^^el Tcaders have been of late perplexed. From these it might be 
TTnnfiA^nf^TAr?/ supposed that the Undergraduate was in the habit of changing Ms 

fn A+ clothes some six times a day merely for purposes of display, aud of 

not be allowed to blast a young man s career at its very outset. reserving Ms very smartest suit for the daily visit that he pays to 

^ XI . P the gorgeous gambling-hells which are, as we a\l know, to he found 

Noe possibly we the Yandeebiits altogether in fanlt. They '^y score in the suburban districts of Oxford and Cambridge, 
possess many millions, and it is perhaps natnral that they should 

detire to celebrate the marriage rf their daughter by spending some As a matter of fact, the average nndergradnate is, in matters of 
of their dollars on diamonds, mbies, gold, silver, and exotic fiowers. dress, the simplest of mankind. His great ideal is comfort, and as 
But what is offensive ahont the business is the morbid excitement old clothes are naturally more comfortable than new, it is quite a 
of the American public. The Ameriom public may declare that it common sight to see great Blues, presidents of clubs, shining lights 
was not excited ; but, in that case, it is difficult to understand why of the river, the field, or the schools arrayed in Norfolk jackets, iu 
its newspaper proprietors should have deeded their columns with ■feronsera on wMch at least two winters have laid their defacing hand, 
descriptive gush in wMoh not even the bride’s underclothing is and in shirts which, though of an immaculate cleanness, show 
; spared from publicity. evident signs of wear and tear in the cuff department. 

I Moeeovee, this marriage was rehearsed, I don’t tMnk I am It must he remembered that the ordinary urdergraduate only 
putting the matter too strongly when I say that tMs constitutes an wears the clothes of civilisation for about half of every day. During 
outrage not only on good taste, hut on all proper religions feeling, the rest of the time he is to be found in the garb most appropriate to 
I imagine the happy pair bowmg and kneeling with their bridesmaids Ms atMetio pursuits. In the case of a rowing man, these extend 
and attendants, and the weeping maiden aunts who are never absent only to within six inches of his knees, and spectators have been heard 
from snob a ceremony, going solemnly through the intricate maze of to wonder how such large and heavy frames can be supported on so 
responses, while a mock clergyman reads a mock service aud all the melancholy a deficiency of calves. I don’t know how it is, but it is 
spectators indulge in a mockery of emotion and congratulation. For a fact that if a rowing stands more tiian seventy-two inohes in 
myself I would as soon re-marry a hearse, as rehearse a marriage. height, the girth of his calves will not exceed some ten inches. 

The whole business is, in fact, an illustration of that passion for Ie in writing thus of undergraduate dress I have destroyed a 
tawdry display aud vulgar ostentation in which the great American cherished illusion, I can only express my r^et ; but I have a strong 
Republic seems to have gone not one hut about a mulion better (or feeling that the truth should be at last made to prevail, even against 
worse) than the parent stock, I sincerely hope that the supply of the inexactitudes of university novelists. 
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THE MARVELLOUS FEAT OF TREE-ILBY SVENGALiVANISEDI 


tootsies ! Trilby's UqU w«w — — — , _ '•» ij. >» • j-v n u » 

There no mistake, **0 don^t you romeinhor swoet Alice, Sen JBolt, is tJie old soug^ 

They take the cake, which, at first, Miss Trilby O'Ferrall “ cannot sing,” hut which, 

Do model feet ! ” when hypnotised hy Satanical Svengali, she does sing; and, with 

Chonis of Topdar 'Nigger Song^ adapted, with one or two other ancient ditties in her rather limited 

The state of those ^rho have read the novel before sedng the play, rSpertoire, she mates Svengah’s fpitoe. The Diva is beaten and 

is gradons; the state of those who have seen the play wiihout having kicked by the savage Svengah (nrt in ttie presmoe ot tte andi^ce) 

® as if she were his slave, and he the hrutal slave-driver. Jbsut, 

why this treatment, if he has only to hypnotise her in order to 
render her obedient to his slightest wish f It is, I suppose, 
considered necessary he should do so, in order to excite our 
compassion for his viothn, the unfortunate Miss Trilby^ and so to 
bring down upon him the just chastisement which is the immediate 
cause of his death. Otherwise, as Svengali has told her he loves 
her, and as she (hypnotised of course) becomes his wife, why this 
horrible ill-treatment? This seems to me to be the only weak 
point in the plot of Paul Potter’s undeniably; clever and most 
effective rfay. But surely SvengalVs diabolically jealous hatred of 
^'Little Millee,^^ his suceessfnl rival in the affections of Trilby 
fwhen unhypnotised) would be sufficient motive for the brutal 
insult he inflicts on Miss O^FerraWs faithful, but insignificant, 
little lover, and for which, at the hands of the strong man, Taffy, 
the fiend-like Svengali has to pay with his life. 

“ Paul Pottee,” a name hitherto historically associated with the 
celebrated “ Bull,” not Papal but pictorial, now about two centuriei 
old, has hit the bull’s-eye this time, and will realise a good round 
sum from John “of that ilk.” Thoroughly does Paul deserve it 
for his audacious ingenuity and his diring disregard of dramatic i 
conventionality. His third act, in which there is hardly any action i 
until the second entrance of Svengali, is so contrived that a few 
persons narrating in dialogue what they are supposed to see hap- 
7\ pening off the stage, work up the excitement oi the audience to 

r such a pitch that they instinctively cry “hush!” in order that 
they too may join with the characters on the scene in listening to 
the voice of an invisible Trilby singing the hackneyed ditty “ Ben 
BoW^ ! This is a triumph due to the dramatist, to Messrs. Lionel 
Brough (The Laird), Mr. Edmund Maueice (Taffy), and Mr. 
Patrick Evans (Little Billee), with Miss Eilippi as Madame 
Vinard, 

In this scene Mr, Tree’s Svengali is no longer the squalid Fagin, 
but is like the old pictures of Paganini, the famous violinist, decked 
with the jewellery of the once celebrated “ Mons. Jullibn.” How 
comes the exhibition of Svengah^ s venomous hatred for Little Billee, 
in whose face he spits ; a horrible and revolting thing to see done on 
the stage, even though we know he is “ only purtendin’.” For 
this disgusting exhibition of temper, he is half strangled by the 
Welsh giant Taffy, 

Trilby, no longer under the hypnotic infiuence of Svengali, sings 
horribly out of tune; the audience are supposed to rise in their 
wrath and threaten to wreck the house (rather a strong order this, 
but, as I have hinted, what no other dramatist dares PoTT]p dpes); 
and then the miserable Svengali, after writhing and twisting in his 
last agony, and “doing a back-fall” across a table with his head 
downwards towards the foot-lights, his breath shaken out of his 
. body, his hair out of curl, his eyes staring horribly, dies, —a terrible 
I topsy-turvy death never before seen on any stage, 

) In the last Act poor ill-used Miss O'Ferrall also dies. The 

dramatist has prevented this scene from being an anti-cHmax, 
wherein lay the danger, by preparing the audience with a weird 
story told by Zouzou (Mr. Herbert Boss) of his having seen the 
ghost of Svengali, who, soon afterwards, appears as a portrait of 
himself— not “ a speaking likeness, ’ as he does not utter a syllable, 

. —done in “luminous paint,” within a picture-frame which has been 
forwarded as a nice little wedding present to 
Miss O'Ferrall on the eve of her marriage , 

with Little Billee, accompanied by a letter in ^ i if v J 

Svengah' s handwriting, sentprobaTalythroTigh 
the iiifernal agency of the Bead Letter Office 
authorities. Thus the Satanical Svengali, wKl/Hj ' 

taking a hint from the Commendatore’s 7/ 

statue in Don Giovanni, dominates the play 
till the final descent of the curtain. 

^ _ Miss BoeotheaBaied, with naked tootsies /a 

I .. Mr, Tree Svengalivanting, ‘‘Ton must learn to love me! ” naked eye— she is henceforth //' 

, “Miss Bollt BAXRD-feet”— cannot he rm- W 


he is as loathsome as ‘Hyde without J ekyl : he is the Spirit of Evil in 
the story of the Bevil’s Violin ; he is the haunting, cringing fiend in 
the Shadowless Man ; he is, in fact, the very Beuce himself. 



Mr, Tree Svengalivantiitg, *‘Xou must learn to love me! ” 


previously the novel, is the more gracious, Svengali, the weird, proved on as the pretty, gay, sad, mueh-snffer- <t a -b • 

miwashcd Hebrew, the fantastical, musical magician, so dominates ing, hypnotised Of all possible Trilby s, ^ i 

the story, that the author of his bemg will he remembered as Q-eoegb “ Baird *s the Best.’’ The play could not he ™ 

/jffw Mauboje. And Svengah the ^tanical, marvdlously imperso- better acted all round. The French Due, for- 

nate^ hy Mr. Beebbohm Tree, stands out as the central figure of the merly Zouzou the Zouave, is first-rate. Mr. ^ ' 

strange unconventionm ^aina at the Haymarket. It isn’t TW%, Chables Allan, as a respectable English Archdeacon, finding 

the hypnotised subject, oui Svenrnk, the fearful “ object” the dirfy himself in Bohemian Paris, is excellent. The success of Trilby, with 

demonmc h3^notmer, on _w^m all eyes are ^ed, and m whom the her nude tootsies, may give new life to the ancient slang inquiry, 

interest is centred. He is Shylock and Fagin, MepHstophelesised ; “How’s your poor feet?” 
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MODERN EDUCATION. 


She (fo athletic cousin). “Do yor wobk mttoh at Cambbidoe! ” 
Se. Yis ; when I 'tb time 1” 


CABBY; OR, REMINISCENCES OF THE RANK AND THE ROAD. 

{By Hansom Jack,”) 

Ko. XI. ■— CABBY’S ITOTES OK KOYEMBER-FOG ON THE 
FIFTH— A PYROTECHNIC FARE— ASTRAY IN THE 
SUBXJRBS-FIREW'ORKS IN FOGLAND. 

“Re]jo]oer, remember, the fifth o’ November ” ? You bet if there ’s 
any one aoes, ’tis a Cabby. 

November’s the month 'when aU London’s smudged out, and the 
Cookneyist driver runs wild as a babby. 

Eugh I I ooTild tell you some ohump-chiUmg tales about life on the 
box in a London peasouper, 

Which ’im who would stand, after twenty or so, must be ’ard as tin- 
tacks, and as tough as a trooper. 

“ Jimioiny-whiz I ” as Yajstk MusHunuRBES puts it, our sububs in 
frost, ivith a fog, is tremenjous. 

And arter a few ’ours cold crawl up to ^Ampstead, we long for a 
something to mend us or hend us, ^ . 

We don’t care much which, till the rum ’ot ’as warmed us. Ah I 
life is a matter of cumf aole feeling. 

And if it’s ■wuth living or not is a question of temperytoor; that 
there ain’t no concealing. 

Wy, a chap warm, and one chilled to the marrer, is no more alike 
than hegg-flip and a Mciole. , 

Lose me about Peokham Rye in a fog, and I ’d kick a stray dog, or 
knock over a bicycle. 


Darkness as lets you drive mio a lamp-post, and makes your shirt 
feel just like moist paper-mashy, 

WoTud make a harkangel a porkypine; speshul if you’ve a lamp 
i?K£A broke, and the branches are splashy. 

You j ust take a saint or a syrup, and gifc ’im to drive a'cross fare, T in 
“j Streatham, [and if ’e don’t let ’ em 

running into a churchyard or up a blind halley, 
Fly frequent and free, words beginning in d, and a few more loud 
letters, as bring conserlation 

In tri^ and tantrums to cabbies and gents, you can make ’im aroh- 
biehop without consecration I 


1 ’m nuts upon good old November— sometimes — ^though, when fog 
isn’t on, and there ain’t too much drizzle, 

A spin through the sububs about ten o’clock, on the fifth, when the 
place seems afiare and a fizzle 

With bonfires and fireworks, and up through the tree-tops the rockets 
go whizzing and busting like winking ; 

Wy, somehow it makes me feel j'ust like a boy again; not a bad 
feeling, at least to my thinking. 

Some years agone, on a damp, misty Guy-night, a jolly-faced gent, 
witi one eye, and a bundle 

As looked like a parcel o’ props, came towards me a-trottin’ as brisk 
as ’is short legs could trundle ; 

“ Take me to Tooting ? ” ’e garsps. “ -4^ a price, Sir,” I arnsers ’im 
shaip.^ “ Right 1 ” sez ’e ; “ put a name to it I ” 

‘ ‘ Fog ’s thickenin’ up, Sir,” I st z. “If you ’re game to say — so-much 
— ^I ’m on,” And the old gent was game to it. 


Fust we ’d a liquor, and then ’e sez “ Fireworks I ” a-bossing 
’is bundle with one heye a-glitter. [I sez with a titter. 

“ Don’t blow us up. Sir, I ain’t got no licence to carry hexplosives,” 

“JYoung ’xms a-waiting at Tooting,” ’e sez ; “so drive sharp, and I 
won't be too tight on the pocket ; 

I do like a good firework frolic, with boys, though I blew this heye 
out — as a boy — ^with a rocket.” 


“ Plucky old cock, and most pleasant ! ” thinks I, tooling off at full 
trot with old Brock. “ Here ’s a barney ! ” 

But I was a mossel too previous this time, as I jolly well found 
when arf way through my journey. 

Just this side o’ Balham the fog grew— well black I There ain’t no 
other word for it. Black as Thames banks are. 

And thick as their mud. If you arsk where we got, you cam’t know 
what a London Pertikler’s queer pranks are. 


We got everywhere save to Tooting, I fancy. Slap on to a common, 
bang into a river. 

Or something dashed like it ; I stuck to the box till my fingers were 
ice and my spine all a-shiver ; 

Then took out my lamp, and led Molly a mile or so. ’Twasn’t no 
good. We pulled up in a medder, 

Aside of a ditch wich I bloomin’ near plumped in. “ Hillo ! ” sez 
old Brock. ‘ ‘ That was nearly a header ! ” 

Tarhlow Vivong I Not so very much vivong^ though, seeing the lot 
was ’arf dead with the chatters, 

“ Well.” sez old One-heye, “where are we, I wonder ? Two guys — 
without bonfires ! As mad as two ’atters 

To try it so fur. ’Ave a nip I Ah ! that *s better. Don’t grizzle ! 
Neat brandy, like love and like ire, works 

In warming one up. If we could draw attention. By Jove I ’Appy 
thought 1 1 H’e will let off some fireworks ! ! I ” 

So said, and so done I Talk of pantermines I Scott ! If you ’d seen 
hus two shivering, wropt-up, grey ghostes. 

Like two steaming bundles, a tumblmg around, fixing rockets and 
catherine-wheds to damp postes, 

And striking of splutfrirg fusees, you ’d ’a’ thought we was demons 
a doin’ of Guy Fox’s duties. 

At last- whizz 1 Away went a couple of rockets a-rending the fog, 
reg’lar red-and-green beauties. 

Don’t talk of Der Fry shoots! We looked like a party of spooks 
celebrating the fifth in old bogland ; ^ , 

Wy even poor pricked up ’er froze ears at this “ Whistler-like 

picter of Fireworks in Fogland.” . , , . 

As old One-heye called it, wotever ’e meant. But it ’ad its effect 
though, for torches come fiaiing, , , 

And voices come ’owling across the damp flats, to inquire wot it was 
that still neighbourhood scaring. 


“ Wy JSuncle / / ! ” a sharp little nipper voice squeaks as the pirty 
drew nigh. Cries old Brock, “ Wot, yoxing Teddy I ” 

We wasn’t a biw-shot away from the ’ouse where old One-heye was 
due, and the Guy-games all ready, ^ ^ 

Though boshed by the fog I Talk of larfter and liquor! I don’t 
think I eyer felt dryer, or wetter, _ , . ^ ^ 

But of both 'them taps, larx and lap, I don’t care if on no 6hiy Fox 
night I don’t get more, or better I 
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A TALE OE THE TOLL’D. 

Peesbnt Etonians ongtt to 
hail mth delight the prospect 
of the approacning abolition of 
the Windsor Bridge Toll. A 
decade ago it caused— and, 
doubtless, does so still— -many 
a piecodons D to escape the 
lips of infuriated Oppidans 
going to town on Saturday-to- 
Monday “ leaye.’^ Thus 

Scene— dame*s^^ house 
in Keat^s Lane ; walUeved^ 
knoch-knee^d^ sleeping Rosi' 
nante attached to prehistoric 
Windsor “/y,” with oldest 
inhabitant — also asleep^ on 
box^ waiting outside* 

Time — Winter: immediately 
after ** early school*^ Enter 
hurriedly three Etonians 
who take 

First Etonian* Ju»t six 
minntesforthe traini {Shout- 
ing at driver.) To the station 
—and drive like blazes I 
Second E* Drive like Jehn! 
Third E. {a wag)* “Drive’’ 
Hke W. O-hnl (Third E, 
promptly sat upon by his C07n- 
panions*) 

lEosinante and Driver wake 
up and succeed in making 
astonishing pace up High 
Street^ but pull up half-way 
across Windsor Bridge* 
First E* (having forgotten 
the “ toll ”). 'TOat in thunder 
are yon pnlling up for ? 
Driver* Toll, Sir, 

Second E. Can’t wait for the 
toll. Drive on I 
IBut Horatius too good a 



keeper and exacts tax* 
Unwonted opulence of Eto- 
nians, who have nothing 
“ less than a ten-shilling 
piece ” .* consequent delays 
nearly two minutes — for 
change* Chorus from 
Cah~^ — 1 1 

[,They^ arrive in station to find 
train just steamed out* 
Chorus (“ m which the 

Driver also joins ”) ! ! ! 

Result — Next train not 
starting for an hour-and-a- 
half that period is spent, 
with 7nuch consumption of 
consolatory cherry brandy, 
at Layton’s. 

So that the Windsor Bridge 
toll was altogether a demora- 
lising institution. 


Last W ores.— Said the then 
Lord Mayor (as reported in 
the Standard), now Ex-Lord 
Mayob, at the Barnato Ban- 
quet given by his Ex-Lord- 
ship, then Lordship, at the 
Munching House : “ What- 

ever mistakes I might have 
made during the past twelve 
months, I am sure that I have 
made no mistake this night, 
(Applause.y^ Odd ! Why, 
Ex-Lord Mayor Eenals never 
made a greater mistake in 
thinking he hadn’t made any 
mistakes, and no mistake I 


FROM ERIN. 

B^i^taurant Waiter* “ Bill, Sore ? Yes, Sorb. It 's Foivb-and-Six- 
PENOE INOLUDINO THE ClOYAR, AND THAT MAKES SiX SHILLINGS SOBB 1 ” 


Nice eob Cold Weatbeb. 
— “ A Wrap o’ the Knuckles ” 
(suggested by A Chili 
Widow)* 


JOSEPff S DEEAM. 


THE IMPEEIAL PEDEEALIST’S YADE MECUM. 


(A New Song to an Old Setting*) 

fMr.^ Chamberlain has apparently satisfied himself that Imperial Fede- 
ration is not a mere dream, as many among ns and in the Colonies still regard 
it. Such dreams, he remarked, hare a way of bein^ realised, “It is a 
dream that appeals to the highest sentiments of patriotism, and even of our 
material interests. It is a dream calculated to stimulate and improve every 
one who cares for the future of the Anglo-Saxon race.’ — Mercury *'\ 

Aib — ‘ ‘ Let me Dream A gainf* New Colonial Minister carolleth : — 

OuB sun’s not setting, as fools said of late, 

Nor shall it, whilst I stand at England’s gate I 
The cheers are ringing at the words I say, 

As I point the Kingdom to the Federal way. 

I say it appeals to our patriot sentiment, 

And the Colonies are gathering round in calm content : 

Is this a dream ? Then w afing would be pain. 

Oh, do not wake me I Let me dream again ! 

The thought is striking, one to make man tower, 

Of the Federation of Old England’s power. 

Onr children grow up as time onward glides, 

But though youth may pass away, home-love abides. 

The Little-Englanders were wrong, somehow. 

They said we must part ; ah ! but dare they say so now ? 

Is this a dream ? Then waking would be pain. 

Oh, do not wake me I Let me dream again I 


Gole is becoming quite the rage in the United States, A game 
which has been describe d as “hitting a ball in the morning and 
spending the afternoon in search of it ” might have been thought too 
slow for Cousin Jonathan. Hot a bit of it. The lynx-eyed 
American eagle has developed^ a keen eye for the links, and the 
best green is said to be in the neighbourhood of Bunker’s Hill, 


Gross Ingbatitudb towabds Two Old Public Favourites.— At 
Portsmouth municipal elections Messrs. Cox and Box were at the 
bottom of the poll in their respective wards. 


Question* Is not the idea of the Federation of the British Empire 
merely a dream ? 

Answer, Scarcely, since the matter has attracted the attention of 
Mr. Chamberlain, who is hardly a visionary. 

Q* Has public opinion anent the question seen any change of late ? 

A. Distinctly. The idea is at this moment popular. Ten years 
ago, wbat may now be called a dream was regarded as a nightmare, 

Q* What is the chief difiB.oulty in the way of Imperial Federation? 

A* The varieties of race. A Canadian is scarcely an Australian, 
and there is little in common between a Hindoo and a native of the 
Cape, 

Q. But cannot much be done in the direction of merging the 
cosmopolitan elements of the British Empire into one huge family 
by establishing under the shadow of the Union Jack the penny post ? 

A, Such is the opinion of Mr, Hennikeb-Hbaton, M.P. 

Q. And could not free trade for the colonies, as distingnithed from 
protection applied to foreign countries, he successfully employed ? 

A* Such 18 the opinion of several Members of the Government. 

Q. Has any other plan occurred to the patriotic statesman P 

A* Tes; it has been believed that a general tax for the Hational 
Defence would be a bond of nnion between the colonies and the 
mother country. 

Q, Does there not already exist a stronger tie than taxation ? 

A* Certainly. The Empire has a common friend, adviser, 
amuser, and instructor, beloved of all the world. 

Q. Does, then, the profound respect felt for this popular personage 
keep the Empire in accord ? 

A, Unquestionably. The popular personage represents not only 
Britons at home, but Britons beyond the sea. 

Q* And where is this popular personage found ? 

A* In every part of the colonies, in India, in China, in fact, every- 
I where. 

Q* But has not this popular personage headquarters in London ? 

! A* He has, at 85, Fleet Street. 


Wanted Immediately,— A key for the dead-lock in the ship- 
building trade. 
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C5TCLING IN RUSSIA. 

[^e onljr lady-C3'clist in St. Petersburg has lately met with an accident, 
and is now in hospital. The police will issue no more permits to women.] 

Fair Bdrinya, why did you go and tumhle off your wheel P 
Your sad mishap has roused Yon Wahl’s and all his minions’ zeal — 
He vows that ladies now no more shall ride their horse of steel ! 

What was it that upset you ? Was it, pray, the great Frospekt, 
With those six-sided wooden blocks that here and there project, 

Or else its three-mile tram-line, where your giddy “ sveefi ” was 
wrecked ? 

Or were you racing, ’gainst the rules, along the English Ouay, 

And trying to inaugurate a Enssiau Battersea, 

Of threading the MUionaya with over-rapid glee ? 

Perhaps ’twas on Yelagin Isle you were careering round, 

And ran into the flower-beds or the ponds that there abound, 

Or bumped against a drunk muzMk^ that brought you to the ground. 

j Whatever it was, the fact remains, your fatal lack of skill 
I In “Peter” future lady-bikes has stopped for ^ood or iU— • 

Come over, then, to London, and enjoy your dmly spill I 

Poker Chits erom the Gold Coast. ■— By rejecting Great 
Britain’s ultimatum^ the King of Goohassie has paid his “ ante.” 
The next move wOl— in all probability— be the surrender of his 
Ash-antee. 

Appropriate.— By what law are water rates settled? By 
Torren{t)8’ Act. 

A Hew Terror in the London Streets,- The Policeman, 


HAMEINAMEil 

The example of Mr. ’EnrtHauthor Jones, in dropping the Jones 
and sticking to the ’Enrt Hauthor, wDl probably be followed by 
Sir Edward Burne-Jones, who will henceforth figure as Sir 
Edward Burn. Pity this idea never occurred to the renowned 
architect, Inigo Jones. How much nobler to remain in the annals 
of yonr country simply as “ Inigo.” 

Isn’t “Jones” a Welsh name? Will Cambria disown Jones? 
Oh, let the dramatist pause before ifc be too late ’!Ks true that “ a 
Jones by auy other name will write as well,” hut he haB written 
well enough as our own “ ’Enrt Hauthor,” and we beseech him ti 
spare his family tree, not to lop off a single bougb, and to remain 
J ONES till the last act is over, and the curtain descends to general 
applause. We can understand an author of the name of “ Dam.” 
ohangiog his name, or altering it to “ Geandam,” but that Jones, 
successful, jubilant Jones, should do this thing I Hay, by onr hali- 
dom I Let ns give H. A. J. our own immortal advice, wMch applies 
as well to a person about to change his name as to a person about to 
marry— “ D<mt I ” 

Minor Critic on Minor Poet. 

This Minor Poet is an ass, 

As is the common w^ of them. 

They ’re “ fieshly,” and “ aU fiesh is grass ” ; 

And— that ’s why we “ make hay of ihem” I 

On Lord Salisbury’s memorable Speech at the Lord Mayor’s 
Banquet, Hovember 9.—“ Hope told a flattering tale.” — Old 
Song, 

Shakspeare in the City (adapted by Ex-Lord Mayor Benals). 
— “ Let us hear Barnato speak of this.”— Act L, Sc, 1. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Mr. Punch is obTiously not tlie most fitting 
person to review Ms own Mstory. It lias been 
enongb for Mm during the last fifty-fomr 
years to make it. But a word must be said in 
these columns of The History of Punch, just 
issued in a handsome volume by Messrs. 
Cassei . . Through four years Mr. Spielmaistn 
has been engaged upon what he indicates on 
every page has proved a labour of love. There 
was danger that enthusiastic admiration for 
the subject might induce in the author a 
fulsome tone that would have been fatal to 
the historical and literary value of the book. 
Mr. Spielmann happily avoids that pitfall. 
He is, upon occasion, sternly and, my Baronite 
adds, justly critical. But it is the personal 
traits m his story that will most attract. In 
Ms pages there live once more for the world, 
seen iu.the borrowed but skiHuUy managed 

wlose 'memorie^ are ever%nshrined’ in the 
hearts of those who still from week to week 
gather round the old “Mahogany Tree.*^ 
Mark Lemon, Shirley BroorSjToh Taylor, 
Leech, Keene, Douglas Jereold, The Pro- 
PESSOR, Tom Hood, Thackeray, DickyDoyle, 
William Bradbury, Gr, A, aBeckett and, a 
generation later, his gifted son Gtil— all, all 
are gone, the once familiar faces. They are 
met with again in Mr. Spielmann's book, the 
pen and pencil sketches illustrated by admir- 
ably rej^roduoed contemporary portraits. The 
inner Mstory of Punch is a subject that has 
ever had a fascination for the British public. 
Attempts, more or less futile, to gratify the 
desired acquaintance have beenmade at various 
times through the last thirty years. Mr. 
Spielmann has not only brought singular 
aptitude ti the task assigned to himself, but 
has had the advantage of the cordial assist- 
ance of divers men having personal know- 
ledge of events they record and personages 
of whom they speak. Mr, Punch desires to 
add his testimony to the general approval the 
History has received by the voice of the 
Press. The work, full of difficulty and not 
without delicacy, is thoroughly well done. 
Looking at Mmself in the mirror held up by 
Mr. Spielmann, Mr, Punch fiuds no fiaw in 
the glass. 

My Baronite would not advise those about 
to travel to take passage by auy sMp, whither- 
soever bound, of the start whereof Clark 
Eussell knows anything. His cruisers mostly 
set out in fine weather, with swelling breeze, in 
the full sunshine of circumstance. Then 
comes a hitch, and there follow the most 
blood-curdling adventures that ever happened i 
since men first began to go down to do Dusi- i 
ness in the great waters. The marvel of it is 
that Mr, Eussell*s imagination never flags, 
nor is he ever at loss for those minute details 
which, skilfully and artistically piled np, go 
to make a living picture. Heart of Oak, his 
last workj just published by Chaito and 
W iNDUS, IS worthy to take its place in the 
matchless roll of his sea stories. Of living 
writers Mr. Russell, alike in style and 
method, most nearly approaches the classic 
standard of Defoe, n his last work he has 
captured the stormy seas south of Cape 
Horn, brings home their turmoil, their snow 
squalls, their icebergs, and a general sense of 
their desolation to ^e gentleman of England 
who sits at home at ease. That historic 
person’s opportunity of making acquaintance 
with those interesting parts is decidedly more 
agreeable and, under Mr. Clark Bussell’s 
guidance, is scarcely less informing than a 
voyage in the Lady Emma, a vessel of six 
hundred tons, wMch was the sad fate of the 
principal characters in tMs thrlUing story. 

The Baron feels it incumbent upon Mm to 
correct a statanent in Mr, T. H. S. Escott’s 

















“What I An Actress without Shoes or 
Stockings I I never heard op such a 
thing! I SHOULD LIKE TO KNOW WHAT 
People would sat ip 1 were to go flaunt- 
ing ABOUT ON THE STAGE WITH BARE EeET I ” 

most readable and interesting work, entitled 
Platform, Press, Politics, and Play, wMch, 
if allowed to go uncontradioted, would thereby 
allow a great error to creep into University 
and Dramatic History. Mr. Escotx says 
that the late Mr, Alfred Thompson “had, 
together with several others, been one of the 
A. D. C.’s founders at Cambridge.” TMs is 
not so ; Mr. Alfred Thompson had taken Ms 
degree, and “ gone down,” some four years 
before the A, D. C. was founded ; vide preface 
to Personal Reminiscences of the A, I ), C,, 
first paragraph, and also p. xi. of the same. 
Mr. Escott is a most entertaining companion, 
as is also Mr. Henry Bussell, whose pro- 
fession was for years “entertaining,” and 
who wrote such songs as the world will not 
willinglyletdie. “ TToodman Sparethat Tree*^ 
is one of them. The Bussell Beminiscences 
(published by Macouebn, in one volume, i 
eutitled “ Cheer, Soys, Cheer ! ”) the ! 
Baron must take leave to correct on one 
point,^ Henry Bussell alludes to * ‘ that Ms- 
tinguisbed Punch trio, Douglas Jereold, 
Mark Lemon, and George Cruikshank,” 
The last mentioned was never “ on PwichP 
He was a great friend of Mark Lemon’s, but 
never drew for Mr, Punch, 

The Baron de Book-Worms. 

- P.S. — PhU May* 8 Winter Annual is in 
brilliant bloom. Though coming out in the 
cold, bleak season, Ihe touch of May is in 
every pioture^^ 

Anh-Bicyclist Mouo.—Bather a year of 
Europe than a cyde of to-day. 


SCEATS FROM CHAPS. 

Peess-cWlNG, to TH3! RbabI— fA delifflons 
“(exchange of views ” took place at the elec- 
tion of Dungarvau Commissioners. Mr. 
Byan is a gentieman who deprecates pub- 
licity. He obssrved : — 

My heart is full of gratitude to you, and we will 
work hand in hand. Scribblers must take a back 
seat, {laughter,) No “terrible scenes” will 
take place here. I saw Dungarvau placarded in 
London, “teriible scenes at Dungarvau,” and all j 
the disgrace is brought on the town, by one man, j 
who, for a few shillings — and if it cost me my 
life I will put it down. Woe to the man who will 
continue to d^ it here. I saw him a pot-boy at 
the Monks’ school, and I say 

ifr. O'Shea, If you refer to me, Mr, Ryan, the 
people of Dungarvau know me better and respect 
me better than they do you. I am better off than 
you. Tou have only a few shillings a week for 
minding the shop. 

Mr, Ryan, Tou are lying, Sir. 

The Board broke up in disorder. 

“ Our ‘scenes ’ to publish far and wide 
Denotes a lack of local pride ; 

These scribblers I can not abide ” — 

Said BYAN.of Dnugarvan, 

“ Discord I hate — so I declare 
My friend and ooUeagne on that chair 
Once did the alehouse tankards bear - 
Sneered Ryan of Dangarvan, 

“ Mild language, too. I greatly prize ; 

If any one this fact denies 
I must remark he foully lies 
Roared Byan of Dungarvau, 

0 MORES !— Earewell to the adjective gallant 
as a prefix to “little Wales,” for no longer 
can it justly he used iu such conjunction I 
The British Lady Footlall Club gave an ex- 
hibition game in Cardiff, and the inhabitants, 
says the 8outh Wales Daily JSfews, gathered 
in their thousands to witness the display, 
in wMch they were intensely interested. But 
— horribile whenever a fair footeress 

“came a cropper, the crowd, of course, shouted 
with glee ” 1 Of course ! When a recreant 
male sustains a fall, what expressions of 
tender solicitude burst from the sympathetic i 
lady-spectator’s lips I And this her reward I 
If any of our Gallic neighbours had been 
present at the match to hear those rude, 
derisive “ shouts of glee,** their comment, 
most probably, would have been— 

“ Gallois -mais pas galaut ! ” 

Injured Innocence, — A Bristol paper 
lately suggested that possibly some local 
butcher might have bought some of the 
thousands of sheep brought from Montreal 
in the Memphis steamsMp, The very idea 
of such a thing has scandalised the local 
I trade, and a butcher wrote to repel the vile 
aspersion. The paper says 
1 It is refresHng to hear from this subscriber iu 
the trade that, after trying it once some years ago, 

^ he has never had a bit of foreign meat in bis sbop 
J since. We are afraid we must not give his name, 
though he is one of the best known butchers in 
Bristol. 

This is excellent. Why should not local 
' bodies everywhere give prizes to butchers 
; who sell no foreign meat ? It would be pro- 
tection, somebody objects ? Yes, it would be 
rank protection to the meat-consumer, and 
as such it is never likely to be adopted. 


Mansion House Mem.— If the late Lord 
Mayor’s example of entertaining as shown 
in the Barnato Banquet is to be followed, 
the guests on such occasions will be known as 
“ The latest copy of ‘ Benaxs’ Miscellany.’ ” 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The Three Impostors, a novel (“Key-note” Series) by Arthur 
M f CHEN, opens well, which, by the way, is more than the book does, 
beiag a bit stiff ; but, though it has the machens of a good story in 
it, there is very little worth reading after page 64. 

This same remark applies to the Adventures of Captain Horn, by 
Frane a. Stockton, which you may just fiaish at page 187, having 
got the best of it. This Horn plays only one monotonous tune, 
without variations. 

The Carved Lions, by Mrs. Molesworth (Macmiilan). “ This,” 

quoth the Baron, “ought to be a 
pretty dish to set before the children 
as Christmas fare. There should be 
M. carving 
Hons, and asking the juveniles 
* whether they ’d Hke a slice of the 
fore-paw, or would prefer a Httle 
lion’s-tail soup ? ’ ” 

J'A Good, says a Baronite, to G. A. Henty, 
4 ' thrilling adventures you ’ve given 

^ " '' III Fer Blackie and Sons Through 

■■ Lussian 8nows 

^ takes his Nap. Then against all foes 

Knight of the White Cross gaily goes 
/ C^He white Cross is per Blackie too), 

7 % ' ■" Then comes a tale of the Great Tip-jpoo. 








'<?.■. But here the Baronite pauses 

for breath, foreseeing uneasy change 
of metre, for The Tiger of Mysore, alias Tippoo Sahib, is a 
difidcult party to be caught in a short line— so this Baronite dis- 
cardeth verse and deponeth that this tiger is a playful sohriqtiet for 
Tippoo Sahib, who has captured the father of the juvenile hero, and 
this new “ tale of a tiger ” records how a brave boy went out, like 
Japhet, “in search of a father,” and how he found him. Cheer, 
hoys, cheer I Curtain. 

The modern sy stem of competitive examination is somewhat a draw- 
back to romance. In these days no two schoolboys could thoroughly 
enjoy running away to serve under a foreign flag, as our two heroes 
did in fighting For Life and Liberty, bi[ Cordon Stables, M.B., 
R.N. (Blackib and Son), during the American War. Probably they 
would feel the stripes and see stars on their return, N.B. The 
“Cordon Stables,” is this a company Hmited? and any connection 
with “ Q-ordon Hotels ” ? My Baronitess only asks for information. 

AH varieties of Tommy and Harry wiH be deHghted with the col- 
lection of Fifty-two Stories of Life and Adventure for Boys, edited 
by Alfred Miles (always thought Alfred Miles was celebrated for 
his “ sixteen shiHing trousers”), and published by Hutchinson & 
Co, Any number of miles is traversed by the various adventuresome 
heroes. The companion hook of Fifty-two Stories of Life and Adven- 
ture for Girls, by the same editor, is meant for the advancing young 
woman who won’t he left out of anything. The domestic hearth being 
somewhat cramped for action, the girls of to-day wander very far 
afield, perhaps with prospects of enjoying a “ ”— which 

is a poetic term for the feminine sowing of wild oats. 

The twenty-first edition of Hadyn's Dictionary of Dates, issued 
by Ward, Lock, and Bowden (why not Ward, Lock, and Key ?), 
modestly aunouncea that it “ contains the History of the World to 
the Autumn of 1895.” That is a bold claim, hat an hour or less 
spent in turning over its pages shivers scepticism. Within its 
compass, and at its price, it is not too much to say that it is 
one of the most marveHous and most valuable volumes issued from 
the press. If any modest householder wants to form a library, and 
has neither the means, the time, nor the shelves wherewith to 
accumulate a miseeUaueous collection of the ordinary kind, let him 
save up sixteen shillings to buy Hadyn's Dictionary of Dates, and 
there he is ; or, to be more precise, there ’s his library. By a coinci- 
dence, full of happy omen for the Dictionary, it first saw the light in 
1841, the natal year of Mr, Punch, It began a sturdy, bulky 
babe of 568 pages, smaller in size and larger in type than later 
editions. It has grown into a volume of 1216 pages, closely printed, 
each one crowded with miscellaneous information reaching to the 
ends of the earth. “ If,” my Baronite says, “ there ’s anything you 
want to know, and you can’t find aH about it in Hadyrds Dictionary 
of Dates, yon can console yourself with the conviction that it’s not 
worth knowing.” 

“ What price Winifred Mount f ” Answer Eichard Pryce. This 
is a “ new edition ” brought out by Innes. The story excites a certain 
amount of curiosity up to end of Chapter XIY . After this the re ader, 
if inclined for exercise, may indulge in skipping, and, indeed, may 
go by leaps and bounds till he alights on Chapter XXXVI., when he 
wiU learn aU that Winifred Mount wanted to know, which isn’t 


THE SKITTISH SKIET-DANOEE8. 

A TiP-Top Novel, 

[N.B. All my novels are. — G r-nt All-n.] 

INTEODUCTION. | 

{Once read, abused ever afterwards,) 

This is a Tip-Top Novel. I seU it to all who have gold enough, 
silver enough, or copper enough to pay for it. 

What do I mean by a Tip-Top Novel? WeH, of late there has 
been a great flow of stories which have struck a false key-note. A 
Tip-Top Novel is one written by myself. 

Hitherto, owing to the stern necessity laid upon the modern seer 
for earning his daily bread, and incidentaHy of getting a publisher 
to assist him in promulgating his prophetic opinions {i,e,, the opimons 
out of which he makes a profit— my own Woman who Did is in its 
ISfch edition, and I net price a good deal of the proceeds), the reaUy 
great works of fiction have never been written. I, myself, have had 
to eke out a precarious livelihood from short stories and scrappy 
science whilst my inward thoughts were tearing me to masterpieces. 
But it’s a John Lane that has no turning, and at length 1 have 
found him, or (to he accurate) it was the Woman who Did, In the 
future, just to mark the distinction between the hooks which are 
mine and those which other people write to satisfy mere editors of 
periodicals, I propose to add the words “ A Tip-Top Novel ” to every 
one of my stories. When you see the magic words “ A Tip-Top 
Novel,” just stip-stop and buy it. I am a Democrat of the first 
(Grant) AUen Water, out I live on royalties. 

Not, of course, that all my previous works— stories, verses, gossips, 
science causeries, idyUs, and what not— have not been all Tip-Top. 

I divide with George Washington the distinction of never having 
been untrue to myself. But I have often had to suppress my 
thoughts, and treat them as mere guarantees of good faith, not 
necessarily intended for publication. In fact (as I nave said else- 
where) I have served babes, a mere milkman. In the glorious future, 
a minister to men, I am to blaze with aH the hriHiancy of a fuH- 
blown butcher. In the Tip-Top Novels (published at tip-top prices) 

I hope 

To say my say 
la my own way, 

representing the world as I see it. I shaH he the moral Kodak of my 
time. 

Whenever in future, my friend and (I hope) patron, the words 
“ A Tip-To^ Novel ” appear upon the title page of a book by me, the 
reader who is keen on culture may bet his boots (1) that the scene 
(and the characters) wiH He in Surrey, and (2) that the book repre- 
sents my own high thinking on some great problem, with sex as its 
unknown quantity. 

Not that I shaH ever attempt to prove anything, except to prove 
snccessM. Otherwise my hooks, like my spirits, \ml be weU above 
proof. 

Once again, Why a Tip-Top Novel ? WeH, here ’s one last purple 
patch. 

I am writing this in my study, on the hack of a gold-mine pro- 
spectus. As I thoughtlessly turn it over, thinking to write on both 
sides of the question, my eye falls upon millions and millions of un- 
raised capital. More is going to be spent on one gold-miue than has 
been given for all my novels put together I My window, however, ' 
looks out upon unsulued nature. Through the open easement I hear 
popular airs being sung by happy viHagers, threading the pine 
needles. Clodhoppers chirp from the tense tangle of boundless 
bracken. And yet where at night the sky shows itself well read, the 
great oven of London incloses a Lord Mayor and a KajBdr Circus. 

This is a gold-mine a^e. The men of the suburbs, alas ! are 
crowding to the City to kiss the Barney stone. Strange^ cent.-per- ' 
cent, things and abnormal dividends attract them. I desire in these 
books of mine to utter one last word in favour of the Higher System 
as appHed to Hfe. Have I no doubts at aH myself ? Ay, marry, 

I have— for to marry, have I not said it is doubtful ? Yet, as I t^e 
my eye from off the prospectus, my gaze transfers itself to the hrio- 
a-bracken outside, and then to a little shelf where Hes the greatest 
work of our greatest phHosopher, It is (I need hardly say) the 
Woman who Did, What comfort and counsel has its author ? Buy I 
the hook and read it for yourself. 

I, myself, read the words “ eighteenth edition ” on the title-page, 
and the words comfort me. TMs will show you what my ideas are. 
They may pay or they may^ not. But at any rate they are the 
genuine attempts of a far-teeing man to turn Key- into Bank-Notes, 

G. A, 

[The story, The Skittish Sk}rt-I>ancers, is too comparatively duU to 
print.— Ed.] 

Favourite Song on the Stock Ekchance. — “ OhJ what a 
difference in the morning / ” 
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THE IMPERIAL ART SALESMAN; OR, PENNY PLAIN AND TWOPENCE COLOURED. 

RJ.B, Bmjp-r-r of Q-m-ny [urU et orbi), **To possess a Copy op this Work must be the desire op Everyone, It will be 

A SPLENDID, SIONIPICANT ORNAMENT POR EVERY HoUSE, POR TOUR EOOM, POR YOUR EiRESTOVES, ThB PrIOE PLACES IT WITHIN 
THE REACH OP EVERYONE’S PoCKET—SiX MARKS ON WHITE PAPER, AND NiNE MARKS ON OBINEBX, REDUCTION ON TAKING A 
QUANTITY, Going 1 going ! ! ’ Chrmm GazetUf Vide ** Timmf* NoumbeT 12.) 
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ME. BEIEFLESS ON LEGAL EDUCATION. 

Sir, — ^T o my great surprise. I find that many members o£ the 
profession to which I have the hononr to belong have been forward- 
ing letters to a contemporary on the subject of the Lord Chief 
Justice’s address concerning Legal Educition. This seems to me. Sir, 
a singular mistake. I grant that your contemporary is a paper of the 
highest respectability, and deserving of iufinite respect; but. Sir, 
the periodical you edit with so much distinction, has been considered 
for more than half a century the recognised organ of the Bench, the 
Bar, and the remainder of the Eorennc Profession, And as this is 
so, I address my remarks on the subject to which I have referred, 
and which is a subject of great importance, to you personally. 

Lord Etjssell op Kiliowen seems to consider that the theories of 
the Law should be learned before call, and “ the practical study” be 


Lord Chief Justice is ample in excess. I can honestly declare, 
without fear of contradiction, that never, during a very long forensic 
career, have I found ** professional work sufficient for f cdl occupation,” 
It is true that during term I make it my custom of a forenoon to be ; 
present at one or other of the Eoyal Courts, in order that I may 
exchange greetings with the presiding judge. ^ But aft^ I have 
accorded this appropriate act of courtesy to his Lordship on the 
Bench, I find the time hang heavily on my hands. Of course, if I 
hold a consent brief, I am on the qut vive until my case is reached, 
mentioned, and disposed of. But should the day be blank when 
I have no need to call upon the fifth part of the services of my 
excellent clerk, Portington' (services I share with my learned 
friends in Chambers), I have to fall back upon the perusal of 
the daily journals or the concoction of caricatures, It^s at 
such ’a moment that I feel the need of occupation, and perhaps I 
might venture to suggest that my time might be usefully employed 
in the teaching of freehand drawing. Would it not be possible to 
organise a school of “ Barrister blaex-and- white men ? ” The Lord 
Chief Justice favours the academical idea, and here would be a com- 
mencement. I would propose that my scholars, properly robed, 
should take their places, supplied with paper and penou, and study 


from the life. They might rapidly sketch the witnesses, the 
counsel, even the judge himself. During the luncheon interval I 
would come round to inspect the drawings. I could point out the 
defects of beginners, and applaud any evidence of talent that I might 
discover in the maturer work of more experienced scholars. At the 
end of term a distinguised 0, C.. who has had the honour of acting as 
a Law Officer of the Crown, might act as “ Examiner of Caricatures.” 

I would present prizes to those who passed first — a wig (well 
seasoned) in travelling case, a gown (nearly new), a dozen bands, 
a fee book (first sheet missing), and other appropriate rewards of 
merit. I submit that the idea U worthy of adoption, and when 
carried out, will run on all-fours with Lord Etjssell or Eillowen’s 
excellent system of legal education. 

For the rest, the suggestion that the teachers of Law in the Law 
School should devote their entire time to the duties of tuition, 
merits the most caref al consideration. Speaking personally, I would 
he very willing to sacrifice my present practice to accept the 
Principalship of the proposed Academy. It is true that this would 
be a little hard upon my existing clients ; but I feel sure that, when 
they realised what good I might do to the profession by showing the | 
budding barrister and the juvenile solicitor how to obtain, without i 
loss of dignity, a Living, they would readily forgive the desertion I 
and forget the injury. And, having said this, I write my name and | 
address, for the information of Lord Eussell or Eullowen, and 
those who will hereafter be associated with his Lordship in carrying I 
his Lordship’s views of reform into expeditous execution. j 

[Signed A. Briefless, Juk. ! 

Fmnp Handle Courts Novemher 18, 1895. | 

Cruel. — It is more than trying when a country backer of race- 
horses, after driving ten miles in blinding rain to get the special 
edition of the evening paper, gazes on the following : — 

The Space helow is reserved for Late News* 
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THE SCIENTIFIC INVESTIGATION OF INFANCY. 

By AN Amiteub Psychologist, 

Much strack by admirable article in the Fortnightly on ** The New 


“Well,” says Lucilla, “have yon observed that he is a boofnl 
darling ? ” I 

Honestly, Oswald Mabmadukb strikes me as more like than ever ’ 
to a pale and pnffiy sort of dampling—with a dash of putty —bnt I 
don’t th iT^k this is precisely the moment to say so. I was thinking, 


! Study of Children,” by Professor Sully, Most snggestive. Have I tell her, how imperfect and incomplete, how feeble and in- | 
read portions of it aloud to Lucilla, pointing out the value and capable any infant is compared to other animals! She indig- 
importance of careful and methodical investigation of the child- nantly refuses to admit that Oswald IMarmaduhe is anything of the 
mind, the interest in the doings of infancy taken by the naturalist;, sort. “ In one respect, curiously enough,” I admit, to humour her, | 
evolutionist, psychologist, and so on. Lucilla impressed; declares “even a little creature like this possesses extraordinary muscular 
her conviction that there never was such a wonderful and interesting strength. In its prehensile power it singularly resembles the ape, 
baby as Oswald Marmaduse. Lucilla. For instance, you would be astonished to see how long it 

Privately, I am of opinion that Oswald Mabmaduhe, at his can hang on to this walking-stick ” 

present age of seven months and some odd days, has done nothing Lucilla insists on the walking-stick being put away. “It was 
as yet to justify the insurance companies in raising the premium on Dr. Lionel Robinson’s experiment, my dear,” I say, reproach- 
any policy affecting the River Thames, but this I keep to myself, I fully. But she doesn’t care ; she says “ her baby isn’t a nasty little 
remark insidiously that Professor Sully’s article distinctly indicates gymnastic monkey, and she won’t have his ducky little neck broken 
Father as the person best qualified to “undertake the earlier over any silly experiments.” 
experimental work in the investigation of child-nature.” To which So I have to test Oswald Marmaduxe’s prehensile capacity by 
Lucilla only smiles ambiguously and says “ Does it ? ” giving him an ivory paper-cutter to clutch. It is one of our 

I ask Lucilla what she gays to my having Oswald Marmaduee wedding presents, and has a wonderful antique Japanese carved 
down and beginning a scientific inquiry at once. She says he is handle, but Oswald Marm^dube promptly allows it to drop on the 


asleep and she can’t have him 
disturbed for any such nonsense. 

Rather amused at this charac- 
teristically feminine attitude 
towards Science in Lucilla, who 
was such an ardent advocate of 
the higher education of women 
—before the days of Oswald 
Marmaduke. I ask her if she 
calls Science “nonsense.” She 
replies that if baby is to be ex- 
perimented with at aU, she 
would rather have it done by a 
scientific person. 

I triumphantly quote Pro- 
fessor Sully to the effect that 
“ the study can he pursued hy 
any intelligent observer pre- 
pared for the task by a reason- 
able amount of psychological 
study.” Whereupon Lucilla 
says she wasn’t aware that I 
had ever taken up psychology. 
She even expresses a doubt 
whether I can teU her what 
psychology is. 

For the moment I can’t hit 
upon a reaUy neat definition, so 
I merely retort, with some natu- 
ral irritation, that I am quite 
aware she considers me a perfect 
ass. 

I Oa this Lucilla becomes 
penitent, and, as soon as she 

: sees I am really in earnest, in- 














steel fen der, where it is smashed. 

Which Lucilla (who is always 
insisting that women are just as 
logical as men) declares is en- 
tirely my fault I 
Oswald Marmaduke only 
bubbles and feigns unconscious- 
ness, though I fancy I catch a 
sardonic gleam in his marbley 
little eye, as if he felt that was 
distinctly one to him, 

I am anxious to ascertain 
whether his colour sense has 
developed at all, and if he has 

but, t^e moment I begin to ex- 
hibit my sheets of brightly 
tinted paper, Lucilla interferes, 
on the utterly preposterous plea 
that it will “teach him to 
squint ” I 

Test his hearing instead, and 
his power of associating sounds 
with definite ideas. I am in- 
clmed to think that his hearing, 
or his intelligence— or possibly 
are defective; otherwise, 
as I tell Lucilla, he would 
surely betray some interest 
when I imitate a blue-bottle 
fiy buzzing round his head. 
Lucilla explains his apathy by 
saying that my bnzzing is not 
in the least like a hlue-bottle. 

I confess I am rather hurt; 


dined to eompMnuse. ‘‘By-and-by, perhaps,” she coneedes, “if I for, hang it aJl! I have more than once taken in a fox-terrier by 
promise fMttfnlly not to be rough, I may have OsyAxnMAEMADnzE the aoonraoy of my imitation, and there was a time, as I remind 

down just forhalf^an-honr.” I wonder what soientifio results she LucnxA, when sJw herself But there, it is hardly worth while 

supposes I can get m snob a ndicnlonsly short time as half-an-honr I losing one’s temper over snoh a trifle. 

but I must make it do for a beginning, md morease the periods My next experiment is of a rather more elaborate nature. “ I am 
gradually every day. Spend the inte^al, while Lucmi is upstairs, going, Luciila,” I say, as I unmask a battery of cruets and phials 
in thinking out and preparing a few simple experiments. which I have previously ooUected and kept in the background; “ I 

The moment is at hand ; Lucmu. has just rung for the nurse, am now going to test the child’s sense of taste. If you wiU induce 
Somehow I feel rather nervous. The nurse oomes in, hearing Oswald Madmadtooi to put out his tongue, I propose to place a drop 
Oswald MADitADinra, who ducks, and gurgles, Md gasps, as of these various oondimeuts, acids, and syrups upon the tip, and 

St” ’’’ 

a wm i»by h^uy 

The nnrs^a woman I never have liked-snifls disdainfully, and I try to reason with her ; but it is easy to see that her prejudices 
Lucili^ t^ea Oswald Mamaddke. on h« lap, and says, I can are not to be overcome, mi so I waivl tL wiutTaud pass on to 
begin to observe him as coolly and impartially as I please; but I something else. 

mustu t too dose. ^ -i j v t n ^ * You will admit the scieutiflc importance of discovering the 

It would have f>e6n more scientific if I could have had him all to exact degree of Oswald Mabmaduke’s Wtiveness to «tremes of 


mtiiwhat I canget’ ioi the present. But i b^investigat- humqmedly. “Well, I have herraiimple test to which even vou 
mg with the founded nurse m the .room. Thank goodness, oannaSreasonably object. Ton see, I taJto this poker and— ” 
LiMLLAhasgotndofher; wow I can begin. . xv x is on her feet in an instant: "■What!” she cries, 

Oswald Mabmaddke tightly in her arms ; “ do yon thiS 
makes me unoomtoitable. Protessor odllt suggests that "it may I shall let yon torture mv noor hdnlesa babv Tiatorp mv atpb? 
be that the baby mind is not so perfectiy simple as it looks,” and Never!” ^ ^ aeipiess Daoy betore my eyesr 

here’s somethiDg in iny infant’s eye ^t almost mAes. me ^ey he Not the smaflest use to emkin that the poker is only moderately 
taows I oifly twk a PoU degree mst^ of a First, like hw dear warm. Besides, Oswald hCEMADimi ha£ snddoily hiSt into a 
Mamma. But he can hardly have heard of it yei. passionate beUow, which diverts my inquiry intoSLer^i^d? 
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I^n t try to pacify kim, Lucilla I implore ker. “ Let kim go 
SP* T. seizures of rage and terror afford a very valuable study. 
Perhaps you may not be aware that, as Professor SuiXT points out, 
they n^ror for us, in a diminished, distorted reflection, no doubt, 
the probable condition of primitive man.’ Yes, Oswald Maema- 
Dijrfs manifestation of fury is pretty certainly ‘ a survival of 
actions of remote ancestors in their life and death struggles.’ tinder 
what the Professor pioturesQLuely terms ‘the bull’s-eye lamp of 
scientific investigation ’ ” 

.... Ldcilla has gone, and taken Oswald Maemaduke with her ! 
Prom her pairing remarks I gather that, so far as that particular 
specimen of infancy is concerned, the Bull’s-eye of Science must 
remain a dark lantern, 

. yet she possesses— or she would not be my wife— considerable 

mtellectual capacity I If she were a/oo^, I could have understood it. 


LEAVES FROM THE HIGHLAND JOURNAL OF TORY, M.P. 

SECOND LEAP.~THE DAWDLE PEOM THE NOETH. 

Stirling^ Monday, a good deal of the Crawl to the South. 
London newspapers full of plaints from belated travellers on 
Southern lines, weeping for unpunctual trains and will not be 
corforted. In the railway race where prize is given to last one in, 
will cheerfully back North against South. Will pit the Highland 
Eailway for a golden penny against most superbly slow railway going 
South out of London. 

Was it yesterday, day before, or last week that Saek and I left 
Oban full of hope and baggage, bound for hospitable mansion near 
Carlisle ? Or was it before railways were, and did we start in stage 
coach ? ^ Can’t say with certainty ; seems so long ago ; mightn’t have 
been this year at all. Only thing certain is that arrangements as per 
time-table were excellent. Leave Oban 12.35 ; so may leisurely 
breakfast j time to walk from G-allanach by lovely coast line, with 
blue sea rippling on skirt of road to left ; on other hand the golden 
bracken clothing the hills that stretch away eastward to Loch Awe. 
Eemember, years ago, walking along this road with breezy Professor 
Blaceie', towards the house on the hill which he built for himself, 
whence he could see the snn setting over the mountains of Mull. j 

No railway station in those days. When you left Oban homeward 
bound you went by stage coach landwards, or by one of the fine lines 
of steamers David Hutchesoit created, supplementing work of 
Waltee Scott in opening up the wonderful beauty of the High- 
lands. To the last fine old David Hutchesoit used to sit by the 
window in his room looking down the bay, watchin|r his steamers 
come and go. Now John Blackie has folded hi^laid around him 
for last time and is quiet for evermore. David Hutcheson’s keen, 
kindly face no longer looks out from his window, A granite obelisk 
set on high at the entrance to Oban Bay has his name cut deep upon 
it, and his memory is kept green by the ripple of the sea at the fore- 
foot of the fleet that carry the flag of his firm into every harbour on 
the West coast. 

Here’s railway station and we in good time for 12.35 train. 
Excellent. Station time-bills confirm Beadshaw’s statement. 
Shall reach Stirling 4,20 ; half-an-hour to wait ; will pass pleasantly 
over cup of tea ; on to Carlisle, due at 8.35. With five mile drive 
shall be a little late for dinner, but that no matter. 

“ We ’ll call it supper,” said Saek, a man full of resources. 

Plenty of room in carriage. Tide of traffic ebbed. We are going 
off almost on last wave. 

** Another slice of good luck,” says Saek, rubbing his hands with 
pleased content. “In height of season, with crowds of tourists, 
mountains of baggage, hard I expect always to make connection 
with English mail at Stirling even when, as now, we start with 
haH-an-hour to spare. But with carriages nearly empty, baggage 
vans only a quarter filled, we are safe as houses.” 

Only one f fflow-passen^er. Not at all a cheerful party ; cadaverous 
cheeks; restless eyes with curious look in them, as if he were 
straining to catch last glimpse of some prized object vanishing in 
distance. Twitching gesture with bony, nervous hands. At brief 
intervals, as we journey east, hopmg to make south at Hillin 
Junction, he jerked up his right hand as if to stop something, and 
there came into his eyes the look of pained entreaty. Rather an 
uncanny person; hoped he wasn’t going far. Manoeuvred Saek 
into sitting opposite ium ; fixed myseQ up at other corner seat. 

Rather surprised to find train didn’t start at 12 35. Didn’t indeed 
move till 12.50, 

“ In no hurry,” I remarked. 

“Why should they be?” said Saek, “Lots of time. Half-an- 
hour to spare at Stirling. Besides, train is light ; can easily pick up 
lost quarter of an hour.” 

Cadaverous Stranger sighed deeply. 

Off at last with much shrieking of whistles, waving of green flag, 
and frantic farewells of groups on platform seeing friends off. Look 
np morning paper to see whether Waltee Long ’s been promising 
the farmers anything substantial ; whether Oeoegebs HAitoTON ’s 


going to abolish Indian cotton duties ; whether Peince Aethue has 
established any fresh Foundation of Belief in bi-metallism ; whether 
Don Jose has completed his scheme of old age pension for respectable 

Basutos ; and whether the 
Dook has yawned dissent 
over propositions to do any- 
thing anywhere in any cir- 
cumstances. 

Interesting paper ; got 
nearly through it when 
train stops. 

“Ah I Suppose this must 
be Loch Awe, or at least 
Taynuilt,” 

“Can’t be Stirling, I 
suppose?” said Saek, 
who had been fast asleep. 

Cadaverous face of 
Stranger in corner iUu- 
nuned by blue light of 
melancholy; pitying smile 
made my blood freeze; glad 
to put head out of window 
to inquire what station 
we ’d reached. Station- 
master within hail; familiar 
face and figure ; seemed to 
have seen him before ; 
where could it have been ? 
Of course, it ’s the uniform 
makes one man look like 
another, 

“What place is this, 
Mr. Stationmaster ? ” lasked, with the bland courtesy born of 
prosperous travelliug circumstances, 

Stationmaster stared at me. 

“It’s Oban,” he answered, shortly. 

“ Oban I ” I cried ; “ wby, we left Oban a qnarter-of-an-hour ago ; 
at ten minutes to on^ and now it’s five minutes past.” 

“ WeU, it’s just Oban,” he said, as if he had heard this inane 
protest before, and was wearied of answering. “Ye’ve been 
shunting,” 

As Q-eand Ceoss used to say before he left the Commons, I 
thought I heard a smile. It came from the corner where the 
cadaverous man sat, immovable, unquestioning, hopeless. 


WOMAN AND HER WHEEL. 

(A/Ur Tennyson, by an Old-fasMo^ied Fellow,) 

Tuen, woman, turn thy wheel, in garments loud. 

Turn thy wild wheel through dust that ’s like a cloud ; 
Thy wheel and thee some love, and some do hate. 

Turn, woman, turn thy wheel, through smile or frown 
Of those who watch thy wobblings up and down ; 

Thy skill is little, but thy pluck is great. 

Smile the rude hoys and howl behind their hands. 
Frowns the grave cit ; the worldling understands ; 
Woman is woman, and mistress of her fate. 

Turn, turn thy wheel, amid the staring crowd I 
Thy wheel and thee are loud, and yet allowed ; 

Thy wheel and thee some love, hut I do hate / 


The remarkably erratic progress of a certaiu Hibernian, whn, 
shouting at the top of his voice, and elbowing peaceable citizens off 
the pavement, reeled along a Dublin street, was brought to an 
abrupt termination by a constable. But the “ public guardian ” was 
considerably astonished to find that his prisoner was neither 
“charioted by Bacchus and his pards,” nor even “ on the viewless 
wings of Poesy,” but perfectlv sober, and only pretending to he 
drunk. The reason for Ms feigned inebriety was not explained. 
Perhaps, in a hke predicament with “ David G-aeeick,” and mindful 
of the famous simulated-intoxication scene in the play of that name, 
he hoped, in the same manner, to “ disillusion ” some^ fair— or too 
importunate — ^inamorata. However, Ms excellent aotiag on this, 
“ Ms first appearance,” received due magisterial appreciation in the 
shape of a one-sovereign fine ; and if, in future and in stem reality, 
he mould ever indulfre too freely in *’ potheen,” it is to be hoped that 
Ms undoubted Mstrionic ability wOl stand him in good stead, and 
enable Mm, on occasion, to pretend to he sober with equal success. 


Encobe TeilbtI — “The Trilby etoMngs in Bond Street,” says 
Mr. Tbee, “ are all very well, but the Trilhy ‘ drawing ’ at the 
Haymarket is what I pr«er.” 
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TOO MUCH OF A GOOD THING. 

Bevy of Fair Dames. **OuR warmest congratulations, Mr. Bines! Our very best felicitations, Mr. Bines!” &o., &o. 
Mr. Binks {jmt engaged). “Oh, really— thanks so much! But couldn’t you spare some op your Congratulations for 

MY Fiavo^e?'^ 


MOEE E:NIGHTS HOSPITALLERS; 

Or, the MiTiistry of our Merchant Princes. 

[The “Merchant Princes” of London have 
given £48,500 altogether towards the Hospital 
needs now so urgent, and other charitable objects : 
i e., £20,000 to the Hospitals, £‘23,500 to the 
Princets of 'W’ales* Nurses’ Pension Fund, and 
£5,000 to the poor.] 

Much has happenei of lata at which cynics 
will laugh, 

lUnstrating the cult of the Golden Calf 
In opulent London’s high places. 

But all Merchant Princes are not-Alder- 

j mamc, 

In worship of wealth, or in horror of panic, 

So Momus may stint his grimaces. 

Bis lip will take on a sardonical twist, 

At the sight of a Mayor in a Mammonite 
mist, 

Confusing gold-gmhbing with glory. 

But — all City figures are not ledger-gains. 
And here are a few which show hearts go 
with brains, 

And tell Punch a pleasanter story. 

When Mr. Punch seconded Gladstone’s 
appeal 

On behalf of Guy’s Hospital,* bosoms of 
steel 

Alone to such pleas were insensible. 

’Midst our merchant princes warm hearts are 
no rarity, 

Not to acknowledge such fine civic charity 
Punch would deem most reprehensible, 

* See Our Mew Knight MospitalUr, p. 221, 

November 9, 1895. 


The licb— like the poor— we have always with 
ns; 

And though real charity doesn’t like fuss, 

Or too noisy use of the trumpet. 

Yet palmam qui meruit ferat ! The bnzzam 
That warms not to kind deeds when opulence 
does ’em. 

Is flabby and chill as a crumpet, 

“You. have done it so nicely, pray do it 
again,” 

Of an old-fashioned song was theold-f ashioned 
strain, 

And it may sound a trifle sarcastic. 

Yet Punch dares to say it to rich City men, 
Who can do such a deal with a dash of that 
pen, 

To which hanks and bullion are plastic. 

The JPospiiaVs editor, H. C. Burdett,* 
Knows well there ’s sore want of a million 
more yet. 

And our miBionaires now are so many 
’Twonld soon be made up if the hat were sent 
round 

Amongst those favoured mortals on whose 
purse a pound 

Is no greater draft than a penny. 

Eh? Eorty-eight thousand five hundred? 
The thrifty 

Might soon make that up to a level, square 
,fifty, 

Whilst— ah I seems the fancy a silly ’un ? — 
Punch dreams of the hospital- world’s happy 
smile ^ 

If trade-“ princes ” persisted in raising their 
pile ^ 

To — say just a square quarter noillion I 
* The Mospital, 140, Strand, W.C. 


LACTEAL LAXITY. 

[“ Strict temperance people now consume only 
‘Blue-Ribbon Milk,’ certified to have been taken 
from cows which have not been fed on brewers 
grains .” — Vide Paper, 1 

Sing not to me of dubious tea. 

Of cocoa that’s adulterated, 

Nor seek to boast of coffee roant 
That’s underdone and over-ra‘ed. 

Bring me no wine that scorns the vine, 

Nor ale that ’s non-intoxicating ; 

Don’t seek to cheer with hopless beer 
A soul that needs exhilarating. 

Despite all skill the demon will 
In ev’ry harmless cup be lurking ; 

E’en when you ’re sure the bowl was pure, 
Perchance of sin you’ve drunk a firkin. 

Alas ! the cow distrusting now,* 

We test its lacteal production ; 

For brewers’ grain the nodlk may stain, 

And we imbibe, with it, destruction. 

We learn, from Paris, that a trunk— spe- 
cially adapted to the use of “ personally con- 
ducted ” Madagascar tourists— has just been 
invented. It is called “ la malle^d- GazeP 


Hibernian Aritbinetic, 

Shtjre, multiplication— of chiefs— zs vexa- 
tion. 

But f aix, there is fun in snbsthraction. 
Addition wiH you knit with me as one uniL 
And unity flabberghasts faction, t^el 
As for Rule o’ Three I— hetther one, and that 
The wise, and the sthiong. and the clever I 
But till Oz’m up tw, and sul over the shop, 

I ’ll cry, “ Long Division for iver I ” 
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AFTER “THE SLUMP IN THE CITY. 

Weak Speculator in South African Market {alout to pay the Barber who has been shaving him), 
A Shiliino ! EH ? Why, your charge used to be only Sixpence/’ 

' City Barber, “Yes, Sir; but you We got such a Long Facs^ we’re obliged to 

INCREASE THE pRICE 1 ” 


UNION r. DISUNION. 

From Parnell to Redmond, from Eedmond 
to Healy, 

One very plain truth comes out fully and 
freely ; 

Your Unionist’s love for a “patriot” grows 
hearty 

When he furthers ^?esunion— within his own 
Party; 

He credits no Paddy with talent or wit 

Till he Union favours hv causing a split. 

In fact. Unionists hold this Hibernian rule— 

No Irishman’s wise till he ’s playing the fool ! 

Appropriate Decoration eor a “Beser’s” 

Button-hole.— The Cyclamen. 


SONO OF THE POWERS 
[Cheat Britawn Russia, Francs, Germany 
Arntria-Bbrngary, Italy, md the United 
States) to the SvMan : — 

“We are Seven,” 

Sultanas Rejoinder, 

“ But these are lies, the Kurds are Saints I 
Armenia is just heaven I ” — 

’Twas throwing words away, for still 
The sons of dogs would have their will 
And answered : “ We are Seven 1 ” 

Aquatic,— Cowes is suferingfoom a de- 
ficiency in the water supply. We only wish 
that other (reputed) cows were afficted with 
the same complaint. Meantime, could not 
Cowes turn on its ever-present main ? 


HAPPY EYENINGS.^^ 

Tuesday, just read in the Times a 
letter^ from the Children’s Happy Evenings 
Association, in which it is said “for every 
shilling spent one child gets a happy evening 
weekly throughout the whole winter.” By 
Jove 1 The winter here lasts at least twenty- 
four weeks, so the cost is small. Wish I could 
get a happy evening for a halfpenny I Some- 
times difficult enough to get a happy even- 
ing at all. Time to dress now. To dinner 
with old Boreham, F.S.A, Awfully dull 
evening. A lot of solemn old fossils. Cabs 
there and hack four shillings. How ’s that 
compared to the halfpenny ? 

Wednesday, ■--M.Jist do something to cheer 
myself up after that dinner yesterday. So go 
to see the newest burlesque. Dismally dull, 
A few feeble jokes I have heard before; a 
few other feebler ones I hope I shall never 
hear again. But no doubt I shall— in the 
next burlesque, A miserable evening. Seat 
and cabs fourteen shillings. 

Thursday,— spend so much to-night 
anyway. Mrs. Mumby’s dance. Well, here I 
am. Never saw such a lot of plain women 
in all my life. As for the five Miss Mumbys ! 
Oh lord I Just as I am coming out a sudden 
gust of wind carries ofi my opera hat. It is 
quite spoilt. Most annoying. It happened 
to he a new one. Cabs five shillings. But 
must add cost of new hat to be bought to- 
morrow. Can’t get that for a halfpenny. 

Friday,— To dinner with my aunt at South 
Kensington. Resolve to make this a cheap 
evening. See how little I can spend. Fine, 
dry weather. Co in omnibus. Total cost 
so far twopence. Capital I My aunt very 
pleasant. Several nice girls there. Amongst 
them my cousin Yiolet, up from the country, 
prettier than ever. My aunt asks if I will 
see Yiolet and her sister home to FitBjohn’s 
Avenue, where they are staying. Of course. ! 
Hullo, it ’s pouring with rain ! Four-wheeler 
all the way. Coming back to my rooms, a 
wheel comes off in Regent’s Park. Escape 
unhurt. So does cabby. Get out. Raining 
harder than ever. Not a cab, not a person, 
in sight. Cabman in despair. Pity the poor 
fellow, and give him half-a-crown over his 
fare. Walk on, and at last find another cab. 
But my thiu shoes completely ruined. Add 
this to fares. Cheap evening costs me over 
thirty shillings. 

Saturday,— BmTK and Jones to dine with 
me at the club. Good-natured, hospitable 
chaps. Must give them a good dinner, and 
S5me of our best wine. Do so. Smoking all 
the evening. 

Sunday, — Headache this morning. Often 
feel like this after a pleasant evening. Ah, 
by Jove, that reminds me I How mnoh did 
it cost ? Oh I can’t bother to reckon now I 
Hate arithmetic. Anyway, it was more than 
a halfpenny. ‘ ‘ Happy Thou^t,’ ’ as the man 
in the book says; spend a Happy Evening 
without trying to amuse myself. Easy enough 
on Sunday, And send the ten shillings, which 
I may recxon I save, to amuse ten poor little 
children, and make them warm and happy 
one evening a week through the gloom and 
misery of winter in the slums. Here ’s the 
address in the Times of the 5th. So I send 
my little contribution to the Hon. Secretary, 
14, Radnor Place, W. And anyone else who 
can’t give himself a happy evening for a 
halfpenny may well do the same. 


May and December* 

Whatever scribblers try to prove 
Upon the journalistic page, 

’Tis pretty plain the Age of Love 
Is different from thelove of age I 
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SONC FOR BOBBIES ON BIKES. 

PSLants CoirNTY Council. — “ The 
Committee has authorised the Chief 
Constable to obtain thirty - three 
bicycles for the use of the police 
force, at a total cost of £289 lU. W'* 
Hampshire Advertiser,] 

I. 

It come at last, and none too fast, 
That we ’re to race disorder ; 
The Hants C. C. has ruled that we 
Shall whirl like any Forder, 

Oh ! joy to catch the burglar man, 
The rascal bom to steal, 

To play the game of “ catch who 
can” 

On swift and steady wheel. 

n. 

Should quarry go to woods, we 
know 

That bikes are scarcely trusty ; 
O’er furrowed plough we quite 
allow 

Our steeds may turn up rusty ; 
But on the smooth and flat high- 
way 

We ’ll wriggle like the eel, 

And bring our robber^foes to bay, 
With woe as well asrwheel I 


A SuooESTiON.— There are 
always with us two winter exhibi- 
tions of celebrated artists’s works. 
One is Mr. Arthur Tooth’s, and 
the other Mr. Thomas McLean’s. 
Wo^dn’t it be an aesthetic, aro- 
matic, pewl-powdery, dentistical 
idea to unite the two and advertise 
it as “McLean Tooth exhibi- 
tion ” ? All the Brothers of ^e 
Brash would be pleased. 


FANCY PORTRAIT. 



ja^STiClS AND TEMPERANCE. 

Tjbr Gtreat White Colonial Chief Oh-mb-bl-n holds a talkbe- 

TALKEE WITH HIS BRAVES. 


FOR BUTTER OR WORSE. 

Sarah Jane Sings 

Oh I I can eat the coldest meat, 
The joints that once have been ; 
But give to me with toast at tea 
No “ scrape ” of margarine. 

With it defiled the muffin mild 
And teacake lack their zest ; 

So slaveys all, come stand or fall, 
By butter of the best I 

“ 0 Honet 1”--A deputation of 
the British Bee-Keepers’ Associa- 
tion waitedupontheLadyMayoress 
at the Mansion House to enlist her 
svmpathies for the encouragement 
of apiculture, and against the in- 
vasion of foreign honey, which 
was averred to be “only cun- 
ningly sophisticated treacle.” By 
all means let ns have the common 
or garden, the unsophisticated 
native article. The “heather 
honey ” of the moorlands is— we 
are informed by the B, B.-K. A. 
— “ food fit for the gods,” a fact 
overlooked by Olympian Jove, 
who seems to have preferred that 
of Hybla or Hymettns— probably 
because it was cheaper. However, 
we are happy to say that, in 
London at least, the Bee industry 
is in a flourishing condition, and 
shows no sign of flagging pros- 
perity, the variety cultivated with 
most success being, of course, the 
Bacchanalian or JEssand Bee 
{Apis Ba cchi), 

Dentist’s Motto.— -“Tooth 
will out.” 


ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

A Retriever’s Diary. 

During the past week I have been shooting pheasants in Norfolk. 
We had gocd sport, apd fairly good weather, and I was able for the 
first time to test an ingenious mechanical oontrivauce of which we 
may expect to hear a great deal in the future. It is called (I quote 
from the advertisement which is now in my possession) the “ Canine 
Co^itatograph,” a title which, I admit, is detestably mixed in its 
derivations. The inventor, however, who desires for the present t») 
keep his name secret, may plead in extenuation the example of that 
great philosopher Herbert Spencer and his series on “ Sociology.” 

The object of this invention is to record automatically the thoughts 
passing through the mind of a dog. By a clever adaptation of the 
Morse system of telegraphy these are printed off in English on strips 
or tapes of paper. ^ I am not sufficiently skilled in mechanics to 
desciibe the invention technically ; suffice it to sav that it is very 
small and convenient in size, and can be easily fitted on to any 
ordinary dogs collar. 

During my late pbeasant-shooting excursion I attached it to the 
collar of my retriever, with the most astonishing results. For the ' 
benefit of the^ scientific and sporting public I now publish this 
singular autobiographical fragment from the diary of a siwrting dog. 

Monday^ November 11, 10 Ji.ir. — ^Am unehained. Large party 
with guns. Sport. Hurrah ! Smell out master, dance round hiTw 
and place both fore- paws on his knickerbockers* Am reproved. 
Whjr r There are two more black dogs, strangers to me, and a brown 
spaniel whom I have met before. The spaniel is a fool. His ears 
are ridiculously long, and flap in the most absurd manner. His nose 
is broad, his eyes bulge, and his legs are bandy. A dog like this is 
only fit for hedgerows. Exchange tip-toe courtesies with the two 
black strangers. Q-rowl at them. They growl back. We are all 
reproved. Why ? 

10.20. Corner of a overt. Heard keeper say “There was a 
hundred pheasants drawed into that ’ere covert.” This is ripping. 
Master applies whip twice, but not very hard. Tells me he does 


it to “steady” me. Such rot I Forgive him. Five pheasants 
come out my way, I kill two with a right and left and miss 
another with my second gun. Sun must have got into my eyes. 
Shall I go after dead birds now or wait ? Better wait. Got thrashed 
last time for running after birds before beat was over. Guns going 
off to the right and left. Brown dog, so far, has Hlled nothing. 
One of the black dogs named has killed four. Ridiculously 
conceited dog that. Eight more pheasants come to me one by one. 
Kill five. Miss^ three. Brown dog smiles audibly. Shall cut the 
brown dog, or bite him in the back. Shout from beaters, “ Hare 
forward.” I ’ll have Ms fur, or die in the attempt. Comes gallop- 
ing out on my right, I miss him twice. Til show him who can 
gallop. ^ Off after him. Distant shouts from Master. Who cares ? 
Into a ditch. 0 at again. Across ploughed field. Hare still in front. 
Am gaining. No, am losing. Hare is a silly animal; shall give 
it up, and go back. By the bye, got thrashed last time for doing tMs. 
Wonder if I shall be thrashed again. Better assume contrite 
expression. Do so. . , • No good. Am thrashed. Howl. Never 
was a Spartan dog. Beat over. Pick up dead birds. Mouth full of 
feathers. Am sent to look for a bird wounded by brown dog, who 
has shot disgracefully, and made a perfect fool of Mmself. Track 
bird to ditch. Faint scent to right. Follow up fifty yards, then 
through hedge ; ‘ back again. Got him. Return covered with 
burrs, with bird in mouth. Am patted. Brown dog, who has been 
thrashed, hints that he doesn’t think much of the performance. 
Offers to carrjr bird for me, “ if I am tired.” Should like to see him ! 
dare to touch it. 

The above may serve as a sample of the whole, I always suspected 
that a dog believed that he himself, and not his master, killed the 
Now I know it on the unimpeachable testimony of the 
^ Canine Cogitatograph.” I shall be happy -to send farther par- 
ticulars of this admirable contrivance to any sportsman who may 
apply to me. 

Quotation from “Romeo and Juliet” adapted to changes in 
South African and other Markets,— “ 0 swear not by the boom, 
the inconstant boom I ” 

*^55, Omginal Classical Bicyciist,^ — Ixion ; or, the Man on 
tiie Wheel.” 
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ART IS MEASUREMEMT. 

Reittee’s telegram says that 
(the okrysaiitliemtiQi blossoms, 
used at the marriage of the Duke 
of Marlborough, if piled up, 
would equal iu bulk an ordinary 
haystack, and the roses, if placed 
from end to end, would extend 
over a distance of eight miles. 
Here is at last an exact system 
for calculating the merits of 
decorative art, Mr, Punch has 
iherefore instructed his Chief 
Statistician in Ordinary to furnish 
a report on some disputed mat- 
ters, now for ever decided by the 
following calculations. 

The statues in London, if 
melted, pounded up, and other- 
wise reduced to a single mass, 
would equal in bilk an ordinary 
cottage. The Elgin marbles, 
treated in the same way, would 
equal in bulk an ordinary cartload 
of rubbish, and the Yenus of 
Milo would be half the bulk of an 
ordinary piece of rook. There- 
fore, &e. Q,. E, D. 

The pictures in the Salon Carre 
cf the Louvre, added to those in 
the Tribuna at Elorence, would 
only cover one-fifth of the space 
occupied by those in an ordinary 
—a very ordinary— exhibition of 
the Royal Academy of Arts. All 
the pictures of Velasquez, cut 
into narrow strips, would actually 
not extend from Piccadilly Cir- 
cus to Kensington Church, and 
those of Rembrandt, if the can- 
vases were rolled up, could be 
packed into an ordinary four- 
wheel cab. Therefore, &c. 
a. E. D. 

The total mass of teapots manu- 
factured in Birmingham, from the 
earliest times to the present day, 



LITTLE KNOWLEDGE.” 

“I bet toxt don’t know why A.N Applb falls to the Ground I 
“ Oh yes, I DO 1 When it ’s got a Worm inside 1 ” 


would probably equal St, Paul s | 
in bulk. It is, however, difficult 
to obtain exact estimates. Ben- 
venuto Cellini’s works in gold, 
if melted, would be equal in bulk 
to two ordinary lumps of chalk. 
The lamp-posts of London, placed 
end to end, would extend to over 
one hundred thousand times the 
length of the ironwork of Gubntin ; 
Matsys. Therefore, &e. 0,. E. D. 

The modern public buildings of 
London, broken into small frag- 
ments, would suffice to repair 
some hundreds of miles of roads. 
The Parthenon, similarly treated, 
would not he enough for the 
distance :from Colney Hatch to 
Hanwell. The Crystal Palace is 
larger than St. Mark’s at Venice, 
The Nelson Column is higher than 
the monument of Bartolommeo 
C oLEONi. Therefore, &c, d. E. D. 

It is thus conclusively proved 
that the modern artistic produc- 
tions of onr beloved country are 
infini tely superior — in bulk — 
to those so-called masterpieces 
hitherto preferred by ignorant 
critics. Mr, Punchy ^ having 
patriotically proved this incon- 
trovertible fact, hopes that no 
banquet will he offered to him 
“by several influential gentle- 
men” to reward him for these 
“recent courageous, honourable, 
and successful efforts.” 


Not to be Wrought on by 
Spells, — Lord Salisbury’ s 
policy, as expressed in his Guild- 
hall speech, is proof against the 
“ CAamcs” of the DehaU^ 


” The New Woman (in French), 
“ Madame de Maintenant.” 


A CHANCE EOR SOMEBODY ! ! 

W ANTED -by an Australian Colony— A GOVERNOR, This 
is a splendid chance for a middle-aged man requiring a 
lituation. The Governor must he a man of High Chabact^, 
Attractive Personality, and Exceptional Intelligence. He 
viU he expected to combine a large experience of affairs with Tact, 
Discretion, and a Good Social Standing. During his term of office 
le will be supplied with One Livery a Year^ the cost of which will 
be deducted from his wages. . , , . tt j 

The Governor will be allowed to provide himself with one Under- 
Servant or Secretary, who must produce a certificate stating that he 
wee horn and has passed the whole of his life in the Colony. 

Loss OR Damage op Eurnhube. 

A plain table, six deal chairs, and a commodious chest of drawers 
will be provided for the use of the Governor, who wffl, of course, he 
responsible for the loss or damage of any of these articles. 

The Governor 

will be permitted to write home at regular intervals. ^ He will also 
have to conduct the Business Correspondence of his Employers. 
Postage, Telegrams, and Omnibus-fares will he paid by the Governor. 

There is . . 

An Extensive Back Garden of One Quarter of an Acre, in which 
the Governor may occasionally smoke a pipe on Sund^s. One 
pound of best Australian tobacco, for which a deduction oi £lo will 
be made from wages, will he issued to the Governor by the Colony 
on the presentation of a form countersigned by 

The Prime Minister’s Moteer-in-Law. 

As the 

Governor’s Boots will he wdl licked, it will be unnecessary for 

him to hrmg out any blacking with hm^^ ^ ™ j 

The Governor will he allowed Simple Lodgmg and Plain F(wd, 
which his Employers will frequently be pleased to share with tom. 
Any wages in excess of this allowance must be a matter for future 
arrangement. 


The Governor’s working hours will be from 6 a,m, to 1 a.m:. on the 
followiug day. Arrangements can be made for 
A Fortnight’s Holiday, 

but, if this is granted, half the year’s wages will be deducted. 

I The Governor will be expected to receive, entertain, and pay for 
i any Guests who may visit nis Employers during his term of office. 


any Guests who may visit ms Employers during his term of office. 
His Employers, while regulating their own conduct on principles of 
the Strictest Economy, will not discourage the display of a 
Seasonable and Open-handed Generosity 
on the part of their servant. 

Applications, accompanied by testimonials as to Age, Personal 
Appearanos, Previous Services, Artistic Temperament Chieluding 
ability to draw* cheques), Dress, Deportment, Fit of Trousers, and 
Conversational Ability, may be sent to the 

Prime Minister, X. Y. Z., Australia. 

N.B. — ^No Candidate recommended by Mr. Ch-mb-rl-n need apply. 


TO CEDIE. 

( With whom I played— Cards !) 

This pretty pack of cards I give to you, 

A token of our friendship -for no lack 
Of fun and frolic we ’re indebted to 
This pretty pack. 

In time to cime your thoughts may wander hack 
To summer seas, to sides serene and blue, 

That on a certain vessel's homeward track 
Made life a pleasant dream— at least for two. 

Weil, when the fog is thick and skies are black. 

Let us join hands and seek sweet solace through 
This pretty pack. 

An Isle in the Water is the title of a new book. Where else 
should “an isde” be? La a lamp? 
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A CONTEMPOEAEY CONUNDEUM, 


My ■whole was once certain all 
parties to charm, 

^Twas as plump as a pig, and as 
long as your arm, 

But now I am shrank from, and 
shrunken. 

With jubilant passion I used to 
inspire, 

But now men denounce as destruc- 
tive my fire, 

And swear that my fervour was 
drunken. 

They trotted me out, and they 
totted me up ; 

Oh I I was as useful for filling 
the cup 

As the old Inexhaustible Bottle. 

B it now, like a ‘‘dead man,” they 
shy me aside 

My draught may not now fire a 
patriot’s pride, 

Or mellow an orator’s throttle. 


Once like an umbrella, they said, 
when unfurled, 

I should draw to my shelter the 
whole of th^orld, 

And not e’en King Coffee’s 
could match it. 

But now they compare me, in 
ignorance dense. 

To an overgrown setting of eggs, 
so immense 

Sindhad^s roc conld 'not cover 
or hatch it, 

Alas I mine is trnly a pitiful fate! 

Once the rage, I am now out of 
fashion, and date, 

Like sarcenet, buckram, or 
grogram. [upon me. 

All parties, all speakers, are down 

What am I ? I ’m sure that the 
simplest will see, 

And pity a poor played-out— 
Peogeam ! 


RIVALS AT THE COURT. 

Always welcome is Sheeidan’s JRivals^ which, as compared ■with 
The School for Scandal^ would, were it nowadays produced as a 
novelty, he prohahly termed a “ farcical comedy,” that is, if the scenes 
between Faulhland and Julia could be re- written in a vein of the 
lightest, instead of the most serious, omedy. The play at the Court 

has been produced 
under the direction of 
Mr. Heney Nevjllb, 
who, as a conservative 
old- stager, has ke^t to 
the ancient traditions, 
and so it happens that 
two personages stand 
in one position during 
a long scene, that two 
chairs are brought 
down to the front for 
a duologne, and that 
the ratber tedious busi- 
ness of several false 
exits, and sudden re- 
turns, is retained, of 
which only one, and 
that the first, namely, 
when Mr. Paeeee-, as 
Sir Anthony^ is taking 
leave of Mrs, John 
Wood, as Mrs, Mala--, 
prop, is genuinelv effec- 
tive. To see Mr. Faeben 
as Sir Anthony^ to note 
his facial play, and to 
mark the artistic pauses 

JBoJ) Acres Grimaldu ** Odds clo^vIls and con- in his acting, is well 
tortious! Here we are again! Oh, please, Sir, worth a theatrical 
don’t! ’Twam’tme! ’ T was the other boy ! ” student’s visit. That 
Mr. FAEEEisr overdoes the laughing I am certain ; and that they all 
follow his lead up to so extremely dangerous a limit, that one half- 
step^ over houndary-line would be immediately resented by the 
audience, is evident. 

Mrs. John Wood as 3Irs. Malaprop is “ immense.” Mr, Sydney 
Beotjoh: is < 3 Luite the overgrown boyish Captain promotion 

was rapid in those days— up to any tricks to win his lady-love, on 
the soldier’s unprincipled principle that “ all is fair in love and war.” 
It struck me what a really good Tony Lumpkin Mr. Sydney Bbodgh 
might make if She Stoops to Conquer were the next revival at the 
Court Theatre, that is, if this part were for once not given to an 
* ‘ experienced low comedian.” Mr. Beandon Thomas is an “ illigant ” 
Sir Lucius^ an exile^ from the most distressful counthry, a penniless 
Irish baronet in search of an English heiress, and one of the “fine 
ould Irish gintlemen,” every inch of him. Mr. iN'yE Chaet’s Fag 
is neat ; Mr. Cheesman’s old family servant David good, but rather 
overdone, especially his laugh too ; all “ the laughs” appear forced. 
Miss Nancy Noel looks charming, and plays Lydia Languish very 
prettily, but perhaps without sufficient toucu of old-world exaggera- 
tion, such as is im]ped in the name given her by Sheeidan. 

Poor Julia and Faulhland! Who can sympathise ■with either 
when they are both on together ! I suppose Miss Yiolet is as 
good as Julia can be, and that -the same may be said of Mr. Buoden 



as the dnnderheaded Faulhland, JBoh Acres makes Mr. Aethue 
Williams amusing, but owing to the topics being necessarily those 
of the eighteenth century, Mr. Aethtte Williams has no chance of 
introducing up-to-date allusions, and so “making” the part of Boo 
Acres attractive to his more youthful admirers. It is a matter for 
curious speculation as to what an up-to-date, eccentric come dian , 
“full of wheezes and modern instances,” as is that other ^thtte, 
yclept Abthtte Robeets, could do if necessity compelled him to be 
cast for Boh Acres ! Of course Aethue Robeets would bring in 
topical songs and several disguises somehow, no matter how. But 
■this is to imagine too curiously. Suffice it that at the Court, ■with the 
present caste, the good old Rivals ought to be played to crowded and 
delighted houses up to Easter at least. 


SOME MINOR HYPOCRISIES, AND THEIR MEANINGS. 


The Boned Man to his Friends. 

‘ ‘ I HAVE no doubt whatever that 
Jones would behave as an honour- 
able man, under temptation ; still, 
it would not he quite fair to ex- 
pose him to it.” 

“ My dear fellow, I cannot say 
that I like engaging in this affair 
of yours ; still, if you really wish 
me to do so, and are positive for 
it, I will sacrifice myself in your 
interests.” 

‘ ‘What are difficultiesbut simply 
temporary obstacles, made to be 
overcome ? What are reverses 
hut simply temporary barriers 
erected by Providence against the 
too speedy gratification of our 
headstrong desires ? For ' my 
own part, I rejoice in difficulties 
and reverses of all kinds. When 
I see either one or the other that 
is seemingly insurmountaole, I 
say to myself, here is a ple'ksnre 
in store for me ; let me not he too 
eager to compass it, lest, by ex- 
hausting it speedily, I cut short 
my enjoyment.” 

“ My dear Sir, pray do not 
imagine that I take your advice 
in ill part. I assure you my 
greatest hapi>iness and satisfac- 
tion ■will he in endeavouring to 
profit by it; and the freer you’ 
are with me, the better I shall 
like it. G-ood heavens, Sir 1 what 
a Wretched world this would be if 
our dearest friends and nearest 
relations were debarred by in- 
exorable custom from giving us 
their counsel in due season.” 

‘ ‘ I confess, for my own part, that 
a good, healthy, vigorous oppo- 
sition is a thing I rather enjoy. 
Too much prosperity is had for 
any man ; just as too much power 
and freedom are bad for any 
government.” 

* ‘ First class I Do you mean to 
tell me you travel first class ? 
Why what, iu the name of all 
that’s wonderful, possesses you 
to do that. I always travel third 
class ; it is so much more comfort- 
able; you avoid the snobs, and 
there is much less danger of in- 
fection from contagious diseases.” 


The Bonest Man to Ms Soul. 

“ I HAVE no doubt whatever iu 
my own mind that Jones would 
succumb to temptation the mo- 
ment it were offered him. Besides, 

“ What a blockhead the fellow 
must he not to see that I am 
dying for want of an opportunity 
tohave atinger in his pie. Now that 
I have it there, I honestly believe- 
I shall make my fortune out of it.” 

“ Every kind of obstacle to the 
gratification of what we esteem onr 
proper and reasonable desires is, 
detestable. I never encoun- 
ter an obstacle but it fills me with 
rage, nor a difficulty hut it makes 
me rail against Providence. StiU, 
on a platform, in a pulpit, iu a 
book, or among one’s friends, it 
Js necessary, of course, to hold 
quite contrary language.” 


“ Confound the pragmatical 
idiot 1 Will he never cease 
plaguing me ■with his tiresome 
advice ? What have I done that 
I should he persecuted in this 
manner ? But I suppose I must 
be civil to him, and humour him ; 
otherwise he has it in his power 
to make my life a very burthen 
to me.” 


“ I rather flatter myself I scored 
a point that time. It was good 
policy on my part to appear as if 
1 were pleased with the opposi- 
tion which I encounter. Still, I 
wonder what my opponents will 
do next? Ugh! how I hate them I” 
“I would always travel first 
class if I were rich enough, but 
I am not so ; so must needs make a 
virtue of my necessity,” 


“Yeey Fishy!” — “During last month,” says the Times of 
November 12, “the officers of the Fishmongers’ Company seized 
thirty- one tons of fish at BiUingsgate Market as unfit for human 
food.” “ Billingsgate ” used to be synonymous for extra-strong bad 
language; but that it should ever come to he synonymous for 
extra-^ong had fish is too terrible to contemplate. 


They were discussing the merits of various Oxford Colleges. 
“Well,” said a oertaia matron, emphatically, “ I would never send 
any son of mine to such d place as BeUal College, Oxford.” 
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TO A. BALTOUE. 

By a Lady Member of the Balfour Edbitation 
of the Primrose League, 

[“I 1)611076 it was the Primrose League that 
recognised the great truth that, whether women 
ought or ought not to have a vote. . . . they are 
rather more than half the human race in these 
islands . , . and have a right to make their influ- 
ence felt through the electoral machinery of the 
country.” — Mr, Balfoiir in Glasgow 

IsadoreP 

I. 

Before the Primrose Eves, 

Gathered by Clyde’s dark shore— 
CltLstering from roof to floor, 

Shaking with joy like tremulous leaves— 
Waving thy snowy clasped hand, 

Which Primrose Dames adore, 

Last night, oh bliss I I saw thee stand, 

Like a fair Prince from Fairyland — 
Enchanter of the Primrose hand. 

Most beauteous A. Baxfoub. 

V n. 

Oh, it was like a dream 
To dear mamma and me. 

Thy big soft eves to see I 
TTntamed they did o’erflowiug seem 
"^With the deep untold delight 
Of Party victory I 
Thy classic brow, like lilies white, 

And pale as the Imperial night 
Pictured by Edgar,— who was right,— 
Enthralled my sonl to thee I 
^ ‘ in. 

Ah I ever I behold 
Thy dreamy poet eyes, 

Calm as the languid skies. 

Yet with true patriot fervour bold. 

How clear the woman’s mission grows 
To Primrose women wise I 
We’re roused from our too long repose, 

We votaries of the Earl’s Primrose 
Persuasions press— which spiteful foes 
Persist in calling— fibs I 

IV. 

Like music heard in dreams. 

Like strains of Hope unknown. 

Or felt for ever flown. 

Audible as the voice of streams, 

I hear thy dulcet tone. 

“ Day to day work,” that is a spell 
For Dames who with the Primrose dweli^ 
How right thou art I I know it well. 

Who work— for thee alone 1 

V. 

In every district heard, 

Fair Primrose Dames thou ’It see 
(Ju^t like mamma and me). 

“ Keep Ah, yes 1— “ like a bird.” 

The Dnion cause is thine, and mine. 

The Primrose doth not flee ! 

Of thine own Habitation, thine^ 

Am I, Prince Arthur, bland, benign I 
Brave Balfour ! Ah I that name divine 
To me seems melody I 

♦ “The BUent influence which women can 
exert when properly organised operates per- 
petually upon classes w’hose conversion can he 
effected by no ordinary agency. Thev are always 
‘at it,’ as Mr. Baifoitb has found some per- 
spicacious opponent declaring.” — Times, 

Question (5y an earnest inquirer into the 
“ Denominational teaching controversy ”). 
What is “ Catechhm” ? 

Anii-Dmominationalist' s reply, “ 
ehism” is “Doy-matism.” \_Exeunt severally, 

A Hot Diplomatic Dish {for the season), 
— Currie’d Turkey. 


W-Ui ; 








“ The Trilby Mania grows apace. It 

HAS REACHED PECKHAM. AUNT MaRIA WENT 

TO THE Fancv Dress Ball op the Pecrham 
Season as Trilby in hkr first costume.” 
— Extract from Letter of Miss M, Br-wn to Miss 
K Sm th, 


HOW TO BE HAPPY. 

{A Mint from Hawarden,) 

[Mr. Gladstone, writing of Mr. Spiblmann’s 
Bistory of Punchy says : “I shall be happy to see 
in my library a work recordine the history of a 
prosperous and successful effort not only to 
associate sound art with politics, but also to 
humanise the warfare connected with a trying 
mode of life.”] 

Mr, Punch is happy to acknowledge this 
tribute so happily expressed, and hopes that 
the happiness of the illnstrions recluse of 
Hawaraen has before now been increased— as 
it must he— by a careful perusal of Mr. 
Spielmann’s excellent JSxstory^ of which it 
need only he said, that it is worthy of its 
subject. 

Breathes there the man, with soul so dead, 
Who never to himself hath said 
I ’d like to fathom many a myste^ 
Concerning Mr, Punch's history ? 

If such there he,' let him he shamed 
By the great statesman, old, world-famed, 
Who, far from party animosity, 

Keeps up intelligent curiosity 
Concerning England's other glory, 

As well shown forth in Spielmann’s story. 

If such there breathe, let the poor dunce, 

In true contrition, send at once, 

Swift— aye, as England’s champion wheel- 
man — 

For the great hook of Mr. Spielmann, 

And share, as Punch wtU hope he can^ 

The “ happiness ” of our Grand Old Man 1 


^‘THE OLD OKDER CHANGETH (?).” 

{A Glvmpe into the Possible Future.) 

Scene— TAe Horse Guards, Present: 
Commander-in-Chief. The illustrious 
official is engaged in glancing at reports^ 
and adding his signature to dictated 
letters. Enter to him, after knocking, \ 
the Adjutant-General. j 

Commander-in-chief (loohing up). Well, 
my goodf riend, everythin g working smoothly 
Adjutant- General, Yes, Sir, I looked into 
that saddle-cutting case, and it seems that it 
was confined to one troop. I don’t think there 
will be any further trouble in that quarter. 
Com. -in- C, Thank you very much. Will 
you kindly ask the Inspector-General of For- 
tifications to look me up ? 

Ad j,- Gen, Certainly, Sir. ]_8alutes, and exit, 
fJom.-in- C, {turning over plans). Dear me, 
now where is that map of Gib, ? Ah, here it 
is! {Enter, after knocking, the Inspector- 
General of Fortifications.) Well, have the 
guns been mounted as arranged P 
Insp.-Gen, of F, Yes, Sir. I looked into 
the matter, according to your instructions. It 
appears the delay was caused by having to 
take over the carriages from the Admiralty. 
However, it’s all right now. 

Com,- in- C, Thanks, very much. I sup- 
pose you talked it all over with the Inspector- 
General of Ordnance and the Quartermaster- 
General ? 

Insp.-Gen, of F, I did, Sir. I thought it 
better to see that the tents were all right— as 
you mentioned them. 

Com,-in-C, Quite so. And now, if yon 
will he so kind, send the Military Secretary, 
the Director of the Intelligence Department 
and the Director of Mobilization to me. 
Insp,-Gen, of F, Certainly, Sir. 

\_Salutes, and exit, 
Com,-in- C, What a lot of time I have to 
devote to seeing these fellows ! But perhaps 
they might he offended if I did not consult , 
them now and again. {Enter, after knocking, \ 
the MiHtaiy Secretary, the Director of the 
Intelligence Department, and the Director of j 
Mobilization.) Glad to see you, Gentlemen, j 
Pray he seated. And now have you anything j 
to report— of course for the information of the 
Secretary of State ? 

Mil. Sec. Speaking for my colleagues, Sir, 

I think not. If you remember, Sir, you said 
we had better leave mobilization alone until 
the season arrived for the Autumn Ma- 
noeuvres. I 

Com,-in-C, To be sure, so I did! I am 
really very sorry to have troubled you un- i 
necessarily. 

Mil,-Sec, Hot at all. Sir. ^ 

\_Salutes, and exit with his colleagues, 
Com,-in-C, There, that’s done, and now 
I can get back to my work. 

Secretary of State (entering), I hope I 
don’t intrude, my dear Field-Marshal. 

Com,-in-C, Intrude! Why, I am delighted 
to see you. Can I do anything for you to- day ? 
Only too pleased! 

Sec, of S, Well, thank you very much ; hut 
as the House is not sitting, I don’t think I 
require your advice. All going on to your 
satisfaction? {Com,-zn-C, hows.) That’s 
right. I won’t interrupt you any longer. 
Good-bye, and thank you very much. [Exit, 
Com.-in-C, A most sensible and courteous 
colleague, or should I say Commanding 
Officer? Yes {smiling), 1 should say Com- 
manding Officer, and think what I like. On 
my word, it is a little difficult to distinguish 
in what respect my position varies from that 
held by the dear old Duke ! {Ponders.) Oh, 
I know 1 I have a different signature ! 

[Scene closes in upon the illustrious 
official returning to his work. 
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A POPULAR WHEEL TAX. 

of thi Exchequer), '*Ip you pleas®, Sie, wb abb alt. Taxed. Why should bb be let off?” 
SzrMcn^lH-chsB-ch{inostpolUely). »Thb QaESTiON shall reobive my earnest consideration.” ( ‘ The d^tatim then withdrew:* Vide Public Papers.) 
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A RARE CHANCE! 

BuTiiman, ** Hi I Stop *bm, Sir I They 'eb on an Old ’UnI” 

Hard-riding Qeni {who is very seldom able to afford a day ovi*'), **All the better, Old Chap — ^all the better.” {Sottovoee^ 
as he disappears over fence), Didn't pat two Guineas to walk!** 


A NOVEL EDUCATION. 

[« One of tlie latest of tlie new academic studies instituted in the United 
States is * a course of modern fiction.* . . . The modem fiction class in Yale 
University numbers no fewer than 258 members.'* — Daily Telegraph!\ 

The tutor of St. Mary’s, Cambridge, was sittuig in bis rooms after 
Hall interviewing a succession of undergraduates. 

“Sit down, please, Mr. Jones,*’ he said to the last comer; “I 
wish to speak to you very seriously on the subject of your work. The 
College is not at aU satisfied with your progress this term. Ecr 
instance. Professor Eailtaed tells me that your attendance at his 
lectures has been most irregular.” 

“ Well, Sir,” said Jones, fumbling with the tassel of his cap, “ I 
didn’t think they were important ” | 

“ Hot important ? How do you expect to be able to get up difficult ! 
authors like Crockett and Maclaren unless you’ve attended a: 
course of lectures on Scotch dialect ? Do you know the meaning of 
‘havers,’ ‘gabby,’ or ‘yammering’? I thought not. Then your 
last paper on * Elementary Besantics’ was very weak. Have you 
really been giving your energies to your work, or have you been 
frittering away your time over other books ? ” 

Jones looked guilty, but said nothing. 

“ Ah,” resumed the Don, “ I see how it is. You’ve been wasting 
your time over light literature— Homer and ViRGn., and trash of 
that sort. But you really must resist temptations of that kind if you 
wish to do creditably in the Tripos. Good evening,” 

Jones departed, to be succeeded by another undergraduate. 

“I sent for you, Mr. Smith,” said the Tutor, “ because— though 
your work on the older writers is pretty good— your acguaintance 
with modem realism is quite insufficient. You will attend the course 
of anatomy lectures at the hospital, please. You can’t study your 
‘ keynotes’ intelligently without them.” 

A third student made his appearance in the doorway. 

“ Mr. Robinson, I ’m sorry to say that your work is unsatisfac- 
tory. On looking at your Mudie list, I find that you ’ve only taken 


be permitted to take the Tripos this year, I ’m going to give you a 
few questions, the answers to which must be brought me before 
Saturday. You will find pen and ink on that table. Kindly take 
down the following questions, as I dictate them.” | 

The tutor clear^ his throat, and began : 

Question one. Explain ‘P.W.D. accounts,’ ‘a G.T.,’ G.B.T. l 
shin-bones,’ Trace the bearing of the history of Mowom on the 
Darwinian theory. 

“ Question two. The truth shall make us free.’ Give context, 
and comment on this statement. Conjugate, in accordance with the 

library catalogue. The Woman who , noting which of the tenses 

are irregular. 

“ Question three, ‘ There were two Trilbys ’ {Trilby, Part Till.). 
Explain this statement. What had Mr. Whistler to do with it ? 

“ Question four. Give the formulae for the employment of (a) the i 
M!adBall; (Z>) the Runaway Horse; (c) the Secret Marriage. What | 
would you suggest as the modern equivalents of these? , s , ' 

“ Question five. Rewrite the story of Jach and Jtll^ — (uj m 
Wessex dialect ; (5) as a * Keynote’ ; (c) as a ‘ Dolly Dialogue.’ ^ 

“ That will do for the present,” concluded the tutor. And, as his 
pupil left the room, he seated himself at the writing-table and began 
Chapter XXIX, of his “ Prolegomena to Three Men in a Boatr 


BY OUR OWN SCHOOLBOY, 

Q. Translate “ Tertium quldf^ 
A, It means a third sovereign. 


Notes on the Busby Bicentenary.— According to his bio- 
graphy given in the Times on the occasion of Dr, Busby’s bi- 
centenary, that eminent public schoolmaster, who held his head- 
mastersMp of Westminster under Monarchy and Commonwealth, 
seems to have been a precursor of the celebrated Vicar of Bray, 
lu memory of their great headmaster the Westminster Boys’ Corps of 

X 1 — ni ..1—* XI. A V 
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m£ty jnitintes late at Killin Junotioa. Sd far from makiog up 
LEAVES FROM THE HIGHLAND JOURNAL OF TOBY, M.P. time lost at Oban, mere lost at eve^yeyside^ 

, I hoDe we shan’t miss the train at Stirling r i anxionsly 

LEA.F LAST.-FULL STOP IK THE DiTOLE EEOM THE KOETH. inquired of guard. 

‘‘ Here ’s a go,” I said, turning to Sark, after carefolly looking “ Weel, no,” said he, looking at his watch. “ I dlnna think ye’ll 
ronnd the station to see if we really were back at Oban, having a hae managed that yet,’’ 

quarter of an hour ago started (as we supposed) on onr ’onrney, This spoken in soothing tones, warm from the tondly Scottish 
already fifteen minutes late. heart. Hadnt yet finally lost chance of missing Ixain at Stirling 

“ Well, if yon put it in that way,” he said, “ I should call it an that should enable ns to keep onr tryst at Woodade. But no need 
entire absence of go. I thought it was a peculiarly jolting train, for despair. A lit^ more dawdhng and it wonld he done. 

Kever passed over so many points in the same time in my life,” Done it was. ^ When we reached Stoling, porters complacently 

“ Looks as if we should miss train at Stirling,” 1 remark, announced English mail had left dUMter of an hour ago. As for 
anxiously. “ If so, we can’t get on from Carlisle to Woodside to- stationmaster, he was righteously ludign^t with moonsiderate ; 
niglit.” travellers who showed disposition to lament their loss. 

“Oh, that’ll be all right,” said Sark, airy to the last; “we’ll “Q-ood night,” said cadaverous feUow-mssenger, feebly walking 
make it up as we go along.” , out of darMing station. “Hope^ yon 11 get a bed somewhere. 

Again sort of faint bluish light, which I had come to recognise as Having been going up and down line for five years, I keep a bed- 
a snule, feebly flashed overjcadaverons countenance of the Stranger in room close by. Cheaper in the end. I shall get on in the morning, 

comer seat. ^ ^ . — > .. 

Certainly no hurry in getting ofi. More whistling, more waving 

of ,.gTeeu>g, Observed that Tj-oTTlVm TO TTri?, MimSTERIAL LETTER-BOX. 




ultir^bo J'ound in the ministerial letter-box. 

friends ofi had qnietly waited on {Postmarlc^ Berlin,) 

platform. Train evidently ex- ^ ... .av ^ i j x x 

pectedback. How it had returned Mix dear Lord,— Hoting that yon have been so kind as to grant 

■ they said good-bye over again the request of the Sultan to make a speech upon a subject of his 
/ to friends. Train deliberately Imperial Majesty’s selection, I ask yon to afiord me the same obliging 
y. steamed out of station thiiW- courtesy. I have less hesitation in asking this favour, as it seems to 
// dve minutes late. Every eight Rie that some of the more recent of your orations have been rather 
Y/ or ten miles stopped at roadside hairen of interesting matter. Have you noticed that I have recently 
YY station. No one got in or got out. published a very excellent drawing, which has been reproduced 
7 // After waiting five or six minutes, iu black and white? Thanks to peculiar advantages I uossess for 
y i-o see if any one would change furthering the circulation of peiiodicals with which I am person- 
^ his niiTid, train crawled out ally connected, I haye been able to induce the Trade to take the 
again. Performance repeated picture up with (to me) gratifying enthusiasm. But I feel that a 
few miles further on with same f words from yon, spoken at the right time, in the right place, 
lesnlt. would work wonders for it. Could not the Lord Mayor get up a 

“Don’t put your head out of second edition of his banquet? I merely throw out this suggestion 
the window and ask questions,” as a hint. No doubt your fertility of invention wiU produce some- 
Sabk remonstrated, as I hanged thing better. At any rate I inclose a circular giving fnU particulars 
cbwn the window. “ I never did of my cartoon, which may he of use to yon. The terms are “ net 

iX T M nafiL 'F KTif a nnll Ka a Avt ‘folrinc o n-noTifi'ftr 


MmseH Jobn Brioht used to 
‘WhathiUf teU with great glee. Travellmg 

homeward one day in a particularly slow train, it stopped an 


cbwn the window. “ I never did of my cartoon, which may he of use to yon. The terms are i 
it since I heard a story against cash,” hut a reduction will be made on taking a quantity. 

MmseH Jobn Brioht used to Always yours sincerely, 

tell with great glee. Travelling {Signed) W. Kino and EmperoBi 


unconscionably long time at Oldham. Finally, losing aB patience, [Post-marh^ St Petersburg,) 

he leaned out of the window, and in his most magisterial manner My dear Lord,— Of course I do not wish to put yon to any 
said, *Is it intended that this train shall move on to-night?’ The personal inconvenience. But as yon have established a precedent I 
porter addressed, not knowing the great man, tartly replied, ‘ Put act upon it. Would you he so very ohliginjg as to make a speech at 
in thy big white yedd, and m^be the train ’ll start.’ ” your next big meeting correcting the prevailing false impression that 

Due at Loch Awe 1.32; half-past one when we strolled into I am an autocrat ? lean assure you, on my honour, that this is not 
Conuel Ferry station, sixteen miles short of that point. Two more the case. By the constitution of my beloved country we all do what 
stations before we reach Loch Awe. we please. The only advantage I have is to do what I please before 

“Always heard it was a far cry to Lceh Awe,” said Sark, the opinion of my subjects is consulted. What I wish to-day, every- 
undauntedly determined to regard matters cheerfully, one in Enssia wishes to-morrow. This nndonbtahle truth has been 

“ Ton haven’t come to the hiU yet,” said a sepulchral voice in fully explained to a distinguished correspondent in Paris by one of 
the corner. my agents. However, yon wiU do no harm if yon repeat the story 

“ What hill ? ” I asked. at your next public meeting. Yours most truly, 

‘ ‘ Oh, you ’ll see soon enough. It ’s where we usuaUy get out and ( Signed) N. Emperor, 


walk. If there are on hoard the train any chums of the guard or » x 

driver, they are expected to lend a shoulder to help the train up,” {Post-ma/rTc, Brussels,) 

Ice once broken, Stranger became com- , - Mt dear Lord,— Of course the £6000 recently sent over to Eng- 

munioative. Told ns his melancholy sto^. ii//// land was merely to satisfy current expenses. Justice will follow 

Had been a W. S. in Edinburgh. Five ml fill il//////// ft, later on. However, that this may be plain, will yon kindly say yon 

years ago, still in prime of life, bought a Mlmlljjm hpe received this note when yon make a speech at your next public 

house at Ohan ; ohfiged to go to Edinburgh j dinner. With many apologies for tronhUng you, 

once, sometimes twice, a week. Only thrice i f Yours most sincerely, {Signed) L. King, 

in all that time had train made junction l t . . 

with Edinburgh train at Stirling. Appe- f If//, {PosUmarJcf Ashmti,) 

tite failed; flesh fell away; spirits went ^ 6-reat Cheep, —I hear you speak much. I speak little. But 

down to water level. Through looking out I luPu lllfl/ f » when you make another speech speak to me. You speak for benefit 

of window on approachingr Stirling, in hope lifp^iK^^^IIII/ of that Sultan, why not you speak to respectable coloured gentle- 

of seeing South train waiting, eyes put on man ? What I ask vou is this— Someone took my umbrella nearly 

that gaze of strained anxiety that had twenty years ago. Why not you return it ? 

puzzled me. Similarly habit contracted of KtNa of Ashanti X his marh, 

involuntarily jerking up right hand with ^ . 

gesture designed to arrest departing train, I {PosUma/rlc, Pled Street) 

“Last week, coming north from Edin- 1 My dear Lord,— Don’t see what else you could do. StiU prefer 

burgh,” said the hapless passenger, “we j j your own doquent words to the flowery periods of that unfortunate 

were two hours late at Loch Awe. * A little « potentate, {Signed) {no fwrther title regumte), 

late to-day, aren’t we ? ’ I timidly observed « ^ 

to guard. ‘ Ou aye I we ’re a hit late,’ he ^ trainTt 

said. * Ye see, we had a lot of rams, and * Enry Hauthor Jones is a sensible man. He has adopted the 

we couldna’ get bailh them and you up the h^ ; so we left ye at advice of bis best friend Mr, Bunch, and is not going to change his 
Tyndxum, and ran the rams throngh first, and then came hack for name and drop the classic Jones. The dramatic descendant (English 
J®* branch line) of Ion of Chios, son of Orthomenes, is right. 
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Of the Shooting of Foxes. 

^ The o^er day a friend was relating to me Ms shooting experiences 
m the United States of America* Amongst other incidents he 
mentioned that, dnring one of Ms expeditions, he came to a place 
where there were many foxes. These he was expected to shoot; 
pnt} on the first day, Ms British hunting instinct revolted from the 
idea, and he refused to fire at hold Beynard. In reply to the re- 
monstrances of Ms American companions he could only urge that 
haying, during a long course of years, pursued the fox in England 
with no weapon hut a himting-crop, he could not immediately rid 
Mmself of the British prejuMoe wMch raiis vulpicide and parricide 
together as the two chief crimes known to the Calendar. 


The American sportsmen retorted, naturally enough, that, as it 
didn’t happen to he their custom in that 
particul^ part of the country to ride after 
foxes with packs of hounds, they would he 
much obliged to him if he divested himself 
of Ms prejudices, took a reasonable view of 
matters, and did Ms share in the shooting of 
foxes. After some further hesitation, my 
friend bowed to the force of these arguments, 
and on the following day, lo and behold, he 
bagged more of these sacred animals than all 
the rest of the prty put together. He is a 
distinguished officer^ with a brilliant record, 
and, humanly speakmg, many years of useful 
activity still before him. I shall, therefore, 
1 eep Ms name secret, lest, by divulging it, I should ruin him in the 
estimation of Ms fellow-countrymen, and compel him to retire into 
the unmerited obscurity of half-pay. 


In this country, of course, the extermination of the fox provides 
sport and the most glorious of healthy exercise for thousands and 
thousands. It teaches not merely good horsemanship, but courage, 
quickness of resource, and endurance. It provides an engrossing 
piMsuit to men who might otherwise find no vent for their energies : 
without it conversation in certain parts of the country would languish 
and die. Eor all these reasons fox-hunting, according to the con- 
ventions we have established here, is a sport that it would be the 
merest folly to oppose. And unless fox-shooting were made a quasi- 
capital offence there would soon be very few foxes left to be chased 
by Tearaway^ Tipstaff^ Trimmer^ Music^ Melody^ and all the rest 
of the celebrated hounds who stream every day over our countiTr- 
side. 


I WAS once a member of a shooting party in Yorkshire. One of us 
was an excellent old sporting parson, whose gun did great execution 
amongst the partridges. As we were walking through a turnip- 
field vhere the cover was very tMck there was a sudden flash of 
brown for in front of the parson. Hare,” said one of the beaters, 
incautiously: “Ho, no; fox,” shouted another; but he was too 
late. The reverend gentleman had fired, and a fine dog-fox lay 
quivering about twenty yards m front of Mm. 


The incident cast an impenetrable gloom over the party. We did 
not dare to joke about it. The occurrence was too tragic, the 
involuntary fox-murderer was too deeply plunged in melancholy. 
He unloaded Ms gun, gave it to one oi the keepers, and said, in a 
voice of stony despair, I ’U shoot no more to-day,” A little later 
he seemed to cheer up, smoked a pipe with apparent zest, and was 
able to take a little solid food at lunch. But at tea-time, when our 
hostess asked him not to give way, but to bear up for the sake of Ms 
family and Ms attached parishioners, he could only shake Ms head 
gloomily and murmur, “Ah, what will they think of me now ? ” It 
was in vain that she rallied him, and said that one might imagine he 
had shot a child. “ I almost wish I had,” was the sorrowful reply. 


Of course the old man saw clearly enough what would be the 
consequences of one rash moment. What did it avail him that he 
had been a zealous minister of the gosiel, that he had conducted Ms 
Sunday-school with credit, that he had preached two sermons every 
week with exemplary regularity, that he had on more than one 
occasion entertained the archbiriiop of his province, that Ms wife 
had organised coal and blanket funds, and found an abundance of 
needlework for the leisure of the female parisMoners, and that he 
himself had sung a hower of roses hy Bendemeer^s 

stream ” at countless concerts with constant favour ? All tMs record 
of good works, he knew, would count for nothing. Henceforward he 
would be known far and wide as “ the parson who shot a fox.” In 
short, joy had gone out of Ms life for ever, and though he might 
water his pillow with Ms tears he would never be able to wash away 
this terrible stain. Therefore he did right to be unhappy. 


became of him afterwards I cannot say with certainty. 
But last week, as I was passing through Bury Street, I saw a 
i^sical family in rags and tatters slowly singing its way up the 
street.^ There was a shrunken, miserable father; a shawled and 
terful mother wMked beside Mm leading two wobegone children, 
^d all were singing the most despairing and melancholy strain. As 
I passed I looked at the father. Something in Ms face seemed 

lamiliM; could it be? but before I had time to make any 

inquiries he grasped Ms wife by the arm, the singing ceased, and 
the whole dismal troupe shufded away into Jermyn Street. If this 
was indeedj as I more than half suspect, my old clericsd fellow- 

t ortsman, it must be admitted that his punishment has been severe, 
ough not, perhaps, unjust. 


MONTAGU 

(Afr, PiMch*s AppecU on hehalfofthe Montagu Williams 
Blanket Fwid,) 

For we are all one flesh, 

And need one flannel— -with a proper sense 
Of difference in the quality.” 

So said Mrs. Bhowning, quailing obvious truth with a touch of 
fe minin e satire. The first portion of the quotation would make no 
bad motto for “ The Montagu Williams Blanket and ClotMng Fund 
(WorsMp Street).” The fund was started by that worthy magistrate, 
and man, whose too early loss is still deplored, “because he saw how 
much the^ poor of the East End suffered through lack of clothing, 
and especially the children, many of whom are sent to school half 
clothed and half fed.” “ Such cases” (says Mr, John Massey, 
C. E. T, S. Missionary, writing to the Daily News), “ receive our 
first attention.” 

“duite right I” says Afr. Bunch, “Think of the comfort for 
the comfortless represented by the distribution of 2000 blankets I ’ ' 

Oh respectable cits with warm hearts— and slow livers — 

Just picture poor children a prey to “ the sMvers,” 

A slight fit of wMch, when the wind ’s in the East, 

Upsets the rich man at his fireside or feast. 

With them they are chronic one half of the year, 

For fires they can’t pay for, and blankets are dear. 

Oh satins and silks have their laureates fine 
In whom fashion and splendour inspire every line ; 

But who ’ll write an Ode to a Blanket ? The theme 
Might inspire a true bard more than mere morbid dream. 
Bunch must pen it some day I But Ms present intent 
Is to help, and increase by a hnndred per cent., 

Q-ood Montagu Williams’s Fund. Gentle readers, 

To you at tMs season come plentiful pleaders. 

But what you ean spare for one more worthy channel, 

Bunch gives you Ms tip — Bui the cash into Funnel I 

Misapplied ? Mr. Massey hears witness that since the fund was 
initiatea f our years ago one blanket only has found its way into the 
pawnshop (and that was returned by the wormy pawnbroker), though 
nearly 2000 have been distributed. 560 families or 4600 persons, have 
been helped, and “many men and women have been re-started in 
life by a gift of decent clothes, restoring them to the level of 
re^ctahility,” 

What more need he said ? Save that contributions may be sent to 
the magistrates, Mr, H. J, Bushby and Mr. Haden Corsbr, at 
WorsMp Street Police Court, for the Blanket and Clothing Fund ; 
whilst parcels of clothes will be gratefully received by Mr, John 
Massey, at 20, Albion Road, Dalstun, H.E* As Boriia might 
have said: — 

The quality of Massey [like that of his blankets) is not strained, 
It droppetn like the sun’s warm rays from heaven 
Upon the poor when winter oMHs that sun ; 

It blesseth him that gives and him that takes 
(Those blankets, following kindly Montagu), 

And eartMy wealth seems then least Mammonish 
When MEassey moves its mercy. 


PoRTSMOUTHiANA {from our Special South Coast Inspector). — The 
Town Council is nltra-monarcMcal, boasting two Kings ; while the 
Bench rivals Temple Bar, having a Griffin of its own. The sea forces 
are, appropriately enough, in charge of a Salmon ; a rare Davis looks 
after those in terris. Democratic ojpinions appear to prevail in the 
Dockyard, for Brince George is bemg continually’ hammered. The 
arrival of the Russian squadron has created a rise in tallow. 


A SuBE Cabd.— B ytMs time the Christmas Card should be played 
out. It isn’t; bnt, instead, it is “dealt out” by Raphael Tuck 
AND Son, who hold good hands, mostly trumps. 
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A SOFT ANSWER. 


“Swan, JtrsT look here I I oak write my Name in the Bust ok the top of this 
Table } “ “Lor, Mum, so you can ! Now I never had no Edgeroation myself T’ 


THE COMPANY :PE0M0TEE’S 
VABE MECHM. 

Question , Is it abBolutely necessary that a 
constrnotor of companies should have any 
capital ? 

Anstcer. Not in coin; but it is desirable 
that he should be able to draw on a reser?e 
fund of unlimited assurance, 

Q. And is it essential that he should enioy 
a spotless reputation ? 

Ji, Of course such an endowment would be 
extremely advantageous, but it is scarcely 
imperative, 

Q, Ought he not to be a well-known man ? 

A, If his record is irreproachable, but 
otherwise it might be convenient were his 
identity unrecognisable. 

Q. Should the company he proposes to pro- 
mote be suggestive of an attempt to satisfy a 
want ‘r* 

A^ No— not necessarily. The objects of a 
company must not be eonfustd with the aims 
of a charity, 

Q. Then what should bej the end of an 
association of limited liability ? 


A^ The acquisition of enormous prohts. 

Q, Should the means taken to ontain this 
end be of a praiseworthy character ? 

A, To be perfectly saSe they should recom- 
mend themselves to the approval of the com- 1 
pany’s solicitors, 

Q. What is the first step towards forming ! 
a company ? , - 

A, The drafting of the prospectus. 

Q, How should a prospectus be drafted? 

A, In such a manner that the maximum of 
effect may be produced at the cost of the 
minimum of deception. 

Q. Should an appeal be made to the bene- 
volence of investors? 

A. Only as an additional advantage to 
speculation ; the chief object of attack should 
be human cupidity, 

0. What argument should be used in 
obtaining the public support f 
A, That investors had already seouredlarge 
profits by taking part in some scheme of a 
kindred character. 

Q, Should there not be a strong board of 
directors ? 

A* Yes, and that strength should be shown 


in the titles in abundance, either before or 
after the names of the members. 

Q. Why do you draw a distinction between 
before and after ? ! 

A. Because, if a director is neither a peer 
nor a baronet, be should be at least the 
chairman of some other company. 

Q, Are not hereditary titles nowadays 
rather at a discount ? 

A, Amongst seasoned speculators, but they 
are still popular with those who are investing 
their money for the first time. 

Q. Haviug published a prospectus and ob- 
tained aboard, whatmust the promoter do next? 

A, He must see that the^ expenses and 
rennmeration incidental to his own labours 
are not absorbed by the amount expended 
upon advertisement. 

Q. The shares havmg been allotted and a 
handsome snm appearing at the bankers, wbat 
shonld be the promoters next care ? 

A» To obtain a cheque of adequate value 
payable to bearer. 

Q, And having cashed it, what should be 
bis consolation should the company hereafter 
enter into liqnidation ? 

A, That it thousands were rained, he had 
taken the precaution to keep on the right side 
of the law. 

URBS IN RURE-THE FARMER’S FUTURE. 

Parson says “ I ou^ht to be glad to be 
an Essex farmer breathing pure air into my 
lungs.” I teU parson ‘ ‘ pure air won’t pay my 
rent for me.” He says rents have been re- 
duced. Yes, but they aren’t reduced as much 
as I am. He says “living off the land” is the 
healthiest thing a man can do. Wish I had a 
chanceof living off theland. Wouldn’tliveon it. 
When will somebody do something for us 9 

Somebody has! 0. E. Eailway has re- 
duced its rates to London. Can send double 
as much now for a shilling as I could before. 
Must use company’s own boxes, however. 
Still, I don’t mind that. Orders for fowls, 
turkeys, fresh eggs, vegetables and fruit 
coming in fast, from London families. Chance 
of making the boys useful. Keep them at work 

Hurrah. I Oovernmfnt has “reduced local 
burdens.” Bates cut down to half what they 
were. Glad I voted Tory, Hullo I Notice from 
landlord that ‘ ‘in consequence of great decrease 
of local charges he thinks the time has come to 
raise my rent ! ” Soiry I didn’t vote Badioal. 
Shall next time. If it weren’t for the rent, 

* now, I should be clearing a ^ood profit. 

Bent needn’t trouble me, it seems. Strong 
■ Badical government. Going to “ nationalise | 
the land Light railways being built all over 
i the place. Can send ton of potatoes to town 
fortwopence-halfpeimy. Jam factories started 
. everywhere, too— no dimculty in getting rid of 
. my turnips noiv. Chimneys don’t look pretty 
in the fields, certainly. Bush from towns 
; to oountry. Building going on everywhere. 
Makes air rather smoky. Still a good thing 
to “ put people on the land,” I suppose. 

Got three railways coming past my front 
f door. Jam factory in next field. Bows of 
3 cottages down by the stream where trout 
used to be. No trout now. Parson tells me 
- that grass is growing in streets of Bayswater 
owing to tint movement into the oountry, 

) Says his churuh is to be enlarged. He hates 
I it all. So do I. Why can’t the people stay 
in London? Taken to growing their own 
1 produce, and don’t want mine. 

Parson off to a living in East End of London. 

3 Says he “must have pure air,” Whole of 
i Essex densely populated. County has become 
a larger London. People have been “ put ou 
f the land,” and no mistake. Every man his 
own farmer nowadays, so no need for me, 

X Sell farm, and away to Canada I 
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if'wss.v Old Lady, ’‘Now Doy^ forget, Conductor. I want ten Bank op England'* 
Conductor, All sight, Mum.*' (Aside,) “She don't want mucEj do she, Mate?*’ 


WHEELS WITHIN WHEELS. 

Dialogue between two Your^ G&ntlemen, dressei 
in Knickerhoclcer Suits^ Gaiters^ and Golf- 
caps. They ha/oe the indescribable air which 
proclaims the rotary of the ** Bike,** 

First ^oung Gentleman, Tes; I certainly 
agree with the French yiew of it. Cycling 
shonldy t he indulged in without care. 

Second Y, G, They say in Paris that no 
one should become an habitual oyohst with- 
out “medical authorisation.” 

First Y, G, Yes. Quite right. Then, 
when you are permitted, you ought to traYel 
at a moderate pace. About dye miles an 
hour is quite enough for a beginner. 

Second Y, G, Enough I Why, too much I 
“^u can’t be too careful I Then, if you break 
oh“ for a time, you ought to begin all over 
again. You should “ graduafiy acquire 
speed” ; not rush at it I 
First Y, 6?. Certainly. IreadintheXawcc^ 
only the other day that merely increasing the 
pace of a bike a couple of miles an hour was 
sufficient to send up the normal pulse to 150 ! 
Second Y, Q, Most alarming I And yeti 


can see from your costume you are a cyclist. 

First Y, G, Not at ail. I am pleased wi^ 
the costume, and, like yourself, have adopted 
it. Now do not laugh at me. But between 
ourselves, I have never been on a bicycle in 
my life I 

Second Y, G, No more have 1 1 [Curtain, 

Wanted, a Brummagem Dick Whitting- 
ton AND HIS Oat 1 1— In the F, M, G, last 
Saturday there was a startling heading to a 
paragraph, “Birmingham Overrun by S-ats.” 
The authorities, it said, have taken no steps 
to abate the nuisance because Mr. Chambeb- 
liAm (the “ Mahdi,” or ‘ ‘ Maloodhi,” or isit “the 
Melodious ” that theBeehuanaland Chiefs style 
him ?), when he was mayor, declared that rats 
“were good scavengers,” and being garbage- 
iverous, prevented disease. But now, can 
our Joseph any longer object ? Or is he, on 
principle, dead against any sort of “ratting” P 

Something Like a Partjamentaby Di- 
vision. — The present condition of the Irish 
Nationalistic Party. 


SONG TO SIMS EEEYES. 

(A long way after Rood's Eyrm to the Sun,) 

Bt an Old Admirer. 

rm, of golden notes I 

Ihough now a god of scarce-remembered 


Others may follow 
Some new Apollo, 

i love thy song, and gladden in thy praise. 

Eing of the tenor tribe. 

Still poets* hymns of right to thee belong, 
Thougb some are cold 
Who heard of old 

Thy matchless phrasing, thy mellifluous song. 

Lord of the gracious bow, 

The listeners to thy ballads held their breath. 
Still dost thou save 
From Time’s chill grave 
Such hngering sweets as love would snatch 
from death. 

Dreams of a greater day,— 

When loud acclaim like iucense-clouds did 
rise 

At thy last note, — 

Before me float, 

And bring tbe mist to an old buffer’s eyes. 

Tmly My pretty Jane 
Shall never more be snng as sung by thee. 
Shall we applaud 
Another “.fcwc?” 

As we did thine when all seemed youth and 
glee? 

Our dear old Dibdin, too I — 

When shall the Jack Tar’s laureate find a 
To sing in tones [voice 

Grim Davy J ones 

Might melt at, how tars fight, love, grieve, 
rejoice ? 

That song I— “ Here a sheer hulk I 
Ah I how mellifluous memories come rolling 
Like eve’s soft haze. 

With that first phrase 

Of thine immortal, magical “ Tom Bowling J ” 

Our noble Nelson’s death, 

Macgeegob’s mingled battle- whoop and wail, 
Despair that lay 
In Biscay’s bay, 

And the swift rapture of that shout, “A sail ! ” 

Who like our own Sms Reeves 
T hese varied lyric moods in song could render P 
Elijah’s woe, 

Or the blent gloom and glow 
Of the great grief-thrilled Master’s love song 
tender ? 

If now a lesser stage 

A lessening light illumes, “ Tom Bowling^* 
still 

Draws loving cheers, 

And -the crowd’s ears 

To the great tenor’s tasteful warbling thrill. 

Of late a sportive Grace 
Gathered the well-earned meed of thirty 
years. 

Is Song less strong 
To win the throng 

To something more substantial than fheir 
I cheers ? 

May fifty years of song, 

Matchless in its pure art as Patti’s own, 

No guerdon claim 
Beyond high fame, 

And mere word-tribute, to cold custom grown P 

Pride of the lyric stage, 

Not all remember thy melodioas prime : 

But it shall leave 
On winds at eve 

A pleasant echo to the end of time I 
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MOATLHODI ! 

[The Bechuana chiefs have confeiTed on Mr. 
Chambbblain the title of Moatlhodi, meaning:, 
it seems, “ the man who puts things right.”] 

0 MrDLAjTj) “ Joe,” “ Silomio” 

Must envious feel of your new title ; 

Which for a lot of party “ rot 
In “calling names should prove requital . 

Kbcama & Co., 0 Chieftain Joe I 
Ingenious seem in nomenclature, 

Which Temperance cranks moves to warm 
thanks 

And angry faddists to good-nature. 

Sir WiLPRiD thinks you’re down on drinhs, 
And Lawsok laudeth anybody 
Who giveth tongue ’gainst tyrant Bung, 

So gives three cheers for Moatlhodi. 

The angry E.ad, who thought it sad 
That Joe should turn a Tory-toady, 

Thinks if you har strong drink and war, 

You are in sooth a Moatlhodi. 

The might and sleight to “ put things right” 
Is what we want, Joe, in our leaders. 

If that ’s your game, in fact as name, 

From your side you ’ll find few seceders. 
Then Khama’s praise in sounding lays 
We ’ll echo with exuberance hearty ; 

Each patriot who knows what’s what 
Mu&t join the Moatlhodi Party I 


The Latet-ist EnirroH t—The Red, White 
and Blue Christmas Annual of the Penny 
Illustrated^ edited by Johe* Latey. Messrs. 
Btroet Webber and G-oderby Tdbner re- 
sponsible for PoHi^, and Anhee Thomas, 
Mahvelle Fenh, Macbay, Richard Hehry, 
and others for Prose in this Zateyh ana 
GentlemanU Christmas Annual. Prosit I 


SHOOTING PAINS. 

Bear Mr. Puhch,— I am told that a great 
fuss is being made because some editor or 
other has rei)roduced someone’s portrait with- 
out his permission. Now I can’t understand 
I anyone objecting to this being done, unless, of 
course, the portrait in question were used to 
illustrate an article on ** Ugliness” or some 
such dreadful subject as that. Nothing 
pleases me more than to see myself in all the 
papers, and I ’m so afraid that this agitation 
may frighten editors that I want to say to 
everybody that I’ll give away any number 
of pnotographs, so long as illustrations are 
made out of them. Perhaps as I ’m writing 
I might say that I’m a very gifted young 
actress, in addition to being extremely beau- 
tiful. 1 could play The Second Mrs. Pondes- 
hury^Tio^ I mean Mrs. Tanqueray — ^as easily 
as I could act Juliet, All I want is a chance. 

Youi s-on-the-make-up, 

Prixton, Ross Sr. Clair. 

At Mr. Henschel’s last concert Herr vox 
Boloeo was unfortunately indisposed, and 
could not sing Beethoven’s “ BussliedJ^ 
Surely it needn’t have been omitted, as Mr. 
Henschel, being there, the Buss^lied^^ 
could have been sung by “ The Conductor 

The Decay of Burglary,— The Chief of 
the Police almost deplores the decay of burg- 
lary, without suggesting the cause. Perhaps 
the burglars Mve gone into the mining 
market ? 

Tbilbyana. — At the Haymarket, contrary 
to precedent, it is very evident that bootless 
feet cannot be without a Tree. 


ENCORE ^ MOATLHODI 

[A. Ballad of South Africa.) 

There were three black Bechuana men, 
King Khama, Sebele, and Batho-bn— 
Though far they ’d travelled, they fairly were 
gravelled 

On seeing the Chief, Jocham Berlen, 

There had never appeared within their ken 
Such a putter to rights as Cham: Berlen. 

“ A fig for Barhatos and Bamangwatos I ” 
Said Khama, Sebele, and Bathoen. 

They journeyed to England and hack agen. 
This one to his kraal and that to his den. 
And the third to his scanty remains of a 
shanty— [[Bbrlen! 

They 'd seen, though, the Chid, Jocham 

They said, “ Let us make him a citizen 
Of Umtiwayo, this Cham Berlen— 

A new blood- brother to each and the other,” 
Said Khama, Sebele, and Bathoen. 

What name for our country’s new denizen ? 
Asked Khama, Sebele, and Baihoen ; 

It was promptly bestowed, he was titled 
“Moatlhodi”; [Berlin. 

For He-Who-Rights-Things is Cham 

“ Moatlhodi” they christened him there 
I and then, 

j No more to be known as Cham Berlin ; 
Their own novus homo to rank with Silo mo 
Have Khama, Sebele, and Bathoen. 

Rider Haggard must look to the fame of 
his pen, 

When Khama, Sebele, and Bathoen 
Go stealing his thunder, and making us 
wonder [lain I 

At names that they coin for Joe Chamber- 
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THE OLLEHDORF SYSTEM OF 
INVASION. 

(Under the Patronage of Pall Mall 
and WMtehcdL) 

Is tlie South Af rioan Expedition 
ready to start ? Yes, it is ready to 
start, by the kind consent of the 
good neighbour at the War Office. 
Basthe good neighbour at the War 
Office made great preparations for 
the Expedition ? Th e good neigh- 
bour at the War Office has made 
great preparations. What prepa- 
rations has the good neighbour 
made? The good neighbour has 
supplied boxes of ammunition, 
food, and camp equipment. Has 
the good neighoour supplied any- 
thing else ? Yes, the good neigh- 
bour has selected large numbers 
of i^ecial service officers, inclusiye 
of a Eoyal Prince. Has the good 
neighbour siwplied any one mse ? 
Yes, the goodf neighbour has also 
supplied several privates. Why 
has the good neighbour done this? 
The good neighl^ur has done this 
to anord paragraphs for the daily 
papers. Have there not been 
envoys from Ashanti in England 
seeking in vain an interview with 
the Colonial Secretary? Yes, there 
have been envoys in England from 
Ashanti seeking in vain an inter- 
view with the Colonial Secretary, 
Have the envoys been long in Eng- 
land ? Yes, the envoys have been 
very long in England. Have they 
not said that they were the faith- 
ful envoys of the good King of 
Ashanti? Yes, they have said 
so (id est^ so have said). Did any 
one believe the faithful envoys of 
the good King ? Ko, for a long 
time no one believed the faithf cu 
envoys of the good King. Did 
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A DISCRiTION. 

**Oh, Madoe! The Basket already quite empty! I didn’t 

MEAN YOU TO EAT ALL THOSE FiGS AT ONCE I ” 

“No MORE I DID, Mummy dear. I bat ’em one by one !” 


they ever obtain an interview with 
the Colonial Secretary ? Yes, in- 
directly, at the last moment. Did 
this cause any inoonvenifince to the 
good neighbour at the War Office ? 
No, it did not reuse him any in- 
convenience. What did the good 
neighbour order to he done ? The 
good neighbour at the War Office 
ordered the tons of ammunition, 
food, and equipment to be sent to 
Ashanti. Did the good neighbour 
[ order anything else ? Yes, the 
good neighbour ordered the large 
number of special service officers 
(inclusive of a Royal Prince), and 
the several privates also, to pro- 
ceed to Ashanti. When all these 
people get to Ashanti what will 
they do? They will return. Will 
they have any fighting at Ashanti? 
No, they are not likely to have 
much fighting in Ashanti, hut 
they are sure to get a medal. 


“YOUTH WANTED.” 

A DINGY shop, a squalid street, 
Small ragged urchins fighting, 
What here to stay my wandering 
feet? 

What sight or sound inviting ? 
A sprawling legend on the pane 
That spe&s a common need, 

A smile, a sigh, a smile again— 

“ Youth wanted,” so I read. 

A louder creaking of the door 
On somewhat rustier hinges, 

A shade more stiffiness than of 
yore, 

A few more gouty twinges, 
Breath soanter than it used to 
be~ 

All these one want reveal, 

All bring that legend home to 
me— 

“* Youth wanted,” so I feel. 


OUB BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Ian MAOLiRENT finds his most dangerous competitor in him- 
self. When Messrs. Hoddeb & Stoughton bring out a new series of 
stories from his pen under the title The Day$ of Auld Zangsyne, 
the heart, nntravelled, fondly turns back Beside the Bonnie Briar 
Bush, and doubts whether anything quite as well can be done. The 
earlier work had the advantage of breaking fresb ground. The 
denizens of Dmmtoobty were new to the poor Southerner, and he 
was able to accept even more than a reasonable amount of testimony 
to their uniformly angelic natore— high-minded, high-spirited, gene- 
rous, poetical— underlying a rugged exterior. In the second coHeo- 
tion of records of this remarkable community they are more generous, 
self-denying, spiritual than ever. To tell the truth, the succession 
of doses of sweetmeats has a tendency to pdl on the palate. For that 
reason the stories were more effieotive when they came out at intervals 
in periodical publication. That only means that the man or woman 
happy enough to possess the book should not attempt to read it right 
through at a sitting, or a succession of sittings. One a week will 
have a wholesome effiect, cheering mortals who dwell amid less 
exalted communities with the assurance that there is hidden some- 
where in the Highlands a hamlet where all the men are good and 
most of the women are better. For real humour and true pathos, 
expressed in moat musical broken English, Ian Macliren is, my 
Baronite says, hard to beat in bis latest work. 

“ iVever imagine yourself not to he otherwise than what it might 
appear to others that what you were or might have been was other- 
wtse than what you had heen would have apjpeared to them to he 
otherwise,^^ as the Duchess said to dear Alice in Wonderland ; which 
lucid remark fairly well defines tiie irre^nsible position of The 
WaUypug of Why, by O. E. Farrow (Hutchinson & Co.) The 
Girlie, and many of the jokes to hs met with in the dreamy 
Uptid^ownness that leads to the Unanswerable land of “ Why,” 
are feeble imitations of the immortal Alice* It may achieve 
Fome popularity aided by the mtesqne humour or Harry 
Furniss’s illustrations, and the dainty vignettes of his clever 
daughter, Dorothy, The WaUypug of Why will be an enter- 


taining book when Alice in Wonderland is forgotten, — ^but not 
till then. 

At War with Pontiac, by Ktry Munroe (Blacbie and Son) tells 
how a hero, — not Valmond, “but another,” — ^not only “came to 
Pontiac,” but veas saved from a fiery extinction by the discovery of 
the Totem of the Bear! The “totem” is a kind of first cousin to the 
tattoo— a sort of sign, in that part of the globe, by which the generally 
long lost brother is recognised. 

Apparently we are losing something of our former British insular 
pride, for S. Baring-Gould reproaches his countrymen with their 
appreciation of things, even literary, “made in Germany” and else- 
where, to the neglect of home-grown talent. In defence he has 
gathered together a deliciously quaint set of Old English Fairy 
Tales (Methuen), wherein children will find the native fairy quite 
as charming as her foreign relatives. 

Most appropriately appeared, a few days before the mnetieth 
birthday ot Mrs. Kebley was celebrated by a public ovation in her 
honour at the Lyceum, a book entitled The Xeeleys, published by 
Bentley, and written by Mr, Walter GooDMiN. 
man and true ; ” no better man could have heen selected to do the 
work. The most memorable obaxaoter that Mrs. Krelet ever 
played, indeed, her favourite part, was Jack Sheppard* Now 
how came Mrs. Keeley to be “cast” for Jack Sheppard f whose 
in^iration was it to select her for this role f “I remember,” quoth 
the Baron, “seeing Keeley as Mouser, and his wife as Betsy, in 
Betsy Baker ; born inimitable, being one among those few gems of 
acting whereof the playgoer retains a life-long recollection.” As 
a small boy, that is as small a boy as the Baron could be, he 
retains a vivid impression of Mrs. Keeley, as a Peri, singing and 
danding in an extravaganza, and of Mr, Keeley as Isaac of York in 
a burlewue of Jvanhoe, also as Mrs* Gamp, with Mrs, Keeley as 
Young Bailey, in Martin Qhuzzhwit* To have remembered them, 
and to have forgotten those who played with them (with the 
exception of Wigan as Montague Tigg), is clear evidence of the 
impression these “two clever ones” m^e on the receptive mind 
of the then _ ^ 

Boyish Baron de Book-Worms. 
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THE PLAIN TALE OP CINDERELLA, TOLD BY 
THREE AUTHORS. 

No. L By R-dy-kd K-pl-no. 

** By the Hoof of the Wild-goat uptopsed 
From the Clift' where she lay in the Sun, 

Gro, stelk the red deer over the Heather, 

, And find the glass Slipper, and the Story 

"While the Snaffle holds, and the Long-Keck stings 
Fields, and Ferces, and Fun.” JBadded-room Ballads, 

The maoner of it was in this way. Understand clearly that there 
waanot a word to he said against CiNDESELLi. — not a shadow of a 
breath. She was good and lovely, with green eyes under eyebrows 
as black and as straight as the borders of the Xizdictn Gr(iz€tt& when 

a b ig man dies. But Well, her step-sisters were jealous of her. 

Which IS cimous. 

One evening they went to a Ball at Government House, leaving 
CiKDEBELLii at home, crying. After that, I don’t know what 
happened. This much is certain. CiEa)ERELLA went to the ball, 
with no chaperon, and no card of invitation. And a wonderful 
dress. Gorgeous. I can’t describe it, but it was a thing that hit 
you straight between the eyes and made you gasp. Don’t ask 
me how it was all managed. All I know is, that, in two twos, her 
card was full. She^ was a success with those Up Above. The 
Prince fell in love with her. These sudden madnesses often affect 
the sanest men. You cannot account for them. CindebexIiA. 
married the Prince, and went Home. I neither know, nor very much 
care,^ how it all happened. I have told you quite enough. You 
can just find out the rest for yourselves. There was a case once. 
But 1 will tell you of that later on. If you are not careful. What 
I want to know is,— How do people like Cinderella come to marry 
Princes ? 

You will say that this story is all made up. Yery well, then. 
I want the person who says that, dead or alve. But dead for 
preference. 


SOME PAPEB, SOME PENS, SOME INK, SOME 
BLOTTING-PAPER, AND PISHER UNWIN. 

(A SCRAP.) 

No. II, By J-hn Ol-v-e H-bbs. 

Peologtje. 

Those who live in glass slippers should be careful not to catch 
chiUs. 

Cinderella appeared to have been kicked up into a powerful 
existence from the very debris of bricks, mortar, ill-temper, and 
common-sense. To loot at her was to think of a scaffolding. Hair 
dishonestly golden, sparkling with peroxide and insincerity, framed 
a face of such extraordinary beauty that to behold it was to doubt 
the genuineness of the creation. 

AU Cinderella’s relatives were more skilful at eating an expen- 
sive dinner than at ordering a cheap one ; and Cinderella, who did 
the cooking, made it the business of her life to lead her family out 
of temptanon ; she knew greediness to be their special snare, and in 
helping^ them to conquer their tastes she found many opportunities of 
gratifying her own. For instance, every evening dunng the week 
Cinderella made rice-pndding, as she knew her step-sisters 
especially disliked it : and every time her father dined at home there 
was^ sure to be some dish containing onions ; for he loathed them, 
haying, indeed, such fastidious tastes, and such a repugnance for . 
plain facts, that he would only eat straw when it was made into a 
bran mash. 

(To be continued,) 

« « « * « 

CINDERELLA WATERS. 

No. III. By G-bqb M-rb, 

(A Fragment of a Drama im Muslin cmd GUbss,) 

.... The lamp had not been wiped, and the room smelt slightly 
of paraffine, which nearly overpowered the smell of grease and the 
acrid and warm odonr of a baked potato, a fragment of which 
remained on an unwashed plate. The mahogany dresser, with its | 
rows of shining plates and oishes, the saucepan, frying-pan, sieves, 
the spit on which a half-raw leg of mutton was hanging, all pro- 
claimed, to the practised eye of a connoisseur, the kitchen. On the 
floor, in front of the fire, sat a short, square-faced girl in a dirty 
mauve print dress, obviously not made for her. Her face seemed to 
we^ the expression of the country that produced her; a Saxon face 
with the Sussex hills and downs clearly outlined ou the cheeks, 
green-grey, <^uiet eyes, like the sea on a calm morning, and a pro- 
tuberant white cliff-like brow. A girl of twenty, short, strongly 
built, with curiously short arms and firm saussge-like fingers. Her 
neck was plump, and her hair of so extraordinary a brown that it ! 
passed unnoticed. Her face usually escaped observatiou, being 
generally taken for one of those masks that children are wont to put 
on in the fashionable West End on tbe fifth of November. 

In the still water of the sink, the shining plates and saucepans 
had all the magic of reflected things. The kettle on the fire sang 
pl^tively, like the wind in the valleys where the wind never 
wholly rests. The coal-scuttle seemed full of charm, of the fascina- 
tion of deciduous objects. Cinderella Waters toyed with the 
cinders, large and small cinders, cinders hke pebbles, and beetle-like 
cmders. Black smuts hxmg caressively on Cinderella’s oyster-shell- 
like ears, on her flaxen eye-lashes, and her Saxon cheeks. Her flesh 
warmed under the fire-light, but she sighed as she thought of her 
hard life, work from week’s end to week’s end, never a holiday, 
never a little amusement. Outside, a full moon floated like a balloon 
high up in the sky, and the trees stretched out their arms like faint 
phantoms. In these moments the plausive and wilfol sweetness of 
Me ternpted Ci^erella ; she longed to he in the place of her sisters, 
she had dressed them for the servant’s ball. The eldest had pnt on 
a black s^ dress adorned with a wide collar fastened with a very 
nne pebble brooch. The other wore a canary-coloured skirt, a red 
y^lyet bodice, and a drab feather boa. Pale blue sashes floated from 
their hips, and one could hardly have recognised them, as servant- 
girls 

With a sigh, she tried not to think of the glare and rustle of silk, 
of waltz tunes. She rose and began slowly ironing out some ragged 
dusters. . . . Then she started and her flesh burnt, for the red-hot 
nat-iron that she had accidentally dropped on her foot seemed to her 
like a message from a lover, . . . ~ 

New Tm.E poe Mb. P-eoh and Me. Ch-mb-ei-e.— A ooordmir I 


to The Times of Africa, quoted by the Times of London last ' 
Th^aday, Bechuaualand Chiefs style Hr. Chamberlain i 
Hoatlhodi, wMch is a Seohuaua word, signifying “He who! 
inghts togs.” In this case the Chiefs will style Mr. Punch The 
Great Hoatlhodi, or, He who writes things which right thingsP I 
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SUGGESTIONS FOR NOVELTIES IN SLEEVES. 

{By Out Own Fctshion-jplaier^ 




Eig. 1. Cricket-bat Sleeve (with. 
Splice for married ladies). 


Balloon Sleeve. 








Fig. 4. Saddle Sleeve. 


Fig. 5. Racket Sleeve. 


A MODEST PEOPOSAL PEOM 

BABOO JABBEEJEE. at the drollishness and jocosity ^ith which 

To THE Hon’ble Potoh. your paper is ready to burst in its pictorial of caric^ 

Tboteabie AED LuDTCEOtJS Sis,— Permit department. But, alack 1 when I turn my X^^et^caenw omne However if such 
me most respectfully to biing beneath your ontical attention to the literary contents, I am ;= ,onr will ^on’ble Sir" I will take’ the cow 
notice a proposal which I sermely anticipate met with a Imentable deficiency md no great by^ tS l^i^^ter prettiS^ coursTd 
tinn IrnTii TiTiti’Tiiiam Tinder the frnctifvmfi" sTin-- shakes, for I note ihere the flv m the oint- i _ t .ti 


c c%/cro ^ English masterpieces of immaonlate 

E c VEo. and moderately good prose extracts and dra- 

matic passages, pnbJislied vpith notes for 
the use of the native student, at welter- 
ing in a hotchpot and hnrley-bnrley of 
arbitrarily distorted and very vnlgarised 
i cockney doms and purely London provin- 

cialities, which must he of necessity to him 
“ pearls before a swine I 

- ^ hononr to inform you of 

' ^ number of cultivated lively young native 

4 B.A.’s, both here and in my country, who 

^ ^tiite capable to appreciate really fine 

I \ writing and sonoriferous periods if pub- 
I lished in yonr paper, and which would in- 
/ U I / f allihly result in a feather in your cap and 
/ / Turing increase of grit to the mill. 

I f Honored Sir, you feel disposed to 

I bolster yourself up with the wet blanket of 

\ =:l- P I a non possumus^ and reply to me that your 
I existing quill-drivers are too fat-witied and 

I / shallow-pated for the production of more 

1 / iBl Ifi ’ I pretentiously polished lucubrations — aye, 

1 / m night-light oil, 

I / / and hear the chimes at midnight !— I will 

III / \ hoodwinked by the superficiality of 

fe?// / / i hono^ and shall make you the 

I ' I answer that I am willing for an exceed-- 

t A ififfls/ paltry honorarium to rush into the 

Gordian imot and write you the most 
IfN^ superior essays on every couceivahle and 
I inconceivable subject under the sun, as per 

encloped samples which I forward res]^ect- 
Fig. 3. Scull and Paddle fnlly for your delightful and goldeuopimons, 
Sleeve. guaranteeing faithfully that all of your 

readers in every hemisphere and postal dis- 
trict will fall in love with such a new de- 
parture and fresh taok. 

The specimens I send are not my lest^ 
only very ordinary and humdrum afiairs, 
hut— ea; pode Horculem! Hon’ble Sir, and 
you will see how transcendentaUy superior 
//// \ are even such poor effusions compared to the 

f / ^ fiddle-faddle and gimcraok style of article 

// which you are being fobbed off by 

puzzleheaded and self-opinionated ninoom- 
poops. 

I / I can also turn out rhymed poetry after 

/ \\ i models of Poets Tennyson, Cowper, Mrs. 

1 \\ Hemans, Southey, & Co., done to a tittle, 

\ I \\ so as not to be detected, even by the cyno- 

\ • [I / sure, as mere spurious imitation, but in 

I ' lu every respect up to the mark and the real 
' — i U Simon Pure. 

^ — ♦ K Therefore, Hon’ble Sir, do not hesitate to 

/\ \\\ strike while the iron is incandescent and 

/ \ \\ \ bleed freely, even if it should he necessary, 

/ \ \ 1 1 \ ^ engaging your humble petitioner’s 

> / \ \ ! 1 \ services, to turn out one or more of your 

I IJi i I I present oontributioners crop and heels, and 

P*v ■ 1 1 W them on the shelf of their own incom- 

\ ^ \ petenoies. Remember that the slightest act 

J— f of volition on your part can exalt my pe- 
^ I cuniary status to the sMes, as well as coxSer 

y/yly * distinguished and nnparagoned ennohle- 

y/''' ment upon your cacoethes ecrihmdu 

^ c, I remain, Respected 

Fig. 6. Gun Sleeve. 

== Tour most obsequious Servant, 

I, hoity toity ! I am like Hurry Bungsho Jarbebjeb, B.A. 

P-S. and H.B.- Bang en&ely un.ac- 


tip-top periodical, and, hoity toity ! I am like 
a duck in thunder with admiring wonderment 


Sir, 1 am an able 15 A. rt a respectable utter abRent^ism or a correct ana classical ^ ^ ^ Fortunatns, seeing 

Indian wllegp, now m tins country % Pur- sMe in Esglish compoaition. ^ ^ estwmed oorrespondent is so hard ! 

poMs of b^g orammed tough Inns of Court To the taghly educated native gentieman ^tween'two stools that he is reduosd to 
and Law Exam., and rendering myself a com- who searches your prmted articles, hoping ’FfndRnTT’a Horse! H B J 

T^etely hedged Pleader or Barrister in the fondly to find Ibimself in a well of Englhh a choice of Hodson s Morsel M. M. J. 

Native Bar of the High Court. pure and undefiled, it proves merely to fish Jabberjee’s disinterested 

Since my S( joum here, I have accomplished m the air. Conceive, Sir. the disgusifol re- offer is at present receiving our most carefoX 

the laborious perusal of your transcendent and suit to one saturated to the skin of his teeth! consideration.] 


von. oix. 
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UNEARNED INCREMENT. 


S'anturS-K^. "Ym ; -but DOM?ireSi^ itT M- fTn^TTi ^g.a^ poj^jy ™® astoumh them at the Show!” 

eomspondin* period of the 
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HEE HEAET AND HAND. 

{Being the Last Chapter of an UnpvMished, 
Rormnce.) 

So they two paced op and down the garden 
path in the moonlight. Their future course 
(like the garden path) lay clear before them. 
With the death of E owin’ s unscrupulous 
rival by a convenient railway accident in the 
previous chapter, every obstacle at length] 
had been removed. Angelina felt that the 
dSnovement was close at hand, but a few 
more lines were required to complete the 
volume. She paused beside a rose-bush. 

“You have something to say to me, 
Edwin?” 

“ Angelina,” murmured Edwin, “will you 
give me your hand ? ” 

“ Oh I ” cried Angeuna. “ That ’s^ really 
too old-fashioned a uroposal. Try again.” 

“Nonsense, Angelina; I wasn’t speaking 
of marriage. I want you to give me your 
hand literally— so,” and taking her dainty 
Ungers in his own, he bent reverently over 
her palm. Then neither of them moved for a 
few moments. 

“Do be quick,” ssid Angelina, im- 
patiently. “You can kiss it if you like, 
and then Fll snatch it away, while a rosy, 
blush mantles over my cheek. But this is all 
horribly old-fashioned.” 

Edwin suddenly dropped her hand with a 
gesture of dismay, 

Angelina gasped. 

“All is over,” he said, solemnly, “The 
I line of life is fairly well marked ; but the 
line of the heart shows that you are utterly 
devoid of real affection. Then the abnormal 
development of the mount below the little 
fiurer 

“ That came from rowing you up the river 
yesterday I ” 


“ betokens obstinacy and bad temper. 

Nay, His useless to expostulate, Angelina. 
In chapter twenty- two, if you remember, you 
found me in the library, trifling with a book. 
That book was the latest manual of Palmistry, 
which declares that ‘ it is the height of folly 
to choose your partner for life without care- 
fully studying the infallible revelation of 
(haracter afforded by the hand.' I* have 
acted on that advice, and our marriage, con- 
sequently, is out of the question.” 

But then,” ciied poor Angelina, “ what 
has been the good of ail the previous chapters ? 
And what will the readers say ? ” 

“ OChey will regard it as a strikingly original 
termination,” said Edwin, vrith gloomy satis- 
faction. 

“ I shall bring an action for breach of 
promise.” 

“ You cannot,” retorted Edwin. “ We are 
on the last page already,” 

Angelina’s composure gave way utterly. 
“It’s too bad I” she sobbed. “I did think 
we were to be married, and to live happily 
ever after. Now 1 suppose we shall appear 
in a horrid modem series, with a cynical title. 
The Folly of^ Romance^ perhaps ! ” 

Edwin smiled slightly. “ No,” he replied, 
“it will be called The Wisdom of Chiro- 
mancy.^^ 

NTew Version. 

{For Would-be Wooers of American Reiresses,) 

Malbsoucs s^en m-t-en guerre^ 
Mironton^ mironton^ mirontaine ; 

Wins a Yankee millionaire, ^ 

And then comes home again ! 

With a hip-hip-hip, hurrah ! 

With a golden bride in his train I 
For he 's a jolly good wooer* 

And so ’d be all of us ! 


rOE M THAT, AND A" THAT, i 

{Modem L L, P. Version,) 

[It is said that Mr. Tom Mann, in the interests 
of the Independent Labour Party, intends to op- 
pose Mr. John Mohley at the Montrose Burghs. J 

Stands Bfonest John for fair Montrose, 

The poor man's friend and a' that P — 

The Eight Hours Bill he dared oppose I— 

We '11 him oppose for a' that. 

For a’ that, and a' that, 

His honest pluck and a' that ; 

On rank and wealth we want to stamp, 
Tom Mann 's the man for a’ that I 

What though on Home Buie John 's in line, 

A rare good Rad, and a’ that ; 

If our pet nostrum he 'd decline, 

He ’s not our man, for a' that. 

For a' that, and a' that, 

His learning, sense and a’ that ; 

The honest man we will throw o’er, 

Tom Mann's onr man for a’ that! 

He 'd mend or end the House o’ Lords, 1 

Who burke our Bills and a' that ; I 

But to our fads small aid affords, 

So he ’s our foe for a’ that. 

For a' that, and a'^ that. 

His firmness, faith, and a’ that; 

John has an independent mind t 
We like him not for a’ that I 

Then let us pray that polling day — 

’Tis coming soon for a' that — 

His sense and worth may oast to earth* 
Though use may lose, and a’ that. 

For a' that, and a' that, 

A Tory win and a’ that ; 

To keep out John* and Rosebery spile, 
Tom Mann 's our man for a* that 1 

Motto bob American Millionairesses.— 
“Marry, come up I” 
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CABTEIDGES 

StE,— I am sure you “will 
believe me, when I say that I 
wish to treat our new Com- 
mandeor-in-Chief with the 
greatest respect, but it is diffi- 
cult to know what to say or 
think when Meld Marshal 
Viscount 'W’oLSBi.ET delivers 
himself of the following extra- 
ordinary opinions. The place 
was the Royal United Service 
Institution, and the occasion 
was the deliver of a lecture 
upon “ The Training of Volun- 
teer Officers,*’ by Colonel 
Eustace Balfous. Here is a 
report of the remarks to widch 
I have the honour to take 
exception : — 

“He had often watched out of 
his room a non - commissioned 
officer drilling a s<^uad of recruits 
The language which he used was 
perhaps not of the choicest de- 
scription, but it was very effec- 
tive. (laughter and “ Sear^ 
hear,^*) It was addressed to men 
who thoroughly understood it. 
(Laughter^ The drill sergeant 
made nse of that iangnage with 
great effect on the men, and he 
impressed on them that they 
should be absolutely obedient to 
every expression, every word of 
command.” 

Now, Sir, if this means any- 
thing, it suggests that in 
future “the big, big D” of 
the past should become the 
amplified curse of the present. 
The Commander-in-Chief has 



LA BELLE DAME SANS ''MERCI.” 
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written a Soldier* s I^ockeU 
Booh^ and no doubt in the 
next editionadialogue between 
a drill-sergeant and his recruits 
will, from a civilian point of 
view, become entirely unfit 
for publication. In lieu of 
“ order arms,’" we shall have 
“ !” instead of “fix bayo- 
nets,” “ 11” and to 

replace “prepare to charge,” 

“ 11!” Should 

this he? Tours respectfully, 
Tfomas Ateins, Brivate, 
P.S. — ^What would the dear 
old Duke have said! Our 
anoieut commander, as all the 
world knows, hated strong 
language. 


TO TRILBY. 

(On Daisy Lines,) 

Trjlbt, Trilby, 

Oh what a hulLahalLoo I 
Crazy we will be 
All ou account of you. 
Though others may charm, 
we’Ustmhe 

Quite true to our own dear 
Trilby^ 

For you do look sweet, 

And with those nice feet 
You *11 run— till there *s some- 
thing new. 


SuGGESTiOE-. — If sufficient 
funds exist or can soon he 
raised to defray expenses, why 
pull down the Trinity Alms- 
honses? Why not add Wings 
to the alms-houses ? 


THE LiniE DINNER OF THE TWENTIETH CENTURY. 

A Forecast by Mr, Punches Own Clairvoyant, 

Agoordtnq to the “ Daily Chronicle^\ “ an American professor is 
looking fonvard to the time when cooking and dining shall become 
lost arts, and we shall take our sustenance in the form of tablets of 
concentrated things^ Oar esteemed contemporary appears to think 
that such a system would necessarily do away with cdl conviviality 
and social intercourse; but, unless Mr, Punches Clairvoyant is 
liable to error (which is absurd), we^ need not take quite so gloomy 
a view of the future. People wUl still entertain, only the dinner of 
the next century will be a more economical and less tedious function, 
and, instead of having to go through a trying interview with her 
cook, the coming hostess will merely look in at the nearest Food 
Chemist's, when some such conversation as the following will settle 
the whole business, 

JTostess, We*ve some people coming in to take a'few tablets with 
us this evening, what do you think I ’d better have ? 

The Food Chemist, You will require soup, of course. Madam. I 
could send you one of these patent soup-sprinklers, exceedingly 
simple to work, and quite the fashion in the highest circles ; the 
butler sprays each guest before showing them upstairs. We supply 
the maonine, obargedwith the very best soup, at niuepeuce a ni^t. 

^ Hostess, No, I don*t want anything fussy, it*s quite an informal I 
little gathering. An ounce of those mock-turtle ju’ubes at fourpence 
I had last time will do very well. 

The F, C, Very good, Madam. Then, with regard to fish ? I can 
strongly recommend these bi-carhonate of cod and oyster sauce 
lozenges, or I have some sulphate of salmon and cucumber pastilles, 
that 1 think you would like, niuepeuce the quarter-of-a-pound. 

Hostess, I *m afraid I mustn ’t be extravagant. I *11 take a small 
bottle of condensed smelt tabloids (the stxpenny size) and what are 
left win come in nicely for the children’s dinner next day. 

The F, C, Precisely so, Madam. And as to entrees— will you 
have cockscomb cachous or sweetbread pilules ? 

Hostess, It makes such a long dinner, I don’t want a lot of 
things. 

The F, C, In that ease, Madam, I think I have the very artiole— 
a most elegant eleeiaro-chemieal preparation, combining entree, joint, 


and bird, with just a trace of vegetable matter, put up in small cap- 
sules, at one and elevenpence halfpenny the box of one dozen. 

Hostess, That would be cheaper than having each course in 
separate tablets, wouldnH it?^ I tbi-nk I^U try a box. What 
wonderful improvements they bring out nowadays, to he sure I 

The F, C, They do indeed, Madam. I am told that the Concen- 
trated Food Stores will shortly he able to place on the market a 
series of graduated wafers, each containing a complete dinner, from 
a City banquet to a cutlet, at prices to correspond with the number 
of courses required. 

Hostess, Delightful I And then the most expensive dinners will 
be all over in a minute, instead of dragging on to ten minutes or a 
quarter of an hour, as^ I ’ye known them to do sometimes I I ’ve 
often thought what a pity it is that we waste so much precious time 
as ^ do in merely supplying onr bodily wants. 

C. We are improving, Madam, slowly improving. And 
what about sweets, cheese, and savouries ? 

Hostess, I imght have oue of those two-iuch blocks of condensed 
apple-tart, and a box of cheese pills — no savouries. You see it ’s 
only SL family VBxtj I 

p* Exactly so, Madam, And shall you be needing any- 
thing in the way of stimulants ? 

j* couple of ounces of 

acidulated champagne drops— the Australian quality, not the 
twopence an ounce dearer, and so few people notice 
the difference nowadays, do they ? 

The F, C, (to himself). Not until the next morning I (Aloud,) 
Andliqueijs? Any brandy-baUs with the coffee creams ? We have 
some very fine essense-of-dessert jellies 

Hostess, Nothing more, thank yon. (To herself, as she departs,) 
1 m. sure I ve spent quite enough as it is on Johe’’s stingy old 
relaucms, who never ask un to have so much as a lunch-lozenge or a 
tea-tabloid with them! 

Cornea Cheistmas Eoteetainment.— At the Trinity House will 
Elder Brethren the famous comedy of “ Our 

Repoets,— 

Be non e vero e Ben Barnato,^^ 
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ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

The Sorrows of Satan — ^and One Other, 


(the hero, Geoffrey Tempest, is a hoxmder-SHoh, of nnexampled 
ferocity); there are purblind publishers, venal journalists; and 
there is one female novelist,^ of extraordinary genius, whom the ]^r- 
sistent malevolence of reviewers cannot depress or dismay. Her 


n 1. j ^ 1 1. ’ o - sistent malevolence of reviewers cannot depress or dismay. Her 

<>^ice by making a conf esfflon. name is, if my memory serves me, Maris Clarelli^ or something of 
It mil g'lve pmh to a great many wlwse good wimon I value, but I that sort. She mites wonderful novels, and keeps a big St. Bernard, 
better that they sho^d be told the whole ^ho smells out the devil and dies at him,— these dogs are cele- 

truth, better that they should know at once the very worst that can brated for their sagacity ;-and she is a butterfly thing in. a 

^ P® smd or thought of me, than -vyhite gown, a slight, feminine creature, ideally fair, like a wood- 

that 1 should continue to wm their nymph. Moreover the forgiving, generous creature, keeps a flock 

respect by acting a lie. And, alter of doves, whom she calls after the periodicals that slate her, and 
who amongst us is entirely feeds with com and peas, and various grains, in lavish quantities. 

Y faultless? Is mere one who can 


lay his or her hand on his or her 

heart and say with sincerity “I Then there is the devil. Prince Zueio JRimanez^ a magniflcent, 
have never erred ” ? Not one, I handsome, fabulously wealthy, dangerously beautiful, dark, flash- 
am certain. My friends, there- ing, mysterious, Guy Livingstone of a devil, with extraordinary 


'kM 

r-3k 




the first shock) when I admit sor- Minister. The devil is “ the same as ever,— the perfect impersona- 
rowftilly that I have been reading tion of perfect manhood I . . . his countenance, pal^ proud, sorrowful 
The Sorrows of Satan^ by Miss yet scornful, fiashed upon me like a star I . . . . I saw them ascend 
Ma-rtb! Corelli. the steps and finally iHsappear within the House of England’s Im- 


pear within the House of England’s Im- 


^ perial Government, — ^Devu and Man,— together ! ” There, isn’t it 

Certain points I might urge in dreadful. And yet I suppose the customary policemen were on 

^ extenuation of my conduct, in guard. And with that I think we may dismiss Miss Corelli’s 
mitigation of sentence. I might /arr <2(70 (Latin) of balderdash and vanity, 

say, for instance, that I have ,,, 

always been subject to a distiaot 

-'C^=Q weakness for wings on a . CARLO, THE CYNIC.—A Pahle, 

■- green ground. Whenever I have 

met them in real life I have in- CUrlo, the Puppy, one day took it into his head to become a great 
yariably done something wrong, cynic. There are few puppies that have not at some time or other 
Now, Miss Marie Corelli’s hook is honndin a green cover, and on the conceived the same mad project. Says Carlo to himself, “ To he a 
front of it is stamped the picture of a really lovely pair of wings in great cynic, I have, of course, nothing to do bnt to snarl at every- 
silver. They are long wings, somewhat sparsely feathered, perhaps, body and everything, and nothing is more easy, as everyone knows, 
but they taper beautifully. Anyhow, at the sight of them reposing In the first pUce, I 

peacefully on one of Messrs. W. H. Smith and Son’s best booksteUs, wiU never bark with ^ 

'my moral nature crumbled, so to speak, and hang went six shillings, joy nor wag my tail 

when either my mas- ^ ^ 

I MiOHT add that I didn’t read the whole hook. Two solid thirds ter or mistress ad- ^ \ 

of it I read, and then suddenly something inside me snapped, and I dresses ine. In the \x M k \ 

began to skip as joyfully and heartily as any village schoolgirl with second place, I wiU \ ^ j 

her simple rope. These were not ordinary skips, hnt good, fnU- be always growlmg. m Ami 0 / 

blooded, l )fty leaps, that carried me through, panting and breath- It will be in vain to ^ 
less, hnt safe, to the very end. As I say, I might urge these points attempt to coax me 




All I can say is, that I promise never, never to do it agam, will have onlv to 

figure to myself the — 

Bo far as one can judge from the book itself, Miss Corelli’s object consequences of en- 

in writing it appears to have been to “have a smack” at various devouring to please^ x v i • a 
people who had^incurred her enmity for having publicly expressed others : the WhiiS 

the& dislike of some of her previous work. If Miss Corelli keeps a “^7 I then only 

>. P«* M. 

convention. Why should the wicked fionri^ like a green hay-tree ^olly assigns him. No sooner is he embarked 

mSo fa o nTinVn+iATi\ ? T hfl.Trft fiffftTY tKonttht about it Now I’m an opportunity presents itself to him to act up to hm new character. 

^ im make Tour creeu I’U ^he s^ of his master passing by at that moment. Carlo springs out 

TOTLE or Socrates— I know one of them was tortured with the uothmg more to do with thee. 

hemlocks, a sort of Greek thumbscrew), and lots of other people 

failed. Shall I fail? Not much. Met Tippins, a reviewer. He ^ „ -r, 7 t n 

^kofl wThat, but never looked hack at me. &iall put him in as to Co^s (^^^spoudent 

irell-known forger, perjurer, and drunkard. Ha, ha I I ’m getting at Constantinople "wiote on Thursday last in the Tkmee . 

on. I ’ll make them talk about me. They ’ve all sold themselves a shoal of porpoises, mistaken in the moonlight for a torpedo-catcher, 

to Eureka (Greek), I’ll put the deyil m my hook. Nobod.y has dreV a brisk cannonade the other night from one of the Dardanelles forts, | 

ever done that before. Grand notion.” causing much alarm in the neighbourhood. 

Blesh my shoal! what a mishtakel Regardless of their doom, the 

Acoordinglt Miss M. C. wrote her hook. She introduces us little victims were playing. However, the gunners have, of course, 
(which, after all, is the proper function of an M.C.) to a great m^y apologised, and said they “ didn’t fire on porpoise to hurt ’em.” 

characters. There is the puir auld deil, there are lords and ladie^ 

and Society women, whose superfiuons guEzlings are described wim ^ j x.tt-j a 

what I may overfed detail ; there are bounders and snobs !1^5E Sultan’s Motto. — W hat ’s done by Kurd must be endured. 
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OUE NAPPING PATHEELAND. 

{Commanded to the notice of Crass and Un- 
patriotic Capital on the Clyde and elsewhere,) 

Aie — ** The jECappy Fatherland,'^^ 

0 WE Britons are a ‘blundering lot, and too apt 
to miss our tips. 

Once on a time we supplied Ihe world witli 
iine engines and big ships. 

But we ’re Yery blind, and we ’re Yery cross, 
and seem daily growing wuss ; 

Therefore the Fatherland, the ZTh-nappiug 
Fatherland, keeps a watchful eye on us. 

0 those Teutons are a wakeful race, and you 
bet they know their book ; 

And they ’Ye learned all that we had got to 
teach them, by hook and eke by crook. 
And !more and more all the things we use are 
now “ made in Q-er-ma-ny.” 

Whereat the Fatherland, the Arif ul Father- 
land winks its eye with wondrous glee, 

Napmng Britons haYe a notion still that 
Britannia rules the waYes ; 

But to party spleen and class enmity (if to 
nothing else) we’re “ slaYes,” 

Which we swore we ’d “ neYer, neYer, neyer” 
be, and we quarrel might and main. 
Wherein theFatherland,theChucklingFather- 
land, spies a prospect of great gain, * 

For we Britons in our shipyards big know the 
toj^d ^fleet, ^ 

prime is tarnation ba^ to beat. ^ 

But we bring it all to a dire dead-lock by a 
dodge called a “ lock-out,” 

Whereat the Fatherland, the Teuton Father- 
land, laughs and hugs itsedf , no doubt. 


OYER-BEHEING CONDUCT. 

And though better far they did ought to [By the arbitration of Paris, judgment was given 

know, they too stubborn seem to learn. ^ in favour of Great Britaiu with respect to the 
Since they stop their works, and shut out their Behring Sea Dispute, but the precise amount of 
men, from what they call “ sym-pa-thy,” the damages was left for settlement to the two 


What time the Fatherland, the CleYer Father- 
land, snaps up hufiness from J. B. 


Governments. The British Ambassador and Mr. 
Gresham drew up an agreement, duly signed and 
sealed, fixing the sum at £85,000, hut the House 


Strikes droYe the sMu* trade from the Thames of Representatives in February last rejected the 
to the Tweed and to the Clyde, _ vote. Fresh negotiations have now to be entered 


And now look-outs close the northern yards, on.— Paper.] 


vote. Fresh negotiations have now to be entered 


which were once the Briton’s pride. 

So the Chinaman and the Jap will naYe for to 
get their ships elsewhere ; 

Where — the Fatherland, the Un-napping 
Fatherland will make its especial care. 

0, these masters are a mulish lot, for it seems 
their fault this time ; 


Bit Julian Paumcefote sings dolefully 

I THOUOHX it all was done 
When their case was lost, ours won, 
By decision of the Paris arbitration, 

That the Behring Sea affair 
Would no more cause mal de mer^ 


a cheque on Baeinos settle oompensa- 

Such unpatriotic and stubborn greed is a f oUy 

4 _ ji??. i> — j.-j j 1 . 5 . B’lt alack I tmd welladay, 


and a crime. 

And it ’s time John’ Bull did put down his 
foot, for that matter both his feet. 

Before me Fatherland, the Teuton Father- 
land has to build the British Fleet I 


Cousin Jonathan won’t pay, 
But insists upon renewed negotiations, 
And hid method democratic 
Is not strictly diplomatic, 


We ’ye a Fatherland, unto which belong both Or according to the laws that goYem nations 


the masters and the men. Says Jonathan, “ Friend John, 

If we nap too long nations wide-awake will We don’t want to split upon 

snap up our trade, and then ?— A matter in which you have all the glory, 

Mr, Punch desires with the smashing force For we own, with due contrition, 
of an Armstrong plus a Krupp That we hold a false position— 

To tell our Fatherland, our Happing Father- But there— parting is a very different story. 


land it is high time to WAKE UP I 

PEOPos DE Bottes.”— The Shoeless 
Children’ a Winter Fund. Send subscriptions 
j to the jSvn, Can’t do better for their ‘bedies 
> and soles. 


It is true, in manner handsome. 

You gaye Alabama ransom, 

And you paid your cash without recrimina- 
tion; 

But we know a thing or two, 

And we’re cuter, John, than you, 

So sealing-wax is aU your oompensarion.” 
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INFORMATION. 


Fi/rst *Arry {with newspaper), “I sat, 'Arkt, tof’re a Toff.. What’s a ‘Collak 
Day * AT OouKT f ” 

Second 'Arry. "Dunno ’xaotly. Suppose it’s a Satueday when things come ’ome 
FEOM THE Wash.” First' Arry, “Oh, I see— ‘Clean Oollib DayM” 


A BOY ON THE BUSBY CELEBRATION. 
Bicentenabt of Busby I 
Why ghould that be noted ns by ? 

Pedagogue most supercilious, 

Chiefly famed for power of spanking I 
Next with heroes they be ranldng 
Hoeace’s Okbilius ! 

Old Plagosus might be pardoned, 

Since he flogged, and doubtless hardened. 
That arch foe of yQuth, old Placcus. 

But why Busby P^Save in joy, Sir, 

That that bugbear of the boy, Sir, 

Can no longer whack us ? 


“THE COURT OE COMMON SENSE.’' 

Mb. Justice Romee wiU be henceforth 
installed as Chief Judge in- this Division, by 
reason of his admirable decision in the case of 
Bartlett and Others y. H, Marshall and 
Son, Let all householders, tenants and resi- 
^ dents-in-chambers make cause-lists of their 
grieyances, and unite forces so that a common 
rand may be ayailable for actions and pro- 


secution**. Thus will yarious nuisances be 
stopped for ever, and we may hopefully look 
forward to the day when a decision from the 
Romerian lips will cause the banishment of 
discordant Oerman bands and maddening 
organ-grinders. 0, that these grinders were 
by now extracted I But the day will come 
when all such nuisances having been either 
abated or abolished, we shall gratefully, and 
with more or less classical correctness, ex- 
claim, “Corner hcutus est^ causa finita est^^ 


A aUESTION OF FRANKNESS. 

[At the banquet to Mr. John Hare, Sir Frank 
Lockwood complained that tbeGiovernment, whilst 
continuing for a time his legal services and emolu- 
ments, had withheld from ium their confidence. J 
My Tory friends, they kept me on, 

As their S.-Q-. I took their pence, 

They gaye me their emoluments, 

But not, alas I their oonfldence. 

This treatment showed a woeful want 
Of real reciprocity— 

Though I was always Feanx to them, 
They never would be frank with me I 


KEEPING- HIS INI 

To “ run the Empire on business lines,” 

Is the way— so they say— to which Joseph 
inclines. 

And no doubt he '11 remark, with an emphasis 
sly, 

“Betwixt^ ‘run’ and ‘ru(i)n’ there’s only 


THE AMATEUR ACTOR’S VADE MECOM. 

Question, Can you give me a Kst of the 
qualifications necessary to produce an average 
amateur actor ? 

Answer, Self-assurance, and an unreason- 
ing desire to attract attention. 

Q. Is it essential that you should be able 
to act ? 

A. Not absolutely. If .you have a fairly 
retentive memory, and can imitate— more or 
less— the manner of some recognised theatrical 
star, you should be perfectly satisfied with 
the performance, 

Q, Assuming that you neither can recollect 
nor copy, how should you supply the de- 
ficiency ? 

A, ^9, blind reliance upon the prompter. 
Q, What should be your relations with the 
audience ? 

A. If possible, of a friendly character. 
You may do much to insure this desirable 
condition by the distribution of free tickets 
amongst the more imbecile of your acquaint- 
ances. 

Q, Can you circulate gratuitous cards of 
admission in other quarters with pleasing 
results ? 

^A, Certainly, If you are of a vindictive 
dispodtion, you can present the peace-de- 
stroying cartels to your enemies. 

Q, If the audience shows signs of dissatis- 
faciion, to what cause may you attribute this 
attitude of hostility ? 

A, To the inoompetency of your fellow- 
actors. 

Q. Then you may assume that you yourself 
are above criticism ? 

A, Unquestionably ; save, perhaps, in the 
avowedly theatrical periodio^s. 

Q, If your efforts to instruct and entertaiu 
are^ treated with contempt in those sources 
of information, to what influence may you 
confidently trace this unappreciative treat- 
ment ? 

A, To professional jealousy. 

Q. With what object should you take part 
I in a private performance ? 

A, With the intention of pleasing myself, 
and with the desire of giving the organiser of 
the entertainment an opportunity of affording 
lavish hospitality. 

Q, Why shonld the hospitality be lavish ? 
A, Because ample light refreshments and 
an excellent supper in front of the footlights 
cover a multitude of mistakes behind the 
green curtain. 

Q. What should be your object in taking 
part in a public performance ? 

A, The same as in the case of a private 
representation, an additional advantage would 
be increased notoriety. 

Q, What should he done with the proceeds 
of such an occasion ? 

A, The money collected should be devoted : 
to the payment of the necessary expenses. i 
Q. If there should be a balance, what i 
should become of it ? ] 

A, That is a question that would seldom 
come within the range of interrogatories of 
practical value* 

Q, But should there be such a balance, to 
what end should it be devoted ? 

A, (after a long pause). Oh, of course— to‘ 
the benefit of some deserving charity. 
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A MATTER FOR FURTHER 
CONSIDERATION. 

a Volunteer's 
Note^Booh,) 

12 Koon. — I have heen 
posted as a sentry near 
this bridge to wait for 
something exciting my 
suspicions. When this 
happens I am to “retire 
at once and give the 
alarm,’' Quite so; hut 
many a battle has been 
won by using one’s own 
discretion. I read in the 
report of a recent lectee 
that a Frenchman, by dis- 
obedience to orders in the 
Franco-German War, did 
something or other that 
saved the honour of his 
country. So far so good, 
Nothing stixrmg, 

12,30, — I can see some- 
thing moving to the right. 
It may be cavalry or a 
cow. Toss up^ Heads 
soldiers, tails cattle. The 
[ latter wins. Not going to 
“give the alarm” when 
threatened by a cow, of 
course not. So pass cow. 
All’s well. 

12.35. — Fancy I can 
make out somethmg stir- 
ring to the left. Evident- 
ly artillery or a waggon. 

T J j. X. • 





THE LATTER-DAY TASTE. 


J, 7® STOSHSS THir I AM AHXIOTO TO PTOMSH ” 

lyaxtaU^or a ^gon. Pvilvsher. “Lbt me wabn you. May I ask i» they ’kb 
Sorry I did not bring my intbuiguble Scotch niaLnoT?” Author ‘‘CEUTAmTv ^ 

glass. Givethernggou ‘‘Thek I ’m ayk^„ they ’ “t oy 
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the benefit of the doubt. 
Waggon can’t do much 
harm,andIshallnotbother 
my officer about that. Pass 
waggon. All’s well. | 

12.40.— Believe some- ^ 
thing approaching in 
front of me. Here again 
I can use my discretion. 
If I were not a man of 
intelligence, I should 
jump to the conclusion 
that 1 was confronted by 
a regiment of infant:^. 
Premature, to say the 
least. Consequently, as- 
sume that I am faced by 
a flock of sheep. Certainly. 
Pass sheep. All ’s well. 

12.45.— This must be a 
very hurried entry. The 
something moving to the 
right was a troop of ca- 
valry, Again, the waggon 
to the left was imaginary 
—in reality, a battery of 
artillery. Then, to the 
centre, what I took for 
lambs, turn out to be skir- 
mishers. The cavalry have 
began to charge, the guns 
to Are, and the riflemen to 
pewerl Scarcely pleasanti 
Sol think now is the time 
for disappearing. Conse- 
quently retire at the extra 
double to my officer in the 
rear, to seei for further 
directions! Pass missiles I 
AU’swell— wheni amout 
of reach of you ! 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Mr Baronitess tdlsme that in The Siker Fairv Book fHtrrcHTsr- 
yonthftd reader find fairies and genii of every 
how Wpjly hte snooeeds in The LandS 
‘u, irfonns me that Abthtte Foebes's Anstralian^rv 

who went for J2& Mrsi Kangaroo, is caloiSitedTo 

determined 

Lost Chords^ by Mr. ABTHURErcxETT, is a practical loke oaTii+allTr 
cabled out by author and publisher. It is bound to deceive’ the cover 
burlesqued reproduction of that of the well-known 
Yellow B(wk, only witn tuning-fork instead of key, as emhlematieal 
oiUet Chorde Some of m. Eiceeti’s parodies lie oa^toh*^ 
In The British Barhanans, Mr. Geint Allen, at some length 
hut not without ingenuity, 1: as perpetrated a literary “ sell ” Not 

th^limax,' hut he 

^probably wish ^at this climax had been the finish: like^se 
would he prefer to the somewhat prosaic ending that a few disiointed 
lines shonld have flnmhed off the romance, the Sr in 

his sleeve, contentedly. ^ It is one of the hunch of keyf^^he 
hS°^^^ published by John Lane of tL Bodley 

Stirrmg are the incidents of Mr. Joseph Hatton’s When Greek 
Meets Greek, Let not the name affright the unclassical reader who 
^ ^ Homeric heroes. None such will be 

found here : they are of the Revolutionary period in France under th e 
misrule of Robespierre et Cie,, a period whem as Jowp^Sq 

Liberty, (quauty, fraternity on its lips, not only revived the secret 
and bloody fiorror^ tte ^Middle Age^ kt OEtld E^in pK 
SEdiEpablic.” The md<UeAger^ere Bot in it wXth“Kst 

are a bit diffose, 

^d diffuseness m either dialogue or descriptive narrative is ant to 
urntate the reader lu a huriy. For, witi^ you. most r&sAm 
m a hurry nowadays. Though, personally, the Baron prefers takini? 
everything easy, Easy reading, in easy chair,” quoth— 

The B. de B.-W. 


DOD THE EODGERI 

the Library of a Club, Jones in a condition of great 
excitement. To him enter Brown, 

msSerT*’ ^ disturbed I What’s the 

! I sliwJd think so 1 And so wonld you be 
were you in my position. Here am I trying to find out the President 
of tile lAicsl^ye^ent Board, and I am Uged if I can. 

Bt own. What book are ;3ron oonsnlting ? 

nhnes, Barliamentary Companion to he sure. 

Brown [latching), [^en I wish you joy, my boy. If you reallv 
want a good hearty guffaw go to “ JDod.’’ ^ ^ 

Jones, Yes, it’s all yery well to grin, but when a fellow ’sin a 
mood for practical joking. They may well call it 
Siltifg ^Ky ^ anything so 

GovSkt it tells you the name of the boss at the Local 

more than thab-it gives you a choice of Pre- 
Mr Rncma mentioned ; on wo^^ 

MtisfiS SoAt But the Editor isn’t quit^ 

^ because in another part of the book ho 

don’t Z tbe Board of Trade. What shall I do P I 
taks^i^a +?’ a oircnlar letter to aU the lot^ 

i<>®k rather fooUsh to the wronronel 
ot aojrse, if you idll consult “ Bod" you must take 
^kat^ehook. 

th®. ®f Sir 

ithag*givenmetliw&Y’^ i^smess is business; and 

oasi'3^’eJi'“ete”'‘^^^*®®^“®^‘®- (^^ngvolume.) Just 
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“THE HAKE APPARENT." 

T™ s^-ofi dinner at ihe “ Mfetropole,” 
last Tnesday week, to Mr, John TTa-rtt. ^as m 
every w^ a great success. No one wants to 

send off ” fomram Habe, but as he will go 
to America, it is best to send him off anud 
cheers and with a hearty “ very glad to see 
you back again ! ” It occurred to some of us 
on hearing Mr. Pinero’s post-prandial lecture 
now excellently he could play Dr» Pangloss 
ov Pomime Sampson* Mr, Cohtns Carr, 
rallying Dominie PafMhss^Pinero* went at 
first li^tly as a Eialli-Uarr ; but suddenly be- 
came serious, and his audience solemn. The 
speeches of the evening were made by David 
Pltjnret, in his new character of “Lord 
Eathmore,” as representing the Upper House, 
and by Sir Frank Lockwood, 4.C., M,P., 
T.P.O. , for the Lower, Both admirable ; fttid 
neither fully repcKcted next day. 


A CURIOUS SPELL. 

(5b (J5 JRwr CorrespondsTii who apologised for 
her Spellmg*) 

A CDRiOTJS speller ; that ’s your firm and fast 
Opinion of yourself. Your friends you tell 
Me read your letters, and then say, aghast, 

“ A curious spell I ” 

So that ’s your story, and I may as well 
Just say I think it ’s fudge from first to last, 
Tour own chimera, or, maybe, a fell 
Invention circulated in me past. 

Your spelling ’s just as clear as any bell. 

But tell me, pray, why over me you cast 
A carious spell ? 

SO LIKE THEM ! 

f“ A man is entitled to get druiik if he chooses.” 
— JSfr. Cluer, the Police Magistrate at the South- 
Western Police Courtil 

OxHER declarations that may be confi- 
dently expected 

“ Kiere is something inexpressibly noble in 
the character of the Turk, and the present 
Sultan appears to me to be one of the most 
benevolent rulers that has ever adorned 
humanity.” W. E. Ul-dst-ne, 

“ The real cure for agricultural depression 
is to evict the landlords without compensa- 
tion, and to nationalise the land.” 

S-L-SB-RT. 

“No institution appeals so powerfully to 
my sympathy and admiration as a board 
school, unless it be a school board.” 

The Arcjhbishop op C-nt-rb-rt, 

“ A little judicious smoking up the chimney 
is good for a growing boy, even though it 
may* be contrary to meddlesome school regu- 
lations.” B-sbv Ebdivivus, 

“ After all, there are few things that exer- 
cise a more profoundly elevating influence 
than a modem music-hall,” Mrs. Ch-nt, 

“ The Legislature oug^ht certainly to in- 
terfere to check the paying improprieties of 
the modem decadent novelist.” 

Ur-nt All-n. 

“If there is one pastime which I would 
recommend to the youth of England as likely 
to lead to tme manliness and muscle^ not to 
mention an occasional testimonial, it is— 
parlour croquet,” W. G-. Gr-ce, 

**A11 speculation should be sternly dis- 
couraged.” Our Outside Broker, 

“Labour is all very well, but the idle 
classes are the backbone of the country.” 

J-HN B-rns, 

“ It is best never to help others, but always 
t> help yourself to anything you can see be- 
loaging“to anybody else.” 

Policeman X 14. 



TO PREVENT MISUNDERSTANDING, 

A VERSE for you, my little friend, 

If you will let me hold you so, 

High on the list, you may depend. 

When counting up the friends I know. 
Friendship is best ; for Love, maybe, 
Poor hearts and eyes with grief will 
blister— 

For friendship’s sake rememler me — 

I send a message — your sister ! 

I like to hear you play and sing, 

To be your partner in a game. 

To talk to you, and deftly bring 
The talk around to— just one name, 

I wish that you might call me “ Dick,” 
(I hate my surname with a Mister,”) 
Because— how reaions halt and stick — 

I ’d be “ Dick al^o— to your sister I 


You may have faults— I will not say — 

I only know you sweet and kind. 

Your voice and manner seem to play 
On memory’s chords within my mind. 

So, for your kindness, hand in hand 
W'e’ll walk down friendship’s pleasant 
vista. 

And even more— you understand- 
Because you are— your sister’s sister I 

“Something- Dike a ‘Swell.’” — “Last 
evening Lord Londbsborough filled nearly 
three rows of stalls and two boxes at the 
Royalty Theatre to witness The Chili 
WidowP — SU JamePs Gazette^ Wednesday ^ 
Novemler Tt* 

Subject eor a Bicxciist Burlesque.— 
“ Wheelikins and his Dinah 
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LONG AGO LEGENDS. 

Y® YEOMAN WITH A PAST. 

TJpoir a tyme a Yeoman was a takynge kys walkes abroad wben he 
was overtayken by y« Knight of y* Shyre. Nowe, y® Yeoman hadde 
once beene a harde drynker, and mannie y* tyme in hys roysteringe 
dayes hadde he been tnindeU^d home after curfew by y* drawer of 
y« “Pied PigffA’’ in «» b'rrnw<‘. and hadde knowne not what it was 

nyght by nyght toe 
go toe bedde boot- 
lesse, butte nowe a 
Kibande of Bleue 
dyd flutter proudlie 
on hys oheste. 

“ Good morrowe, 
worthie Yeoman,” 
sayd y« Knight of y* 
Shyre, who was of 
jovial countenance; 
“ mil y* share a 
blacke-jacke of aJe 
withe mee at yon 
hostelrye ? ” For y® 
Knight of y* Shyre 
was notte proude, 
and eleotyon tyme I 
was a cominge ! 
rounds apace, butte 
thys by y« waye. | 
‘‘Nay, worshipful 
Knight,” sayd y® 
Yeoman, “I drynke 
only water frome 
y® rylle. Oh, my 
iryende, be warned 
in tyme of y® grete horryble serpents Drinke. . Leame, lyke me, 
toe hate as y® woulde Beelzebubbe y® ornel Juggernaut.” 

“ Theyre,” cried y® Knight of y® Shyre, mexrilie, “lam one withe 
thee.” (Atte tlys y® Yeoman did smyle, thihkinge he hadde made 
a conyerte ) “I tooe hate y* jvg o’ nought Geve me a jug full 
to y® brymme of somthing humming and stronge.” At thys, wioh 
was meant as a right merrie conceit and a goodlie syde-splytter, y® 
Yeoman did looke sore stryken with sadness, and, it is sayed, neyer 
did smyle more. 


EOBING.ROOM RUMOURS. 

The address of the distinguished JuniorVho was anxious to learn 
the destination of the £600 per annum voted by the Inns to the Bar 
Committee is believed to be Pump-Handle Court. The learned 
gentleman who honours that famous locality with his presence, on 
hearing that the money was not to be expended in helping “ the 
deserving professionally unemployed,” expressed himself dissatisfied 
with any other arrangement. 

It is understood that no part of the £600 will be used as a “ reserve 
fond ” for the smoking concerts given by the Bar Musical Society. 

It is said that none of the money will be devoted to furthering the 
interests of the excellent forensic charity feebly fostered by the Bar. 

* 

* * 

It is declared that at present the fate of the money is shrouded in 
mystery. However, it is pret^ certain that it will not be employed 
(to any serious extent) in building alms-houses for decayed Masters of 
the Bench. 

« * 

It is not improbable that a prize will be offered by the B. C. for 
the best essay answering the qLu.estion, “ What shall we do with it?” 

* 

The enterprising forensic perruguier who adorned the window of 
bis shop with a placard bearing the legend. “ Oar Lord Chancellor’s 
Wig Club has commenced,” is receiving daily a number of subscrip- 
tions from the younger members of the Junior Bar. 

# 

♦ * 

There are strong reasons for believing that the rumour that the 
only advice tendered to Ms new colleagues by a law officer of the 
Crown who served in two consecutive Ministries, was “ to resign,” is 
not a canards 

Finally, to return to the subject of the hour, it is whispered that 
the Inns of Court will raise the grant of £600 by permitting smoking 
at lectures and making a profit out of the sale of cigars. 


FROZEN FLOWERS. 

[A fine colleotion of blue and white •water-lilies has been sent from a leading 
florist in Sydney for presentation to the Queen. They were frozen in ice, 
received here as long ago as August last, and have just been delivered in 
perfect condition at Windsor.] 

Jack Feost, so long fancied the foe of the flowers. 

You turn up to-day as their friend and preserver I 
Though bred by the sun and refreshed by the showers, 

Their sole aids, ’tis clear, are not moisture and fervour. 

The poets, who often are sciolist sillies, 

Should stoop to consider these ioed-preserved lilies. 

Their figures and tropes they must once more revise. 

They have thrivenlong years on cjnventional fiction ; 

But if— without frenzy — they use their own eyes 
The dickens ’twill play with their secular diction. 

Good gracious I How many flue rhymes had been lost, 

Had they known about flowers made immortal by frost I 
Frozen food, meat or fish, may, though tasteless, keep fresh, 

For an seon or so without causing great wonder ; 

But flowers are much frailer and finer than flesh. 

And to freeze them immortal makes fancy knock under. 

It may front an ice-preserved beef-steak or kidney, 

But think of iced lilies six months out from Sydney I 

The blue and white beauties full-bloom in the block 
Oatmarvel that elephant found in a glacier. 

Great Flora, it comes on the Muse as a shook. 

Makes bard-inspiration yet foggier and hazier. 

Tinned dreams, pickled moonbeams and pemmican song, 

Sound scarcely more funny, and hardly more wrong. 

If flowers can be frozen and kept years in ice. 

Why not— say, a few minor poets ? They ’d realise 
Tenntsok’s Bay Bream^* and that would be nice I 
(Science makes fact of what sinpfers idealise.) 

Only— sad thought which would fill them with pain !— 

Posterity might not release them again ! 

♦ Well, were it not a pleasant thing And every hundred years to rise 

To f fll asleep with all one’s friends, And learn the world, au d sleep again ? 

* ^ ^ * Tennx son’s Bay I)ream» 


NOT WITHOUT A PRECEDENT. 

(From Owr ProjpheUc Correspondent of a Fwture Campaign.) 

We are now settling down in our quarters, and really everything 
is extremely comfortable. The camp is capitally arranged. The 
first line is used exclusively hy our general officers, the next by 
those^ of field rank, then come captains of companies, and the 
remainder of the tents go to subalterns. 

“Don’t you find it rather awkwaid?” I asked our Brigadier 
commanding-iu-cMef. 

“ WeU, no,” he replied ; “ you see, we don’t expect there will be 
much to do, save to march to the capital and back again. And 
special service men can do that quite as easily as Tomhx Atkins,” 

“ Bo you expect to use the guns much ? ” 

“ 1 hope not,” said our gallant leader, “ They put spears and 
bows and arrows completely out of competition. However, me enemy 
will probably bolt before we can get to him.” 

“ And what is the muster roll ? ” 

“Let me see — ^we have two hundred colonels, three hundred 
majors, and 

“ Yes,” I interrupted ; “ but bow about the rank and file ? ” 

I am glad you reminded me,” was the response. “ I knew I 
wanted to mow you something. Come along,” 

Thus invited, I followed our Brigadier. We walked through the 
lines until we came to a tent, pitched at some distance from the rest 
of the encampment. Startled by the clank of Ms commander’s 
sword, the occupant came smartly to “Attention.” 

“ And who may he be ? ” I asked, as I walked away. 

The greMest curiosity of the expedition,” was the prompt 
response. “ He is the private.” 

“ Has he no comrades of the same rank ? ” 

“None. You see, we required aU the accommodation of the ships 
for the special service officers ” 

!! ^ ^ Surely he can be of very little use ? ” 

There you are wrong,” said the Brigadier; “ he saves the situation. 
He IS out of place, but we must sacrifice something to appearances ! ” 

And, on consiueratipn, I th in k the speaker was right. Where 
everyone is an officer,^ it becomes necessary to leaven the mass with 
one private. Something must be sacrificed to appearances I 


Se^nabub.— “ How to make Pima Podding: for nhwiifawa. Day** 
—a stiixmg: nairatiYe. 





___ A S0X7L IN tHB place r* 

CABBY I OR, REMINISCENCES OF THE their slim ginghams, and their eax And tVi * — 

RANK ANO THE ROAD. ^ “proeeedinge” 

No.XIL-ABAiiAjjOFCABKAir’sBTODrars. _ ^ead."“®_ stodgy, stupid, stout 

(SoH o' fNoiy-like written, for" SansmnJa^" shout, sing, smash your glass, then ® of Cabby’s heart’s desire I ’ 

iyhkyovmgliterydhwm, Jerry Jamler.) At Isrf ’ mi Tl, 

"‘Is^ SrSfflaafiS 
nS'iSSfcaSi.bto5Ki™i ^«.^SiSa;SBSai5S. 

They B^qnabble hours with you about^yo^ Jsandng to get tI Sit hfe cX’s“hted^J?’ 

I rrJ°.®®?A®“ “Ot, nor listen to their say. “<*10 gentlest ^ to. 

This IS the height of Cabby’s heart’s desire I through the trap- Th® burden of the bilkers I Out of sieht 


The bur^ of old misses I This is sore 
•*• o gys n they, and burdens-big-they 

Ofthesel’ye numbered, with onefare, a score. 
A score, mduding that most awesome thina 
A pamt cm a pole, or in a ring. *’ 

10 throttle that most *wretched, rancous 

m • • 

This is the height of Cahby^s hearths desire I 

m. 

Theb^enofbigbpdlesl "Half-a-crown 
1 or two miles and a ton ? Nay, verily I »» 
d weigh a market- waggon 

Old Grampus won’t allow too great for thee. 
lelion on Ossa piled till yon can't see 
irar OSS s head above the close-packed pvrel 
To ptmch lus bloomin’ head for thattwo-d- 
This IS the height of Cabby’s heart’s desire I 

IV. 

The burden of three topers! These you fear 
Wahng, and, deeping, hold them still in 
I nreaa* 


VOL. OJX 


** The burden of big bundles,” 


hands y^uAcn-iiosea Dig 

They take’ us miles-aud lours-ftom off 
our stands, 

fierce threatemngs 
indistantlauft 
This 18 the height of Cabby’s heart’s desire I 

vm. 

^ weather I Frost, fog, dust, 

d»r *ad blinding sleets by 

Lmhago ^t is like a bayonet thrust, 
penmates that like blazes bum and bite, 

^ camel ; crooked as a lyre I 

lightT*®*”®®™® 

That is each honest Cabby’s heart’s desire ! 

Z^JSnvot, 

qnickenetL 

^\ire I VFith ns coves yon 

^ Htfle rest before onr death, 

That IS the height of Cabby's heart's desirel 
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THE PROVERBIAL STRAW. 

* Have a CiaABSTTE ? ** 

* Thanks— IF you can spare one. Don’t carry ’em myself. Afraid of extra Weight, toxt know 1 


THE CHRISTMAS HUMBER PRODUCER’S YADE MECUM. 

Question, Is it necessary that every periodical of any importance 
should have a Tuletide supplement ? 

Answer, That is certainly the impression of the Public in general, 
and the advertisement agents in partioolar. 

Q, What is the chief aim of the Christmas Number ? 

A, To be seasonable at aU costs of probability and even possibility. 

Q, From a producer’s point of view, what is seasonable at 
Christmas? ^ 

A, Snow, ice, holly, and mistletoe. Everything that is picturesque 
and sociable. In a word, all that will “ illustrate ” effectively. 

Q. But is Christmas invariably made up of these ingredients ? 

A, As a rule, quite the contrary. Very frequently it happens 
that December is warmer than May, and the Yule-log better adapted 
to Midsummer Eve than Twelfth Night. 

Q, Does this fact interfere with the success of a Christmas 
Number ? 

A, Certainly not ; as these publications are invariably produced 
months before the nominal date of their appearance, their representa- 
tion of Noel has to be accepted more as a prophecy than a record. 

Q, Should the bright side of the merry season be kept to the front ? 

A, Unquestionably. About nine-tenths should be made up of 
grandpapas kissing granddaughters under the mistletoe, decking the 
old churches with holly, drinking success to the new year in ancestral 
halls, and dancing with the yeomen at tenants’ balls. The remaining 
tenth may be ntilised for sketches of “Christmas at Sea,” “The 
Dying Clown,” or “ Yuletide with the Man in Possession.” 

Q. In concocting a seasonable supplement, should the pen have 
precedence of the pendl? 

A, No. Every anthor worth his salt can “ write up to ” a drawing, 
but it is not every artist in black and white who oan illustrate a 
novel. 

Q. Should there not be an extra plate ? 

A, Yes, in many colours. The subjects should be domestic, 
martial, or mysterious. For instance, one might represent “ Taking 
Tea with Dolly,” the next “ The Death of Richard the Third after 
the Battle of Bosworth,” and the last “ Chevrin^ or the Child of 
the Snow Fiend.” The latter would show a diaphanous damsel 


resting in a pool on a snow-capped mountain amidst icicles and 
moonbeams. 

Q, Is this presentation plate appropriate to the customs of the 
season? 

A, Only in the publishing trade. But being considered appro- 
priate by this connection, its abolition would be distinctly iniunous 
to the paper inaugurating the suspension. 

Q. Is it necessary to secure local colouring that the stories should 
be written and the pictures drawn in December P 

A, On the contrary ; both are usually composed in J une and com- 
pleted in July. 

Q, And what are the artists and writers doing at Christmas 

A, Preparing for the Summer Number. 

Q, But, as a matter of fact, are not some of the Yuletide extras so 
mixed up that they might do equally well for either season ? 

A, They might, and therefore those intended for the'^ter shqnld 
be clearly identified and brought up to date by the introduction, 
somewhere or other, of the time-honoured legend of “ A Merry 
Christmas and a Happy New Year.” 


“PALMAM CIUI MERUIT FERAT.” 

[The egregious Parks Committee have recently purchased £2000 worth of 
ahus, wEioh are now rotting away in a pit subject to occasional flooding. 

8t, Jameses Gazette^ December 4.] 

The London County Council Parks Committee*! 

Hew ^ent two thousand pounds to purchase palms,! 
Intending, doubtless, that this sooty city 
Should rival Monte Carlo in its charms. 

So far the only palms within this city 
Were hands, that had no work, imploring alms, 

Two thousand poiinds a sensible committee 
Might spend to give some work to human palms.1 

Bnt no, don’t think of poverty or pity. 

To waste two thousand pounds oan do no ham. 

The palms are dying ; let the Parks Committee 
As champion noodles hear away the palm. 
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THE BALUDE OF THE SACRED SONC. 

Thebe is one song sacred in my esteem, 
Thougli its words are seenlar— quite— in 
tone, ^ 

And its music critics would scarcely deem 
The work of Handel, or Mendelssohn. 
Yet it is not music and words alone 
That may crown a song with a halo ring, 

I And the one in question, I frankly own, 

I Is a simple ballad you used to smg ! 

; Ah me, that quaint little sad refrain— 
j Have you forgotten its old-time thrill ? 

1 How it takes me back to the days again 
i At the grey old manor beneath the hiU ! — 

5 In my waking dreams I can hear it still, 

! To that grey old manor my thought takes 
wing, 


Where I sat, and watched you, and drank my 
Of the simple ballad you used to sing ! [fill 

That sacred ballad I ne^er profane— 

My voice, Vm told, is distinctly bad— 
And to hear it sung, save by you, again. 


Yain human wishes ! It’s rather sad— 1 
In the street a woman in rags, poor thing, 
At this moment ’s screeching away like mad 
The simple ballad you used to ang 1 

AH sacred things, though you guard them well, 
A common touch in the dust may hring ; 
And, alas I a beggar has spoilt the spell 
Of the simple hallad you used to smg I 

Clyde Bemedt. — “James’s Powders.” 
Safe treatment for feverish symptoms. 


SPOUTIYE SONGS. 

The Foxhuntee to his Lady-Love, 

I DREAM of thee, my doling, 

When the primrose tints of dawn 
Bouse the blackbird and the starling 
To their breakfast on the lawn. 

When I too am just awaking, 

With a longing for my tea, ^ 

Oh, it ’s when my thirst I ’m slatog 
That I ’m dreaming, love, of thee I 

I dream of thee, my blessing, 

WTien the razor scrapes my face, 
Whenin“pink” and ‘‘tops” I’mdressini 
For the pleasures of the chase. 

When the fox has broken cover. 

And the hounds stream o’er the lea, 
Then, a reckless, eager lover, 

Still I ’m dreaming, dear, of thee I 

I dream of thee, my sweetest, 

When the run is done at last, 

When the brush is for the fleetest, 

And the pads are for the fast ; 

When the ruddy sun is sinking 
In a grey and misty sea, 

Oh, it ’s then of love I ’m thinking, 

And I ’m dreaming, pet, of thee ! 

I dream of thee, my dearest, 

When the guests are dropping in, 

When the champagne’s pop is clearest 
’Mid the dmner-tahle din. 

But when whist and pool are finished. 
And at length sleep comes to me. 
Though my love can’t be diminished. 

Yet I never dream of thee I 


A BY-WAT OP HISTORY. 

Last Saturday, Mr, Edward Cutler, Q,.C., 
wrote to the informing the public how, 
two years since, he had written to the 
Chamber of Commerce at Boulogne complain- 
ing of the quality of the refreshments served 
at their station, and pointing out how well 
he had invariably been served by the hufEet 
at Calais after having been buffeted by the 
merry sea-waves. But this is an old story. 
Often has Mr, Punch, as Universal Traveller 
for Everybody, remarked how well the Calais 
buffet is managed ; how yoti get everything 
hot and hot (if your mind is only made up 
hefor^and as to what you are going to take), 
and how everything hot, or cold, is, as the 
bar-man, not the Q/.C. who writes about the 
Cu-sine, hut the har-man at Monte Carlo 
used to say, “ Of the best, of the very best I ” 
To the muon enduring, much suffering XJlys^ies, 
there is only one route to Paris, and that is, 
from Yiotona, per L. C. & B., via Dover and 
Calais ; and at Calais there is only one restau- 
ration which can restore the weary traveller, 
and that is at the Gar e Maritime, to the mutual 
profit of “Q;.C.,” t.e,, “Q,ueer Customer, ’J and 
proprietor. As Charles the Second said to 
Rochester, when, after landing on the coast 
of France, he had supped well and heartily at 
the small hostelrie, which was the ancestor of 
the present Terminus hotel, “ Oddsfish, man! 
but this ‘ restauration * is a good omen for 
me!” Rochester was apparently asleep, 
but he subsequently appropriated the joke, 
which was quoted as Rochester’s own by 
Perys, and recorded as his by Sir Joseph 
Milier, K J., much to the Bang’s ^noyance. 
( Vide extract from Mr, DieWe Diary under 
the Be’-Heading of Charles,) 


Literary Hote,— There is all the difference 
between what Jbambs used to call “ a literary 
gent ” and what Sic Walter now calls “ a 
Eterary agent.” 
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BOmiDABOUT EEABINGS. 

On Mbs, Gamp, 

I otld to no one in my sincere admiration for Mr. A. B. Walk- 
EET. Week by week I watch him with delight widding his dex- 
terous and flashing rapier in the fleld of dramatic criticism. No man 
umerrtands better than he, none practises with greater praise, the 
dimoult art of literary swordsmanship in connection with the 
theatre. I say this to clear my conscience, for I want to have a 
little bout with Mr, Waikiet, 

In last week’s Illustrated London News appears an article on 
A le x an dbe Dtjmas, by Mr, Waxexet. It is a subtle and diserimi- 
natiug piece of criticism, ^ Certainly I have not the least desire to 
impeach its arguments or its conclusions, Bub—Mr. Walklet will 
forgive the “huts”; he knows their value, and their occasional 
necessity— I am^ moved to protest against one incidental sentence, 
which has nothing to do with the main purport of the article. 
“ Dxjmas,” says Mr. Walkley, ** at last began to see that man is as 
weak as woman — * as weak as flesh, if not weaker,’ as the lady in 
Martin Chuzzlewit said of her husband’s wooden leg,” 

Why, why, I ask, should our adored 
Mrs. Gamp flgure as “ the lady in 
Martin Cnuzdewit ” f Is this Mr. 
Walkley’s concession to the prepos- 
terous refinement of a generation which 
is supposed to find the “vulgarity” of 
Diceens’s characters little to its taste ? 
Are all these immortal creations to be 
similarly disguised ? Shall we be asked 
to admire Captain Cuttle as “the ex- 
navigator in Domhey and Son ” f Is 
Sam Weller to be known as “ the weU- 
known valet in the lickwick Papers ” f 
And is Mr. Peggotty to be disguised as 
IK “ the Yarmouth smack-owner in David 
Copper jield ” 1 No, no, Mr. Waxeley, 
^ . -X j .L ^ Gamp as we have 

Saarey Gamp trotted out. always known her, that is to say, as 
Mrs. Gamp, and never call her “ out of her name again.” 

“ ‘ Saieey,^ says Mrs. Harris, in a awful way, ‘ teU me wot is my 
individgle number,’ ‘ No, Mrs. Harris,^ I says to her, ‘ ex-cuge 
me, if you please. My own,’ I says, ‘ has fallen out of three-pair 
ba&s, and had damp door-steps settled on their lungs, and one was 
turned up smilin’ in a bedstead, unbeknown. Therefore, Ma’am,’ I 
says, * seek not to proticipate, but take ’em as they come and go.’ 

‘ Mhie,l said Mrs, Gamp, ‘ mine is all gone, my dear young chick. 
And as to husbands, there ’s a wooden leg gone likewise home to its 
account, which in its constancy of walkin’ into wine-vaults, and 
never cornin’ out again till fetched by force, was quite as weak as 
flesh, if not weaker.’ ” 

There is the full quotation. Mr. Waxeley knows it, of course, 
quite as well as I do, but I could not resist giving it. It is a pure 
delight merely to write it dovm. And one other passage, one from 
the many that are immortal, I am impelled to quote. Here it is 
“ ‘ Which, Mr. ChuzzUmt,^ she said, ‘ is well beknown to Mrs. 
Harris as has one sweet infant (though she do not wish it known) in 
her own family by the mother’s side, kep in spirits in a bottle ; and 
that sweet babe she see at Greenwich Bair, a travellin’ in company 
with the pink-eyed lady, Prooshan dwarf, and Hvin’ skelinton, which 
judge her feelins when the barrel-organ played, and she was showed 
her own dear sister’s child, the same not bein’ expected from the 
outside picter, where it was painted quite contrairy in a livin’ state, 
a many sizes larger, and performing beautiful upon the ’Arp, which 
never did that dear child know or do : since breathe it never did, to 
speak on, in this wale I 

Yes, you may rail at Dicebns as you will (this sentence, hen \ 
mtendu, is not addressed to Mr. Waxexey), you may declare your 
dislike of his exorbitant gift of easy tears, of all his stilted Tom 
Pinchism, with its “thou” and “tiiy” and its blank verse; but 
when you are brox^ht face to face with such passages as those I 
have set forth, the master humorist resumes his thpne, and all you 
can do, having defied a respectful cap, is to pay him the irresistible 
tribute of laughter. When I thiim of the mawkish, dreary, 
decayed, problem-posing rubbish which encumbers our bookstalls, I 
can only thank heaven for aUovnng us still to revel in the generous 
sparkling wine of Bicebns’s humour. 

We may thank heaven, too, that never shall a Mrs. Gamp or any 
of her kind attend one of us in an Oiness. From the world of nurses 
she has vaniiied. In her place comes an angel in a long veil, a 


pure white collar and bands, ?and a dark dress— an angel of mercy 
and pity, with a gentle voice, "who soothes our aching head, and 
mi n i sters to our wants, and smiles upon us when long hours of 
pain and weakness have made’^us fretful. When I remember the 
perfect devotion, the simplejUnselfishness, the untiring care of one of 
these dark-robed nunisters, her watchful patience by the bedside of 
a beloved friend, her eager zeal to anticipate his every want, to relieve 
his sufiering, my heart goes out in deep thankfulness to the whole 
sisterhoood. 

If there be any, who still hesitate how they shall bestow their 
Christmas gifts, let them think of the nurses and their quiet work. 
Is there not a pension fund for nurses ? If I knew the name and 
address of its secretary I would set them dovm here, so that some 
rivulet at least from the stream of Christmas benevolence might flow 
in that direction, 

*‘WELL PLAYED!” 

Tss Squire of Dames, by Mr. R. C. Carton, at the Criterion, is not 
what it is the fashion nowadays to style “ a problem play,” All plays 
must necessarily involve a problem; the principal problem being its 
success. The Squire of Dames, originally tibe HAmi des Femmes 
of Dtjmas Fjxs, belongs to a class of which Ihe Scrap of Paper and 
Delicate Ground are well-known types, and such a play as Still 
Waters a variation. The^ Squire of Dames is not dramatically 
a very strong play, but quite strong enough to enjoy a good run, 
and to retain its popularity when other plays, more immediately 
striking, have lost their tempor^ hold on the public. The Squire 
of Dames is pleasant to see ; it is interesting to follow ; in morality, 
it keeps on tiie safe side, and inculcates a wholesome lesson in the 
cheeriest possible manner. Mr. Kilroy, a gentleman with a past and 
a present, and most decidedly a future, who springs from nowhere, 
belongs to no profession, and who is as near an approach to an imper- 
j tinent coxcomb as a kind of genial Sherlock-Hofines-Lavater-Paul- 
Pry, self-elected as the good genius of several people, can be, is a 
py t played, as I venture to think, to perfection, by Mr. Charles 
Wyndham, whose sole fault is his excessive laughter, which seems 
strained, and therefore unnatural. 

Miss Ma r y Moore represents the misunderstanding and misunder- 
stood wife very sweetly ; and, than Miss Gbanvilxe, no one could be 
named as a fitter representative of the handsome, fashionable, good- 
hearted wife of ProfessorDowle, a character inimitably impersonated 
by Mr. Alfred Bishop. 

Little Mr. H. de Lanoe shows what a veritable hit can be made 
with so small a part as is that of Lord Fustace, Mr. Frank Fenton 
is mmply admirable as Colonel Dennant, in whom, though little is 
seen of him^ the real interest is centred. The two scenes, which 
are incontestibly quite the best m the play, are, first, the genuinely 
touching interview between husband and 
wife, — and no praise can exceed the merit of c 


this performance, especially in so difficult a ^ 

part as is that of Colonel Dennant in this 
situation,— and, secondly, the excellent love- 
making, husband-catching scene between the ^ 

American millionairess, (what a mistake jjljF 
to have given her the punning surname of 

Nuggetson^^ ! !), and Mr. Kilroy, when 
the biter is bit, and the catcher caught. This 
is a genuine high-oomedy situation, fuR of 
humour, and perfectly rendered by Miss Fay 
Davis and Mr. Wyndham. 

What, by judicious acting, is prevented ^ ^ 

irom being the thankless part of Sir Douglas ' ' 

Thorhurn, the desperate young lover, only 
elevated to the height of passion in order to 
make his discomfiture the more ridiculous, 
is played by Mr. Bernard Gouxp with a rough kind of boyish 
impulsive thoroughness that just wins ihe sympathy of the audience 
for a youthful, unformed character in which it is not difficult 
to recognise great possibilities for futmre good. It required an 
artist for this part : we will not go behind the theatrical comedy- 
mask of “ Bernard Goxjxd” and reveal a name so well and so 
favourably known to the art-loving public, but we axe sure that 
Mr. Wyndham yielded to a happy inspiration in securing his 
services, as whatever else he may do, there is no doubt about Mr, 
“ Bernard Goxjxd” being able to “ draw.” 




Omission.— Last week the First Commissioner of Works sent “ four 
does” to the Lord Mayor and three to the sherifis. The Recorder 
and the Remembrancer received only “one doe” a-pieoe. Now, as 
these two officials are lawyers, a ^e should have been added in each 
case, so as to keep up Ime ancient l^al fiction of Doe and Hoe. 
Pity that old onstoms should die out. 
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THE LEVEL CROSSING. 

Are THERE NO MORE TrAINS THIS EVENING ON THE IJp LtNB, PORTER ? ” “NO, MuM.’* 

And no more Trains on the Down Line?” ‘*ITo, Mum." “Is there no Special Train?” 
Nor an Excursion Train?” “No, Mum. The Gates are to for the rest of the Evbniicg.” 
You’re qcite sure?” “Yes, Mum.” “Then comb, Amelia. We can Cross the LinbI” 


“No, Mum. 


MOST INTITINa 

Me. Punch read tlie other day that “ hostesses are putting forth 
commendable efforts to secure a sufficiency of partners for their young 
lady friends. Invitations are sent out months beforehand, and 
accompanying them are chatty and interesting letters describing the 
charms of the ladies who will be present, and giving other partioalars 
which are calonlated to ‘ snare the particular bird.* ” 

Now, Mr, Punch's “ young men” are proverbially attractive, and 
a very little inqniry amongst them has elicited the following (amongst 
other) letters from their large ooUeotion. Hostesses hard up, please 
copy* No copyright of any kind is claimed. 

I,--Matebnal Wiles. 

The Cucumber JSeds, Sunday^ December 1, 1895. 

Dear Mr. Wattaborb,— I ain enclosing a card for our little 
dance on the 12th of May, hut 1 couldn’t resist the temptation of 
sending yon this wee note along with it, to say how uery, vert 
disappointed Mabel, Euth, Gracie, Plorrie, Maud, Connie, 
Bertha (you know my husband’s little joke about our house being 
in the Seven Sisters’ Hoad ?) and I will be if yon can’t come. ' Now. 
do try to comej I promise we won’t dance you too hard, and of 
course we shan’t think it rude if you sit out half the time. Only, 
do come. With very kind regards, in which mj daughters join, 
Yours most sincerely, Ina Dotie Cuitt. 

P.S.— Ton may he interested to know that charming little Etta 
Billamill— you remember her wonderful grey eyes—has definitely 
decided to come, and bring her eyes with her. Then we have a con- 
ditional promise from Baohel Linetn— the girl with the Trilby 
feet. Milub Mink, too,— the charming young actress at the Jollity ^ — 
has promised Archie she will look in as soon as her performance is 
over. She will probably wear a wonderful gown she is now having 
designed for her, which I’m certain you’d like. At any rate, 
Archie has seen the design, and can talk of little else. If you 
would like to know any more details, pray don’t hesitate to write 


and ask me— J always think it ’s so much better to know beforehand 
what one has to expect. I. D, C. 

^ II.— Girlish Ingenuousness. 

145, The Avenue, JETornsey Rise, Monday, 

Mr Dear Jack,— Mamma asks me to drop you just a line or two 
with the enclosed card for our Ciuderella two mouth after next. I ’m 
going to have such a jolly dress— white, with delightful pink frills ; 
that will be very fetching. By the bye, isn’t pink your favourite 
colour P I fancy when I wore it once before you said something 
pretty about “ piuk of perfection,” Then we ’ve ever so many nice 
other girls coming, and from what I hear of their frocks, we shall 
have a very stylish time. Now, you must write and say you’ll 
come. And be sure to say if there ’s anything you can suggest that 
we ought to do' or have. We’re quite determined to meet our 
friends’ wishes, and have a successful evening. 

Yours ever, Amie T. 

III.— Tbruum Gum. 

Ladt Septima Dyalls presents her kindest compliments to 
Mr. I. 0. Borne, and in sending the accompanying invitation 
desires to call his attention to the fact that the supper on the night 
of her hall will he supplied by Buntbr’s, and that the champagne 
has been specially selected by Lady S. herself. Mr, Borne may 
also like to know that amongst those who have already signified 
their intention of being present are Miss Bella Donna (who will 
wear her nniversally admired pearls), Miss Bertie Benton (to whose 
ey es a sonnet appeared in last week’s Asuseum), and Miss Pearl 
Whitb (who has only to show her teeth to display her charms). If 
Mx. Borne would desire an invitation for any particular lady, Lady S. 
will esteem it an honour to forward an invitation if Mr. Bori^ will 
he kind enough to send Lady S. the lady’s name and address. 

79, Parh Palings, 

How-to Deal with “ TJncut Books,”—** Cut ” them I 
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DUDE THE DIFEUSE. 

By Toomuoh Too Hakbt, 

Dxtdb was in a rhapsodioally enthusi- 
astic mood. Although the weather was 
exceedingly foggy, he seemed to see 
his way along the path leading to Ms 
Uncle’s, where it was Ms intention to 
call execute a small commission. 
It being the end of the week, Ms funds 
were low ; neyertheless, a glow of sdf- 
conoeit cheered him when he thought 
of what he had a^eady accomplished. 
After he had received that memorable, 
hut ignominious, blow from practical 
Farmer Pjckeham, he determined to 
give up the occupation of scaring crows, 
and apply Mmself assiduously to learn- 
ing. And so far he had done satisfac- 
torily. “ I am already pretty good at 
the classics, Latin particularly,” TMs 
was, indeed, no exaggeration of the 
truth, Dude’s extraordinary acquire- 
ments in that language now en^ling 
Mm to think therein with far greater 
ease than in his native tongue. ** 1 
have translated Homee’s Odyssey into 
the Aztec; I know all the Iliad by 
heart ; I have done the Treaty^ of 
Shimonoseki and Evff^s Guide into 
Q-reek Iambics ; Soceates, Hesiod, 
Thucydides, Xehophoh, Abisto- 
PHAHES, and Plato are more familiar 
to me than my own name. Ho one can 
teach me much in modem or ancient 
Mstory; I can repeat from memory 
any chapter of the Decline and Fall, 
As to mathematics, the intricacies of 
the differential calculus are plainer to 
me than the added result of 2 + 2. I 
could tell Euclid a thing or two were 
he alive. My leisure moments— if I 
have any — are filled in by researches 
into Esoteric BuddMsm. But all tMs 
is nothing— the ignorance of babes and 
sucklings, the mere shadow of a com- 
mencement-in comparison with what 
I intend to accomplish. My ambition 
is boundless. I even aspire, some day, 
to fathom the Mdden depths of a Mere- 
dithian epigram, and to arrive at a 
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“COCKY-LECEIEI” 

A Broth of a Boy” foe Dublin University, 
Far a avis in terris Hibernicis,^^ 

Majority, 750. 


correct reason for the existence of the 
cacoethes^ Hilltopiendi, The first thing, 
though, is to make money.” 

Thus musing, he entered Ms uncle’s 
residence . . . and upon emerging, 
after the lapse of a few minutes, re- 
commenced bis reverie. As soon as he 
made an income of £5000 per annum, 
what an example he would set I He 
would live up to £10,000, and would give 
away the rest I What would he be ? 
An eminent botanist I Ho, on second 
thoughts, botany was absurd I It had 
never struck Mm in that light before I 
He would draw the line at distinction 
as a landscape gardener !— Dude now 
entered a building, and, making Ms 
way to the second floor, rang the elec- 
tric bell beside a door wMch bore the 
legend “Hew Athens Club.” He was 
admitted into a room full of sage-look- ! 
ing personages who were watoMng 
—apparently with great interest— a j 
curious machine that stood in a corner I 
of the apartment and gave forth sharjp 
clicking sounds (wMch always reminded 
Dude of Ms days with the “clacker”). 
He went up to two men, who seemed 
to be in authority near the odd instru- 
ment, and said “ A dollar each way 
Thuringia^"* Presently the machine 
clicked more loudly ; Dude looked 
anxious, and someone called out 
’‘'Burton^ first; Shore^ second; Lyric, 
third.” Dude sighed, and murmured, 
“I’ll be a maker of books before I 
have done 1 ” 

Even-handed Justice, —French- 
men used to taunt Englishmen with 
“seDing their wives at Smithfield.” 
Last week, in the Divorce Court, it 
was proved that such a case had 
actually occurred ; only not at Smith- 
field. A husband sold Lis wife for 
twenty pounds, and gave a receipt. 
Then the simple man sued for a divorce, 
wMoh he did not obtain. So the 
husband, who had sold Ms wife, 
was himself sold. And “sarve him 
right ! ” 


HEEOES AND HAT WOESHIP. 

Have just been to Caelyle’s house. What bliss to reverently 
touch Ms table, to feelingly fondle Ms fender, to hug— if it were 

B ’ tted— his hat-case I But joy above all other joys, what supreme 
ness to gaze entranced at his old hat I Seem to remember some 
remarks of ms about old clothes, and also about the population of 
tMs country being ‘ ‘ mostly fools, ” Wonder if that includes devotees 
hke myself. Hb, it cannot, TMs is the true Hero WorsMp, A 
bright idea strikes me. I will form a museum of such personal 
relics. What a noble ambition for a lifetime I Will begin at once 
by asking all the most shy and retiring writers of the present time 
to give me what must be useless to them, but invaluable to me— some 
old clothes. Imagine some entries in the catalogue of my future 
collection. « i 

Mr. G-eant Allen. A pair of boots, with stout spies, useM tot 
Mlltop climbing, and for trampling underfoot anything disliked by j 
the wearer. Worn by the great writer whilst studying wt, as 
though it were science ; science, with the light-hearted gaie^ of an 
artist ; fiction, as though it should only deal with unpleasant facts; 
and facts, as though most of them were pleasing fictions. 

“Geoehe EgtEEton.” a pair of goloshes, which enabled the 
wearer to, wade through some mud Mtherto left undisturbed. 

Mr, Eric Mackay. A blacking brush, once used for the boots of 
a Eoyal Prince, and given to Mm by a man employed in a royal 
boot-deaning room. Insoribed by Mr, Maoeay, My most valued 
treasure.” 

Miss Maetih! Cobelu. a glove wMoh she wore on her right hand 
after Royalty had shaken it, and her waste-paper basketj, into wMch 
she has never thrown anything wMch she herself has written, ^ 

Sir Edwin Abnold. A Japanese umbrella.^ Attached to it^ is 
a poem by Sir Edwin ; hut fids mastei^>iece is unhappily as in- 


oomprehensible to an Englishman, since half the words are 
Japanese, as it would he to a Japanese, since the remaining words 
are English. 

The German Empbeoe, The pen with wMoh he wrote his sermons ; 
the pencil with wMoh he drew Ms cartoons ; the Manual of Harmony 
and Counterpoint, and the Rhyming Dictionary, which assisted^Mm 
in the composition and writing of his song ; his conductor’s baton, 
and a few other personal effects. 

Mr. Rudyabd KiPLiNa, The towel wMch, wetted, he wrapped 
round his head when trying to understand some of Ms own recent 
writings. 

Canon MacColl. A fez, presented to Mm_ by the Sultan as a 
slight acknowledgement of Ids efforts to bring discredit on the 
Armenians and their cause. 

Unhappily, it will be impossible for me, or for anyone, to obtain 
the shirt-collar of Shahspeaee, the dress-coat of Dante, or the high 
hat of Homee, I must he satisfied with a copy of what each has 
i written. Perhaps on the whole their writings may he as valuable 
and as interesting as their clothes. 

REELTI REELYI 

The Scotsman says 

The Queen is largely made up of ooutributious by ladies, including the 
Duchess of Rutland, the Countess of Jbbsky, Lady Jephson,^ Lady 
Faiblib Cuninghame, and Mrs. Ltnn-Linton, The other contributors 
embrace Sir I^alteb Bbsant and Bbet Habte. 

TMs is very nice and friendly on the part of “ the other contribu- 
tors,” and Sir 'Waltee Besant and Mr. Beet Habte are possibly to 
I be envied. But sisterly amenities of tMs Mnd shoidd not be talked 
about. As Mr» Vincent Crummies used to say, “ it is really astonish- 
ing how these things get into the papers.” 
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THE HOT-WATBE BOITEL. 

A Song of Sensible Senility, 

[*‘ Our medical advisers say that they see no 
harm in keeping our feet warm at night in cold 
weather. A medical journal has absolutely gone 
so far as to recommend the use of the bed-bottle.’* 
— James Fayn in Our Kote-BoohF] 

Aie — The Leather BottelF 

\ When I stirvey the world around, 

The chills and colds that do abound ; 

The cramps that wrack the aged limb, 
Eheumatics stern, lumbago grim ; 

Why^ let young fools say what they can, 
Comfort is good for an elderly man ; 

So I wish him joy, where’er he dwell, I 
Who first found out the Hot- Water Bottel I 


He can’t, like a whale, put on more blubber. 
So he turns to brown- ware, or to india-rubber. 
And then he T1 find, if he ’d fam be warm, 

A warm-water bottle will do him no harm. 

So I wish him sense — ’twiU repay him well— 

To try, like me, a Hot- Water Bottel I 

iPIINCH TO LOUISA PTNE" 

{An Lnglish Song for om English Singer*) 

[A public appeal is made on behalf of Madame 
Bodda-Pyne, formerly Louisa Ptnb, who, during 
a long professional career of 68 years, contributed 
largely to the pleasure of the British public by her 
great talents and beautiful gift of song. . . . She 
did much for English music — ^in fact, she may be 
called the foundress of English Opera. . , . ^ She is 
now 67 years old— a widow, chilaless, and in fail- 
ing health. Money losses, caused by no imprudence, 
now render assistance very useful. ^ Lady Thomp- 
son will gUdly receive donations if addressed to 
her at 35, Wimpole Stareet, W. — The Times,'] 

Sweet- VOICED Loxhsa Ptise — dashing 
Haebison— the popularisation of Baufb’s 
melodious operas — ah I these be pleasant 
memories for the middle-aged! What old 
fogey of fifty or thereabout forgets, or desires 
to forget, the PTNE-and-HAREisoN Company, 
and especially popular ** Lours A Pyne,” as an 
ordinary public loved to call her, tout courts 
who did so much to encourage that “ native 
music” she sang so well, but which had not 
then so many “ fine friends ” as it has now ? 
Mr, Punch pauses for a reply. Hone in the 
negative I Then now ’s your time, ye grateful 
middle-aged music-lovers, to “remember,” 
in an active and practical way, the well- loved 
lady who so often charmed your youthful 
ears, and should now charm a generous tribute 
out of your elderly pockets, plumper now, 
probably, than in those happy, if scarce 
opulent, hours. 

Madame Bodda-Pinb, to whom Michael 
Balfe, the musical Hibernian genius owed so 
much, “ began her career ” (we are told) “ at 
nine years of age, from which date she con- 
tributed to the maintenance of her parents, 
and educated younger members of herfamily.” 


And now* 


inspired by the name of 


When blood runs slow in its aged channel, 

A nice yrexm bottle well wrapt in flannel, 
C<>rked tight, in case of a slip or a spill. 

Will keep old toes from getting too chill. 

It is better far than a warming-pan. 

Or a night-cap (of grog) for an elderly man ; 
So I hope he ’s cosy, where’er he dwell. 
Who first found out the Hot-Water Bottel! 

0, what do you say to the prig who mocks 
The eider-down quilt or the warm wool socks, 
With which an old buffer wiU oosaet his skin, 
To keep out colds that none come in ? 

Well, they may be as wise as old Aristotle, 
But they won’t rob me of my nightly bottle. 
And I only hope they may— not sleep well. 
Who turn up their nose at my W ater Bottel 1 

When a chap grows old, as most all chaps will. 
His blood creeps slow, and his feet get chill. 


Pine, by music and pleasant memories, Mr, 
Punch finds him self, like Mr, Wegg^ only 
less woodenly and unsympathicaUy he hopes, 
“dropping into worse,’’ and putting his 
earnest appeal into Balfe-like song. He can 
imagine her who was “ Louisa Pzne,” sing- 
ing, in her modest heart, if not with her 
melodious lips, words provided for her by 
Mr, PwncA, be it understood, in this wise : — 
When other lips from other hearts 
Their tale of music tell, 

And play and pipe, in modem parts, 

And pipe and play so well ; 

There may, perhaps, in such a scene 
Soft recollections he, 

Of days that have as merry been, 

And they *11 remember me ! 

How coldness or conceit might slight 
The songs men used to prize, 

Yet memories sweet may quicken light 
In other age-dimmed eyes. 

Alone, to-day, I ply life's task, 

Once friends would flock to see, 

In this sad moment I 'd but ask 
That they ’ll remember me ! 

And Mr, Punch hopes — and believes— they 
will, 

In Cameea, — ^The case, Turhey v. Ar^ 
menta, is a trnly temble one, almost too 
horrible for full publicity. But the way in 
which it has been tried at last, “ in camera ” 
(see those hideous, convicting photographs in 
the Graphic) seems as oonclnsive as univer- 
sally eonvinemg. The snn, as eye-witness, 
cannot be doubted. 
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TEE BEAL SCHOOL FOB 
SCAEBAL. 

[A IMlogm suggested hy Facts and 


Fepresentative of the London 
School Board, Now, my lad, tiiat 
you have passed the highest pos- 
sible standard, we are going to 
spend a bit more upon completing 
your education. You have learned 
Latin, Greek, Hebrew, Arabic, 
and Early Egyptain f 
Promising Pupil, Please, Sir, 
I have been taught them. 

JKepn Ajad you have learned 
mixed mathematics ? 

Prom, P, Please, Sir, I have 
been taught them. 

Bepr, And you have learned 
geology and the other “ ologies” ? 

Prom, P, Please, Sir, I have 
been taught them. 

Bepr, And you have learned 
dancing, painting, drawing, sculp- 
turing, use of the globes, Skaes- 
PEABE, and the musical glasses? 

Prom, P, Please, Sir, I have 
been taught them. 

Bepr, And you have learned all 
things that were not necessary for 
your father, and aU things that 
win be unnecessary for your son 
to learn if you have one r 
Prom, P, Please, Sir, I have 
been tau^t them. 

Bepr, xhat ’s right. And now, 
can you think of anything else 
we can squander money upon, as 
we are determined to nnish your 
education ? 

Prom, P, Please, Sir, I should 
like to learn how to spell “ dog ” 
correctly, and to add two to two 
with the prospect of arriving at 
the correct total. 

iScene closes in upon the Bate- 
payers^^ with the prospect of 
something Uke one and two- 
pence in the pound looming in 
the immediate future ! 
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AN EYE FOR PROPORTION. 

She, ** Oh, Mr. Jones— those two lovsly Poems oe yours in 
THIS week’s— A — 

Be (a poetical star of the seventh magnitude), “You MEAN MY two 
SOSNBTS, IN THE TFjSSKLT SVNDXW? ” 

She, “Yes. How sxqmsiTM they both are I” 

He {much pleased), “And which did you like best?” 

She, “Oh — ^the lonqbr oneI” 


CHRISTMAS EXAM. 

{Out own Schoolboy i Master Muddler ^ 
takes the Prke,) 

Question, What is Q,uebn 
Anne’s Bounty ? 

Answer, This bounty was 
started by Q,xmiN Anne, and 
means the custom of giving £3 to 
any clergyman’s wife who has 
three or more babies all at once. 
This is still done by onr Q,ueen, 
and is much thought of. Twins 
is commoner, and therefore don’t 
count. 

Q, What do you know about 
the Wkite Ship r 
A, Gflie White Shipwas founded 
with a Prince in the Channel, and 
when they told the E^g, he was 
never even seen to smile, 

“Young Mother Hubbard.' ’ 

(To a Lady with a Lap-dog^ 

* ‘ Love me, love my dog I ” you say, i 
So I might, if you would let me. 
But I fear that on that day. 

As you pet JP/o, you might pet 

And if with the same result ' 
As -upon that wretched poodle, 
Horror ! Eeminine puppy- cult. ] 
Makes dog cur, and man— old 
fondl-a ! 

A Distinction and a Dhtee- 
BNCB. — ^A Wet-bob at Eton after 
a long pull is sure to be dry, 
while a Dry-bob after a long 
innings is invariably wet. 

Traditional Sayino, with 
Extraditional Application, as 

TRANSLATED AND ADAPTED BY 

Messieurs Ribot and Lepevre. 
— “ Ars est celare Arton,^* 

Another sugkjestion por a 
Fresco in Royal Exchange. — 
Tom Tiddler’s Land in South 
Africa, 1895. 


-ra a tx» v Puss-in-Boots had been asked by the Marquis of Carabas— 

MEETING OE EAIHY EOLK. (cheers)— to express bis regret for non-attendance. The fact was 

[“ The race has outgrown fairy-tales, and to use them for early educa- the Ring’s daughter was j ust a little exacting, and he found it hard 
ii},onal work is practically to bring about a reversion to type. They express to get out at night. But he heartily agreed with the objects of the 


than not to he, steal, cheat, be an ingrate, to accomplish his ends.'' — CmdereUa. (who, on rising^ was received toith a cry of Sit down/ 

Mr. H. Holman, Inspector of Schools in the ^^Educational TimesP) supposed to proceed from her two jealous sisters) said that she had 

A MASS meeting of Fairy-tale Heroes and Heroines, was held soon every season to he grateful to Fairies. (Cheers,) They all ]^ew 
after midnight, to “ consider the attempt which was being made to her story. Well, where could they find a better warning? 
undermine their legitimate induence with children, and to turn — (“ yes, against stuck-up, proud, ugly females? 
them out of the nursery.” The moonlight was brilliant, and a very (Laughter and cheers,) She would like to take that opportunity of 
good attendance was the result. explaining that she had never at any time worn actual rags, as 

Jack the Giant-XiUer, having been voted into the ohair, remarked reported — no number of sisters would have induced her to disgrace 
that they had met to protest against Mr. Holman’s unprovoked herself like that. (Sensation,) It was a second-best dress that she 

attack on them at the College of Preceptors. Expel was wearing when (Cries of Order Ques- 

from a nursery I He ^omd like to see the man who ^ tion ! ” “ Conceit ! ” and uproar,) 

would attempt it I ( Cheers,) He had conquered bigger 1 - - ^ The Invisihle Prince was nnderstood to say ^at he did 

giants than Mr. Holman ever was or ever would be. not see why he should never he heard of, as well as never 

ILoud and prolonged cheering, be seen. (Laughter, and cheers,) 

Ricquet with the Tuft (who was ooroially received) said Humpty-Dumpty confessed that he viewed the future 

that his experience of fairies had been so favourable, that with no uneasiness. ( Cheers,) He was used to falls ; and 

he felt hound to add his voice in support of the able re- . r he was able to pick himself up, too — ^that was why the 

marks of the distinguished Chairman. Was it proposed 'ijii' king’s men never picked him up — ^he wouldn’t let them 

to abolish them in the interests of soienoe— (Aiaaaa) — or .yi 'SbI ' do it, still less the king’s horses. (Cheers,) 

of what ? To enable children to study the Classios better? » The Beast said that Beauty had asked him to attend to 

Why Homer was a legendary person. (Cheers,) So he v»vs ■ ‘ teU them that she considered fairy-tales were very useful 

was told. He didn’t lEiow Homer hims^, (Laughter,) in teaching them natural history. (Cheers,) He had 

The Sleeping Beauty said she was very wide awake addressed them in his old shape, rat now he would 

(hear I hear!) to the injury likely to he done to her dear the liberty of changing into the handsome young Prince 

friends (cheers) and herself. (Applause,) She had he really ime, ( Cries of “ BoshJ ” “ “ Goto he \ 

WLUingly abandoned her professional engagements just for the no 
for one evening on purpose to show her sympathy. the Fairy 

' lOheers, Prince.” 


and carried by aodamatton. 


resolution was put 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


THE EDEAX AND THE SEAL. 



Delkjhtpullt breezy book is H. W. Lucy’s Log of the Tantalhn 
Castle^ kept on board that magnificent^ comfortable vessel belonging 
to the Carrie service. Commodore Lucy’s log not heavy, quite 
portable, and having been kept out at sea, not a bit dry. The mnch- 
travelled and poly-^rlotical William 
Ewabt G-ladstone with his book of the 
words in his hand, playing at hide-and- 
seek among the cables, ropes, and rig- 
ging of the vessel, ofiered a tempting 
subject to the buoyant artist Mr, Sam- 
EOUBNE, who took Mm then and there, 
and placed him as the frontispiece of tMs 
book, entitling the picture “Bound for 
the Baltic,” and certainly the G. 0. M. 
does look like it, in fact, he has rather 
more the appearance of being “Bound 
in the Baltic” than “ for ” it, and is in 
such an entanglement, and in so strait a 
comer, that methinks the cunning de- 
signer meant to suggest, with marvel- 
lous subtlety, the difficulties in wMch 
Mr, G. had Isfound Mm self, and from 
which he had so recently set Mmself 
free. Is that the interpretation? “Whatever you like, my little 
dears,” will be the cryptograpMst’s reply,^ “ you pays your money 
you takes your choice.” Then there is another Mr, Gladstone 
drawn by E. T. Beed : and again is he “ cornered ” I *Tis a cheery 
narrative, but the sea is too calm, the voyage too peaceable, the log- 
keeper has an easy task (’tis not even “ log-rolling ” on board) so calm 
is it ; and, except in one fanciful chapter per missu Tunchii,^^ it is 
all plain sailing and simple steaming ! Why, 0 why was there not 
(imagined) a wreck ? Then Mr. G. cast on desert island I Realises 
Home Rule. Suddenly 2b5y turns up. 0 marvellous meeting I This 
Crusoe^ Gladstone builds hut: Tohy builds kennel, fetches wood, 
keeps log. They talk o’er many things as did Mohinson and Friday^ 
Then a sail in sight appears I ’Tis the Grantully Castle with the 
TantaUon Castle in tow I One more castle to make “ three castles,” 
and all lips to pipe and tobacco I Bonfire signals. The Tantallon 
had not been wrecked, not a man lost I Only Mr. G., plunging into 
a Swedish PhRosophioal work, had suddenly got out of Ms depth, no 
dictionary at hand to save Mm, and so had fallen overboard and been 
washed ashore, followed by ever-faithful Tohy^ In consequence of 
Mr, G.’s secluded Mde-and-seek habits on board, loss only discovered 
when trumpet sounded for “ all in to dress for dinner.” 

“ How did you reach the shore ? ” inquires Sir Donald currie-ously. 

“ How ? ” replies the Ancient Mariner, gaily. “ Why— by Toly^s 
barque 1 ” Avast heaving, messmates I AH hands and legs for a 
hornpipe, and so merrily to bye-bye. The Baron must add that 
tMs log (an excellent companion for a Christmas fireside) is to be 
purchased at the stores of Sampson Low & Co. 

A Promising Pupil of the Baron reports to his revered master that 
A Lover of the Bay, by Annie Thomas (Mrs. Pender Cudlip), is 
an exceedmgly interestmg and well- written novel. The Promising 
PupR has had a real good time with it. He says that he considers 
that the sketch of a suburban minage, with which the story opens, 
is capital, or, as latter-day critics would describe it, “ tborougMy 
convincing.” The studies of character are also of excellent quality. 
It may be fairly acknowledged that all ends hai)pLly, for even the 
reader will be satisfied. The book is weU worth including in “ the 
library list,” and the Baron’s Pupil congratulates the talented autho- 
ress upon having added another item to the long list of her successes. 

Who is for Ghost Stories, all 

t athered about the glowing 
re, with just enough fight for 
some one to read them out 
aloud, the Shadows coming 
out of the dark corners, and 
hovering over you, intent on 
listening to what will make 
them thrill with gobliuesque 
delight, and cause you tohuddle 
closer together in fearful enjoy- 
ment? To such, if any there be 
in these matter-of-fact days, I 
say, get The Shadow on the 
Blind, and other Stories, writ- 
■ ten by Mrs. Aiebed Baldwin, 
^ published in one volumi 

by Dent & Co,, a name Mtherto associated in most minds with 
gloves. Just the book for winter time, “ When the lights bum low. 
And the Whisp’rMg: Shadows softly come and go”— t’trfaoldsong, and 
trust the recommendation of one who will not be with you probably 
after Christmas, but who wiU, even when retired from the Book- 
keeping Busiaess, be Ever yours. The Bahon de Book-Worms, 



The Ideal, See Advertisement, 

Fine spacious mansion house 
to let, in first-class repair. 


Plainly, but comfortably fur- 
nished. 

Within easy distance of rail. 


- Finely situated. 

Magnificent scenery, splendid 
views. 

Sanitary arrangements perfect. 
Good society in neighbourhood. 
A little shooting may be had. 

Also fishing. 


Hunting in the winter. 

Rent extremely moderate to a 
careful tenant. 


The Beal, As Fact, 


A miserable, tumble - dov^ 
ramshackle building, wMch its 
landlord, unable ^self^ any 
longer to occupy, wiR charitably 
let to some unsopMsticated mem- 
ber of an inquiring public, 

Ho decent fnrMture; carpets 
in holes. 

Ten miles from anywhere on 
the Little Peddlington Rsdlway. 
Trains once or twice daily. Hone 


on Sundays. 

In a hole hy a swamp. 

Three acres of mildowy meadow, 
and view of asthmatic cow. 

A pigstye under your nose. 
Doctor and wife (ten miles off). 
At clay pigeons ; poachers bag 
whatever game there may he. 

If you wait uutil Sanitary Au- 
thorities purge stream (five miles 
away). 

nearest meet fifteen miles off. 

In any case about double the 


Stabtuno Announcement.— In the St, 
Jameses Gazette last Friday appeared the 
headiug to a paragraph, Letter-hoxes 
attached to Lamp-posts?^ The “Loves of 
the Triangles ” are notldng to tMs.^ If the 
attachment is real, and not sentimental, 
then why shouldn’t the Postmaster- Gen- 
eral say, “Bless yon, my children I Be 
united ! Be happy I ” ? 


Latest erom Constantinople. — The 
favourite air at the European concert: — 
“ Songs without Beeds?^ 


Motto por Republican America.— 
“ Mon Roe est Mon Roi ! ” 


NUE8BET SCHOOL EXAMINATION. 

In reference to the new “preliminary” examination just insti- 
tuted by the Universities of Oxford and Cambridge, a periodical 
says, — ^‘Henceforth the Universities are prepared to confer 
‘honours’ upon little children of twelve; only the nursery remains 
nnvisited.” 

The writer is evidently misinformed. A scheme for the examina- 
tion of children within this domain has already been drawn np. 
Subjoined are some of^the Regulations for Candidates, and a speci- 
men of one of the question papers prepared hy the Examiner : — 

Regulations. 

1. Ho candidate admitted over five or under two years of age. 

2. The examination will necessarily he viva voce, as few if any of 
tfie candidates are likely to know at wMoh end to nold a pen, 

3. Ho candidate wiU be permitted to enter Ms, or her, name, unless 
he, or she, can furnish satisfactory proof that he, or she, can talk. 
In any case it will be advisable for candidates to bring with them a 
nurse, or other responsible person, who can understand them, 

4. Candidates are cautioned against the dangerous habit of placing 
anything they may see in the examination room in their mouths ; 
the introduction of feeding-bottles, rattles, woolly sheep, or other 
articles likely to distract the attention of candidates, is strictly 
prohibited. 

Paper. 

1. Give the literary equivalents of bow-wow, ta-ta, gee-gee, pitty ■ 
ickle tootsums, 

2. Describe the best method, ^ in your opinion, of going down 
stairs. (Candidates will be required to give later a practical illus- 
tration of their acquaintance with tMs subject.) 

3. State the number of fingers you have on each hand, 

4. What is your real name? are you ever called anything else?'; 
if so, state why, 

5. Pronounce B 0 B, C A T, D 0 G. 
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. A (MISS) BROWN STUDY. 

Mi^ BRowy^ who is a hind of niece to Charley* % A.unt (her parents 
nn? Bttchan.^ and Mar-Lowb), is going strong at Terry’s 
Apart from the amusing performance of the hero-heroine, 
r RED Kerr, in the JSi&rr^acter of Mise Brown (this is a case in 
which as the part conldn’t be cut down to snit the actor, the actor 
ought to have been cnt down to suit the part), and of Mr. Artbcue 

Platpair as the somewhat 
b^rleE(iue^ dashing cavalry 

W (without a song! more’s the 

pity !), the piece would be well 
'/ a/ worth seeing if only for the 

JTi 1 1 capital make-up and the well- 

I \\ sustained David-James’ like 

I r t^ II I performance of Mr, Herbert 

Standino- as Sergeant Tanner^ 

II the detective ; one of the best 

I comedy to be seen just 

' now on the London stage. It 
j X 1 - XI . . Js broad without being viilgar : 

and, except where the exigencies of farce are supposed to demand 
some extravagance, it is natural. Mr. L. Power’s Irish Seriiant 
IS a capital sketch : always funny, never obtrusive. 

Yery good, too, is Miss Emily Cross as the proprietress of 
Cicero House Academy; and Mr. Gilbert Farqtjhar as Hihhert- 
fon^ the solicitor, gives us one of the best of his character sketches ; 
indeed, if he adopts what may be termed the “ Hill-and-Blakely line,” 
and sticks to it, he should be in great demand. Y^hy did the authors 
select the name oi- lHiss Schwartz for the creole pupil at Cicero House 
Academy? Was it that no better appellation could be found for this 
dark young lady than the one invented by Thaoreray, namely “ jfefVss 
Swartz, the rich woolly-haired mulatto from St. Kitt’s,” who fell 
into such a passion of tears ” when Amelia left Miss Pinkerton* s 
acad^y ? The authors sgeVL Swartz** Schwartz** which, as 
will be clear to any unprejudiced mind, m^es all the difference 
in the world, and releases them from any obligation to the author of 
Vanity Fair, Miss Schwartz is cleverly played by Miss Adbla 
Measor, and her fury with a dagger hair-pm is something terrible 
to witness. Here ’s your health Miss Brown, a merry Christmas and 
prosperity generally. 

“AFTER THE DEPTrTATIOH HAD RETIRED.’’ 

Scene —-A Private Boom opposite the Griffin, 

Present — L. 0. md L. 0. C. 

Z, C, Well, brother, I think they went away fairly satisfied. 

X. C. O. And so they should be. When I was in practice I did 
not complain. I found no “ block ” of busmess in the Law Courts. 

X. C, Hor I either. But then, my dear 
/ brother, you must remember that we had a 

/ pretty extensive connection amongst the 

c^' solicitors. We, so to speak, inherited it. 

Chancellor, it was 

mmLjL ^ talent— sheer force of talent with me. And 
{pf^lit^l't/) with you, too I 
X. C. You are very kind. Well, I like 
helping talent — egpecially when related to 
mysell Blood is tnicker than water. 

X. C. C, Yes, and so is** soup,” as they 
used to say at the sessions. But 1 wonder 
no one took the hint of ** Q,.C.” Bid you 
hapx)en to see his letter to the Times ? 

X. C. I seldom read the newspapers, but I 
^ fancy I did come across something of the 
sort. Didn’t he want us to sit at 10 sharp, 
instead of at a not too punctual 10.30 ? 

X, C. (7. That’s Ihe man. And he ob- 
jected to the intermittent Saturday sitting, 
^ and was altogether objectionable. 

X. C. What can the profession be coming to when “ silk ” criticises 
“ ermine ” ? But he was surely not amongst our recent deputation ? 

X, C. C* Oh dear no. He never intended to be. In fact, he stated dis- 
tinctly that he had not the courage of his opinions, and did not expect 
any of his colleagues of the Inner or the Outer Bar to be any braver. 

X, C. I ^binlr so, too ; and now perhaps the time has arrived for 
an adjournment with a view to lunch ? 

X. C. C. I concur in your Lordships’ ruling, , . , , 

[L. 0. andZ, 0. C. take off their wigs, cast away their roles, and 
prepare to receive chops at the point of their knives and forks. 

Epitaph eor a Champion Billiard Player.— -“Taking his Long 
Best.” 


SHAKSPEARE WITHOUT THE MUSICAL GLASSES. 

Bear Mr. Punch, — Ho doubt you have seeu that The Comedy of 
Xrrorahas been performed at Gray’s Inu under somewhat similar con- 
ditions to those that existed three centuries ago. In 1594 the 
members of the hon. society, having none of their body capable^ of 
undertaking the task of producing a ** revell,” called in the strolling 
players to their assistance, and gave, amidst some confusion, Shak- 
ppearb’s comedy. Remembering as I do the great success of The 
Maske of Flowers in 1887, I cannot believe that the hon. society 
has lost the power of finding members of the Bar able to play The 
Comedy of Frrors as well as any one else. I feel convinced that 
“the Master of the Revels” of that and this perioii would agree 
with me. Still, the piece as given last week was worthy of note on 
account of the absence of scenic accessories and scenic divisions. 
Were Sir Henry to adopt the plan, I feel sure he would save many 
thousands of pounds behind the footlights — ^whether he would not 
lose as many more before the curtain is a matter that can only he 
discussed after the project has been practically tested. To give an 
opportunity of bringing the matter to an issue, I set down Becket as 
it might be played on the novel principle. 

Scene. — The Green Curtain, 

Fnter Henry the Second and Beceet, followed hy Eleanor. 

JSenry, Becebt, yon shall be an Archbi^op. 

Bechet, Thanks, my friend, but I prefer to be Chancellor. If you 
make me an Archbishop, we shall (juarrel, 

Henry, So be it, hut I will have my way. Prom this moment you 
fiR the See of Canterbury. 

Fleanor, I triumph ! 

Becket, And now I am Archbishop, ^ 

1 1 must ^oteot Fair Rosamond, and ^ 

Henry, You shall do neither. 

Becket [bringing in Fair Rosamond). ^ 

You see how 1 obey you. On our joint 
account I defy you. 

^Fleanor ^ [trying to stab the lady), 

Becket, Never I ( Wrests dagger out 
of Q,urBEN’s hands. ) B afflc d murderess I 

Hmry, WiU^no one rid me of this 

^ Three^'arons [entering). We will I 

Becket, What do you want from me ? 

Three Barons, Your life! [They hill him. Curtain, 

Now, the above is not only concise, but fairly intelli|ihle, and, if 
we are to believe the modern authorities, this was the kind of thing 
that the Bard of Avon provided for his admirers. Whether he 
would have done so in our times, had Sir Henry Irvinc accepted 
one of his pieces, is quite another question. As a gocd man of 
business, I fancy the greatest of our poets would have marched with 
the times and produced something better. 

Yours faithfully, Shakspearb Tennyson Snooks, 

Chaucer Chambers, Peckham. 

OUR BOOKING-OEEICE. 

One of myBaronites reports that he has been reading Mr. Walter 
Frith’s novel In Search of Quiet, and can cordially recommend it 
to those in search of a fresh and pleasant stoi^ with a distinctly 
original literary flavour. It is a study of life and local society in a ' 
Berkshire village, told in the form of a journal, with a quaint and 
delicate humour, a curiously minute observation, and, as the story 
developes, a power and pathos which should render it attractive. 
Readers to whom Mr. Frith is only known as the dramatist of Her 
Advocate, wiR he agreeably surprised to find how suocesstnlly he has 
resisted the temptation to “ bring the odour of the footlights across 
the hay,” to reverse Mr. Pinero’s celebrated phrase, 

A youthful Baron itess informs me that Mr. Andrew X/ANG has 
written what he calls My Own Fairy Book, all new tales entirely out 
of ids own head I Q<uite a Pacha of Many Tales I The author is much 
indebted to certain chronicles of Pantonglia for a true and authentic 
account of Frigid's adventures, and the annals of Scotland provided 
himwiththehistoricaldetailsof the“Kerof Fairailee ” andthe“Queen 
of Faery.” His tales are delightfully adorned by Gordon Browne, 
T. Scott, and B. A. Lemann, and published by Arrowsmitr. 

Cards and Calendars, aU over the shop! Marchs Ward’s iriiop; 
but a Baronite thinks they ’ve had a slight attack of Yellow-Book 
jaundice. As to crackers and cosaques, we sing “ F^Ve V amour! 
Cigars and cognac I Hurrah for the Cesagwe / ” but wbioh. is **^Ae 
Cosaque” of tiie lot not even Messrs. Sparagnapane & Co., the 
Christmas “ Cosaquin Brothers,” could tell us, and they ought to 
know,— at least, so vrhispers a littie bird from a Christmas Tree to 

The Merry Baron de Book-Worms. 


VOL. oix. 
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ULYSSES AT TAPLOYT. 

(A Song of Thmnea-Sirem,) 

[“Ifr. W. BC. GaENPELL, of Taplow Court, oalla 
attention in TAe Field to the unnecessary and 
increasing use of foghorns, sirens, and whistles by 
launches on the Upper Thames, It is suggested 
mat regulations should be made by the Thames 
Conservators with a view to checking the nuisance.** 
^Daily JSfews,'] 

SiNgE the nymp^ are all fled from onr Thames, 
Which the spirit of prose now environs, 

It seems the ahsnrdest of shames 
That their place should be taken by — sirens I 
Such sirens, too I Yoices not sweet. 

But huskjr, caco]qhonons, raucous ; 
Compared with their row what a treat 
Were the songs of the “daughters of 
Phorcus*^ I 

To stop up his ear-holes with wax 
Was the dodge of the downy Ulysses, 

But that would not ward the attacks 
Of these modem melodious misses, 
Leuwsia? Parthenope? Pooh I 
Tisiphone’s tone, not Ligea^s I 
Kick *em out, Mr, Q-ebnfbll, Sir, do ! 

^Tis one of your noblest ideas. 

Controlled hy some launch-owning brute, 
W'hom iwthing mere decency teaches, 

They horribly hoot and root-toot 
All ^qut the delicious Thames reaches ; 
Tlmy shriek, and they groan, and they roar, 
Up and down till they make yonrhair bristle. 
The launch in all ways is a bore, 

But heaven save ns all from its whistle I 


Ah I G-bbetell, yon ’ll gratitude gain 
From all who reside by Our Biver, 

Or love it, if yon restrain 
The launch, and its victims deliver. 

Do make Thames Conservators hear 
Xonr voice through the siren-bom shindy. 
Their fog-horns and whistles sound drear 
As witched night when the weatiier is 
windy. 

We might be in the Brocken with Faust^ 
Instead of our well-loved Thames Yalley, 
Success to you, Sir, in your joust 
With red-tape and prolonged shilly-shally I 
Against ,the launch-demon show sport. 

Come down on these sirens a thumper, 

A^ Q-beeebll of fair Taplow Court, 

We ’ll drink your good health in a bumper I 

uAGmmcmT—AND war 

(IF NECESSARY), 

T.M Channel Fleet has, within the past 
few days, been strengthened bv the addition i 
of the Magnificent and the Mafesiic^ two of 
the nine big battle-ships planned and pro- 
vided for whilst Lord Speitcee was still at 
the Admiraltv, “The modern Muses,” Lord 
Spencbe calls them. Sir UaHTEEp Ka.y- 
Shtjitlewoeih was also there, and Sir 
WiLPEm Lawson- says it was after him— 
or ra^er in view of his personality— that 
™ ships were thus superbly namei On the 
Magnijicen^ cheerful “ Chaeue ” Be SES- 
^ED, in his official capacity at Chatham 
Dockyard, has bestowed the thought *tT*4 


xTears. What can be done by 
the ^ enthusiastic 

TOftTi^K^I^ess is shown ia the absolute 
condition of ih.e Magnificent 

ffinW ^boaTd. A place for cvratythiagr, 

to its place. Decks i> spot- 
Ws might, if he felt dis- 

dinner ofl the bare 
boards smallest detail, as on the 

John- Pennt s giant- 
^^nes to the neat coil of spare 
had been bestowed, 
rope^inflmte soja^ , ^ worked out. 

guerre^ 
watching the charge 
Magnificent is war if need 
apalaclaya. ^^aity a^d certainty with 

®in therefore be, C'ent Mag- 


ship’s motto will tbe 
ni^ue,at,^eaflaP^^ 


THE Second ato it m 1 688 f 

VOS Chbistiias. — “The 
v4tt”-J^?e8«5e<i hy “the Powers” in 
the East, 
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FOR THE GaRDBSN TO-DAY.” 

HRisTMAs Carols instead?” 


TO CONSTANCE. 

[From an Idler to Ms Lady Selp,) 

Yodr charmiiig: hand— how many times at 
night, 

A thousand thousand happy miles from 
, land, 

I I hlnfEed yon hard at poker, all to fight 
I Yonr charming nand. 

Yes, we were then a merry, reckless hand, 

Of all and everybody making light. 

We sailed onr summer seas, by light airs 
fanned, [bright. 

The world around seemed very fair and 

Oim trip is done. Bat won*t you understand 
How much it cheers me when I see you 
write^ 

Your charming hand ? 


pecuniary support accorded, in pursuance of 
the custom, by the well-known Consuls, 
Generals Eabitts Maximus and Cornelius 
Africanus. a powerful orchestra, consisting 
of several double Tyrian flutes, was con- 
ducted by the most distinguished maestro of 
the day, Signor Flacuus, who plied the baton 
V7ith marked efiect on the backs of his 
pifferari. We cannot quote the cast, as the 
bill of the play has unfortunately been lost, 
but the performers were probably only dis- 
reputable Tuscan bam-stormers, whose names 
were scarcely worth preserving. The problem 
dealt with by the dramatist in his amusing 
comedy, was the question of educating the 
heavy Koman father to appreciate the fact 
that boys will be boys. 


THE HEAL SCHOOL FOE SCANDAL 
AGAIN. 

{A Feep into the Possible Future^) 

Scene— -4 Large Apartment, Present— 
Intelligent Individual. To him enter a 
Ratepayer. 

Ratepayer, Can I see any of the children P 

Intelligent Individual, I am afraid not. 
Smce the abolition of medical certificates— 
save those issued by the specially authorised 
doctors— we have had a great deal of sickness. 

Ratepayer, Dear me I Then are all the 
children in their own homes ? 

Intel, Indiv, A great many of them. You 
see, in serious cases — such as small-pox, 
diphtheria, and the like— we have no means 
of dealing with them here. 

Ratepayer, But surely their return to 
their homes would spread infection ? 

Intel, Indiv, So it has occurred to me, but 
unfortunately I have no discretion in the 
matter. However, I do my best. 

Ratepayer, And what may be that best? 

Intel, Indiv, If we have light cases, I put 
them to bed for a few hours, and send them 
home at the time for closing. It is all I can 
manage for th^, poor little creatures. 

Ratepayer, Then those tiny sufferers under 
the maps and in front of the blackboard are 
some of your light cases ? 

Intel, Indiv, Yes. We have a few down 
with influenza, one or two victims to whoop- 
ing-cough, and three or four sickening (so far 
as I can judge) for measles. 

Ratepayer, Then surely I have mistaken 
the place. I presume I have entered a hos- 
pital and you are the house-surgeon. 

Intel, Indiv, {smiling). Not at all. This is 
a board school and I am the master. 

\_8cene closes in upon the sounds o sic 
children in dire distress. 


THEATRICAL INTELLIGENCE. 

The Westminster Plat, 

A BEVIVAL was given on Thursday and 
Monday last of the Adelphi^ one of the late 
Afer^s problem-plays. 
Ij wiU be remembered by every student of 
the drama that the premiere of this clever 
adap^tion from the Greek of M. Menander 
was hmd at the cd^ebration of the fnneral of 
Md-marshal iEMmus Paitelus, in 160 b.c. 
We gathw from contemporary records that, 
on this first nmht, or rather matinSe^ the 
temporary wooden ■^eatre was crowded to 
excess, aR the leading membmrs .of Italian 
society bemg present. The audience, as was 

S nate to so solemn an occamon, was 
■ imposed of “dead-heads” but a 
financial failure was averted by the generous 


Answer to a Correspondent.— (1) The 
sound of the name has misled you. It is spelt 
“Inea.,” not “ Inkers.” And the “ Inoas of 
Peru^” to whom your inquiry applies, were 
not journalists. (2) Here, again, sound has 
occasioned your error. For “Peru’s news- 
papers” you should have understood “ Peruse 
newspapers,” implying a command, and in- 
JojjiBg no allnsion to the Press of Peru. 
N.B. — See that your letters are stamped 
before posted. 

A Footnote to History, — The reign of 
the Second Charles will be ever memorable 
in tbe aimals of English architecture as the 
period of the “ Wren-naissanoe.” 

Excelsior.— Since the French Premier has 
sh^en off his Socialist allies he has been 
dubbed Le Bourgeois Gentilhomme, 
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ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

On Diaries, 

In a Mcent mimljer of the Spectator I saw with some amusement a 
notice of the celebrated Diaries of Messrs. Letts and Messrs. De La 
of “Current Literature.’^ Kow a diary, 
when the entries have been made in it, may conceivably be literature; 
but I must confess that it would not have occurred to me so to 
describe the blank book which is to receive the daily thoughts 
of its purchaser, I should as soon expect to find a description 
of frames under “ Pictures of the Day.” Who knows henceforth 
what curious items of intelligence we may not find under “ True 
Stones of Dogs” ? 


It must be understood, of course, that in saying this I have not 
the remotest intention to disparage the productions of Messrs. Letts. 

I know perfectly well, on the contrary, 
that they supply admirably a nubuc 
want, and no action can possibly be 
more praiseworthy and honourable than 
that. All I wish to do is to register a 
humble protest against the conduct of 
the Spectator in thus wronging litera- 
ture m order to avoid the trouble of an 
extra heading. If any one else had 
done it, one might not have objected 
so strongly; but, coming from the 
Spectator t the shock was jpainf ul. To 
me, indeed, there had uways been 
something episcopal about that excel- 
lent journal. If I personified it, my 
mind conceived a being in lawn sleeves 
and invested with a pastoral staff, a 
sort of Gothic being steeped in the 
solemn atmosphere of cathedrals, closes 
and palaces. But if it continues thus 
to juggle with the sacred word literature I shall have to degrade it 
mentally to the level of an ordinary lay-preacher. - 


To return, however, to the subject of diaries. I can speak iWth 
some impartiality on it, for, in spite of the most heroic efforts, I have 
never succeeded in keeping one for much more than a week at a time, 
and that was many years ago, in the remote days of my boyhood. 
Why the keeping of diaries and accounts by their rude, unlettered 
offspring should give pleasure to parents, I know not ; but there are 
few sons, I am certain, who have not at some time been prged by a 
father or a mother to make a daily record of their actions, or to 
tabulate the expenditure of their scanty doles of pocket-money. 
With girls there is no need for pressure. They rarely keep accounts, 
it is true ; but they all take to diaries as naturally as ducks.to the 
water. 


In the matter of accounts, I was firm, and wisely so. How could 
it have profited me to write, or my parents to read, the m notonoua 
record of my expenses? On two shillings a week (which was, I 
think, my weekly aUowauoe at that time) you can buy quite a 
respectable number of jam-tarts, and occasionally you may make a 
littie excursion into the region of ices, or plum cake, or chocolate 
creams. But I felt, and stiill feel, ^at it would have shown a 
strange lack of judgment on my part if I had set these invariable 
items down every week, even though they might have been tempered 
now and then by the purchase of, let us say, a pocket knife, a pot of 
gum, a bullet mould, or a . catapult. Consequently, I never kept 
accounts, and I fear I nev er shall. 

But on the question of diaries I yielded. I came^ upon the 
ancient record of n^ deeds only the other day. Here is the most 
exciting entry “ Cfot up early to fight Freddie with boUsters. It 
was grand. We spoilt both boUsters, and broke the water-jug. It 
driped through into Pa’s dressiug-room. Breakfast. Eggs again. 
We have too many eggs, and not enough butter. Went out. Fought 
Freddie in stable-yard, and beat him. He howled — ^I laughed. 
Had to do beestly holiday task. Bead Copperjield. In aft^oon 
played stingo, and gotF. one on the leg with the fives-baU. Tooki2ot?eir 
out. No more to-day,” For ten days I persevered. Then, apparently, 
the effort became too much, for the rest of my “ current literature” 
remains a blank. ^ 


Yet again I made the attempt, but it was not on my own behalf. 
I had a friend who kept his diary with a religi^us care, aim once, 
’ te for him an entry, as I conceived it might be— but 

in the Musred book itself. This was my version !— 
^om Northumberland. A dreadful jolting of the 
'sleep, and filled my mind with painful thoughts, 
arrii^l at home that there were no letters for me. 


once only, i wro 
not, of course, 
“Traveled up 
traiu prevents 
I found on my 



Why is this ? Surely, surely she ought to have written. But, tush, 
amanly spirit! cau best cure such ills. Sauntered into Piccadilly. 
The street was full of unknown faces : strangers were in all the well- 
known haunts. Oh, how terrible it is to be alone in this great city. 
No matter, I must he brave. It would be worse than foolish to give 
way. In the evening I shook the dust of London from my feet and 
departed for Oxford.” 


I WAS afterwards permitted to read the actual entry. This is how 
it ran : “ Left Newcastle night mail. Dull day in Loudon ; lunch 
at PUegethon, dinner at Berkeley Restaurant. No one I knew: 
good job. To Oxford by last train.” Nothing more prosaic can be 
imagined: it just stated the facts sufficiently for reference, and 
omitted all the sentimentalisms with which my imagination had 
adorned the entry. 


And, after all, this is the secret of keeping a diary, if one who has 
never properly kept one may be permitted to give an opinion. Why 
do you keep it ? Not, surely, to register the casual sentiments with 
which, possibly under the infinence of a bottle of generous wine, you 
embroider your daily life, but in order to state facts as they occurred 
so concisely and clewly tkat, looking hack in after years, you may 
reconstruct the scene and live your life over again. It was for this 
reason and for no other, as Robert Louis Stevenson has pointed out, 
that the immortal Pepys wrote his diary. He did not foresee publi- 
cation, His cypher, he believed, guarded him from that. All that 
he cared for was that many years afterwards he should be able to 
t™ up Ms beloved diary, and remember by its aid exactly what he 
did, in whose company, at such and such an hour of such and such a 
day in Ms life. He loved Mmself and all Ms little life, and wrote 
its records for Mmself alone. And thus it comes that we, average 
men and women of the latter end of the nineteenth century, delight 
in the true picture of the life of au average man, in the account of 
Ms weaknesses, Ms vanity, Ms achievements, his disappointments, 
Ms jealousies, though the days of Ms activity were spent more than 
two hundred years ago. 


But, to me^ priceless above all others, is one little book that I 
possess, in wMch a friend had set down briefly’ the daily events of 
his life and Ms engagements in advance. My memory goes back 
with Mm to this dinner or that concert, and again we stay together 
at this or the other country house. They are the barest entries, just 
a record and nothing more* hut my memory fills in the gaps and re- 
acts the pleasant scenes. For October 26, the entry made in advance 
is “ Jack at Brindisi,” But before Jack reached Brindisi the hand 
that wrote about him was stiff and cold, and the voice that would 
have welcomed Mm on Ms return was silent for ever. 


In the mind of every man who has won Ms way to middle age there 
is a quiet, sequestered nook peopled with the spirits of departed 
friends, a verdant, peaceful recess, far removed from the stress and 
turmoil of daily life. Thence in calm and peaceful moments he can> 
summon forth their shiniug faces, and be with them as ouce he used 
to he. Time can add no line to their brows, they are always 
beautiful, smiling, and affectionate, young and strong as they were 
before the shadows closed round them, and they were lapped in alien 
clay and laid below. 


THE REAL EASTERN aUESTION. 

Grand Chorus of all the Powers, (JSmff sotto voce.) 

WE^don’t want to fight. In all lingoes, if 
we do, 

We’ve massed the ships, we’ve massed 
« the men, we ’ve massed the money too. 
We ’ve often fonght before, we ’re con- 
sistently untrue. 

The question is, “Who’ll have Constan- 
tinople ? ” 


The Cornet Grain Memoriae.— Well 
and wisely done, says Mr, Punch tu the 
Committee of the Corney Grain Memorial 
Fund. They have decided to devote £600 
to the estehlishment (f a cot in the 
Children’s Hospital in Great Ormond 
Street. The rest of the money is to he 
invested, and the annual interest will 
form a nucleus for a Corney ^Grain Children’s Christas Toy Fund 
in connectiem with the hospital. Thus, not only will the memory 
of the genial and large-Marted entertainer he perpetuated, but 
Htfle sufferers will connect it year by year, as he himself would 
, have wi^ed, with smiles and merriment and joy. 
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WHY, INDEED! 

** Mamma, didn’t the Vicae say that the Natives of G-onoalooloo wore no 
Clothes?'* “Yes, Darling,” “Then why did Papa put a. Button in the Bag?” 


CHETSTMAS IN SOMEESET, 

{An InvUation to the Farm.) 

Good marniu’, Mas’r John ! Well there, 

I zeed ee comih^ 'long down road. 

But whe’r ’twer you or no— D^ar, dear I 
’Tea strange like, you be that a-gi6wed I 
Ees, nicely thank ee — ^Missus too, • 

An* plased to zee ee, I *11 be boun*,* 

Were tarhin*, were, las* night o’ you, 

An* hopin’ as you mid step down, 

*Tes cold, so *tes— a proper nip, 

Do zim like snow, mid be a starm ; 

But, vrost or no, us do alius kin 
A merry Eurstmas down to Yarm. 

An*, if you do be a-minded zo. 

Now do ee step down t’ our Eurstmas veast, 
I do reckon under mizzletoe 
You *11 zee arl neighbours, virst and least. 
Squire zelf be cornin’, zed her *ood. 

An* Pa’son alius come, no rear. 


T’ zider-wine be tarr’ble good. 

Ay, tarr’ble good, zo be, to year. 

So plase to try our zider-wine, 

*T *oant do ee not the leastest harm, 

I *11 warr’nt, zo wull, sure ’nouirh you ’ll vin* 
A merry Eurstmas down to Yarm, 

An’ singin*. too, you mid depen*, 

*Tes Joe *ve a-got the singin* veaos, 

You ’ve a-yeerd his “ Never lose a fren\'^^ 

Do zim to fair a-shake the pleaoe. 

An* Gauge *11 rubby out a toon 
Wi’ *s old girt viddle *gin his knee, 

An’ zet t* young volk a-dancin* soon. 

So purty like *s you ever zee. 

An* Missus, her do bid me zay 
As us *11 gie ee welcome warm— 

An* zo us wall, so sure *s the day — 

An* a merry Eurstmas down to Yarm I 

Motto for Bictclkt BEomNERS. — “ Non 
ri, sed seepe cadendol^* 


OPEN CONPESSION; 

Gr, The Bhymester's Bevenge. 

“ Ehtme me no rhymes I ** the cynic says, 
Li accents stem and terse ; 

But I admit my early days 
Were given up to verse. 

Some say *tis hard to be a bard, 

I did not find it so. 

Parnassus in one’s own back-yard 
Comes easy, don’toherknow. 

' I*d stretch myself on couch or bed. 

And like a blue-fly hum ; 

And gently lub my chin, or head, 

And then the rhymes would come. 

I cared not. in my lyric pride. 

What subject fired my rhymes. 

I think I could have versified 
A copy of the Times. 

Like one of those Impressioni^ts 
I thought all work was crude 

That was not whelmed in muddy mists. 

Or could be understood. 

And so I rhymed and rhymed away. 

As seemea to be my fate ; 

And felt that I should be, some day, 

A Poet Laureate I 

Because, whatever theme might flit 
Before me, hot-and-hot, 

I found I could spin rhymes on it 
Much easier than not. 

But somehow critics had a way, — 

And it was very hard I — 

Of calling me — why I can’t say — 

A— hang it! — “ minor bard,** 

They *d lump together five or six 
Tootlers of tweedledee ; 

And in that minor-minstrel-mix 
They always mentioned Me I 

Some of these minor bards were gay. 

And some exceeding solemn ; 

But I was dragged in, any way, 

Just to fill up the column. 

Now minor critic ways, at times. 

Will rile the mildest folks ; 

And so I gave up making rhymes. 

And took to makiDg jokes. 

It was not quite so easy, no I 
A poet, bard, or scald, 

May have a lot of hair, but 0, I 

Your jester *s always bald I 

*Twas not enough to rub mjr head, 

I had to tear and scratch it. 

Only six hairs, and they are red, 

Tn-day remain to thatch it. 

And now those critics say, at times 
I rise to a poor pun ; 

But that, as minor were my rhymes, 

So minus is my fun I 

' De minimis non curat lex ! 

, No, nor the critics either ! 

But now, their cynic souls to vex, 

I rhyme and joke together I 

And now they swear — their cheek sublime 
A saint might well provoke!— 

That while my jokings may be rhyme. 

My rhymings are no joke I 

A Case of Fizz.— The champagne which, 
tul tasted, most efiectually conceals its dry 
of course. JSeid-siechy and that 
which keeps its manufacturing secret best is 
undoubtedly Mumm. 
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SPOETITE SONGS. 

The G&tjel Complaint of a 
Ceioketee. 

The game you cotildii^t tmder- 
stand 

AtLords—askedmy advice— 
E’en as I took yonr soft round 
hand 

Youreyessent such a “tice,” 
Your laughing lips with many 
a pout, 

Next challenged me to win ; 
Yet yesterday I found you out 
No longer taken in, 

You scored off me in point of 
Youcausedmy slips of style ; 
If I essayed to make a hit 
You bowled me with a smile. 
My poor defence ’gainst your 
attack 

Was not an equal match, 
For when I dared to play you 
back 

You knew you had a catch. 

Last night you cut me at a 
dance, 

“Lost ball!” I madly cried; 
To others though you gave a 
chance, 

I never left your side. Fdoff, 
Your colours then I did not 
Nor sought my card to fill 
Till supper, when you stay’d 
long off, 

While I might long on still. 

My wrath you raised to such a 
pitch 

Through all that long, long 
hop, [which 

That love is now a demon 
Must find a long, long stop. 
I’ll end my innings whilelmay 
The willow wear in peace, 

Bo let another test your play 



itkuiilii [iiiiiii iiiiiiiiiiiliiUuMI 


From off to popping crease! [ un’eestan’ him noo 1 


First Lady, Lose, but the DooroE was oean’ the day i ’ 

Second Lady, “H'mI D’ye think he is as olevee as he used tab 

BE?” 

First Lady (astonished), “Olevee I— he’s fade oleveeek, but we dinna 


"BE IT COSINESS.” 

(By Max Merehoom.) 

With gibe and jest, I wrote 
my best. 

On leaving Alma Mater, 

In langrmge quaint defended 
paint. 

And now disparage Pater* 

King G-eoeoe I chaffed, and 
lightly laughed 
At 1880 crazes. 

In dainty prose I wrote of 
hose, 

And sang a dandy’s praises. 

Now London gay I leave for 
aye, 

A villa I ’ve been buying, 

A life-long lease— to live in 
peace 

The life for which I’ m sighing. 
Notprinoenor Czar, nor Shah- 

ZADA 

(Though gaudy be his turban). 
Nor Roym boy can know the 
joy 

Of cosiness suburban I 

All day the news 1 11 read, and 
muse ^ 

Of all that was and will be ; 

If bored I feel, to town I’ll 
steal, 

Once more to witness TriJhy, 

STARTLiNa Intelligence 1 1 
— Mr. Leckt, reported as 
elected for Dublin university 
(December 6), is NOT IN 
the ninety-seventh edition of 
KellyU Post Office London 
Directory for 1896. 
“P. 0. L. D.” out! and 
Leckt not in! 


STUDIES IN MODEEN JOUENALISM. 

No. I.— In the Talking-boom, 

“ What,” inquired the Eminent Person, “ shall we talk about this 
week?” 

“ Oh, the usual subjects,” said the Ordinary Man. “ Let ’s begin 
with the police- courts. We mostly get a paragraph or two out of 
them. There’s always Jane Cakbbbbad, you know, if other subjects 
fail. We haven’t discussed her more than twenty times already.” 

“I object,” said the Poet, firmly. “It’s all very well for you. 
The Journalist studies this kind of thing professionally, the Emi- 
nent Person always shows a keen interest in pickpockets, and the Mere 
Boy can make had puns on any subject ; but where do I come in? 
Let us choose a topic which will allow me to introduce a few verses — 
not necessarily for publication, hut as a guarantee of good faith.” 

“Certainly not,” said the Journalist; “ the editorial waste-paper 
ballets are fuH enough already. No, we’ll give our attention to 
I politics. Take the Turkish question, for instance. To begin with a 
I strikingly original remark, let me say that the Sultan’s position is 
! one of some difficulty. To judge by the telegrams ” 

“ Would he absurd,” put in the Ordmary Man. “ They are 
written by Journalists, and all Journalists are liars. You, I believe, 
are a Journalist.” 

“ For myself,” observed the Eminent Person, thoughtfully, “ I 
think we might choose a less hackneyed subject. Perhaps; — ” 

“ Hush, please,” interrupted the Mere Boy. “It’s quite tune I 
made a joke, I always do at the end of a paragraph. Are you 
ready ? Turkey is always seasonable about Chnstmas, Thank you. 
Next paragraph, please.” ^ ♦ 

“ Is the door looked P ” asked the Ordinary Man, 

“No,” said the Poet, with some^surprise, “why ? ” 

# Tbft Ordinary Man rose from his chair, walked amross the room, 
locked the door, stuffed a piece of paper into the keyhole, and returned- 
“ Because I want a little quite private conversation with the rest of 
yon. One of you is a nuisance, and the other three are frauds ! ” 


“ Jehoshaphat ! ” said tjie Mere Boy. 

“ You,” said the Ordinary Man, looking at him severely, “ are the 
mere nnisance. You make idiotic remarks and atrocious puns. You 
were amusing once, hut we’ve had enough of you long ago, and the 
sooner yon clear out of the talking-room the better. You other three 
are frauds— had frauds. You all talk exactly alike. Mr. Eminent I 
Person, I should be glad to know in what your eminence consists. | 
Your verses, my Poet, are simply beneath contempt. And you, I 
Mr. Journahst, reel off platitudes exactly like the Poet or the 
Eminent Person, except when you happen to be understudying the 
Mere Boy. I am sick of the lot of you ! ” 

“ Indeed,” cried the Eminent Person, with infinite sarcasm ; “ and 
how about your own twaddle, please ? ’’ 

The Ordinary man waved a deprecating hand. “Oh, that is 
another matter, I only profess to be the Ordinary Man, and I talk 
like one. Whether it is worth while to print every week the most 
ordinary remarks of a very ordinary man is, of course, a matter of 

opinion. But as for you, you contemptible dummies ” 

A heavy volume of verse flung by the Poet canght him in the eye. 
It was the signal for a general scrimmage. Half-an-hour later five 
men, badly wounded and beaten black and white, might have been 
seen descending the staircase in silence. They were not on speaking- 
terms for seven days. Only the Mere Boy, from the force of habit, 
attempted a final remark to round off the column for that we^. 

“ A Painful Scene,” muttered the Mere Boy. 

The End of the New Woman.— The crash has come at last, ' 
While we have all been talking, and denouncmg, and writing, 
Society, it seems, has been taking quiet, but decide action. The 
statute rendeiing it a penal offence to be a New Woman was passed 
through all its stages so secretly that no newspap^ appears to have 
had the least inkling of it. However, it is in force, and has been 
acted upon, for in the Oxford Times^ of December 7, we read that 
“ the Eev. C. Knight Newton, chaplain at Oxford Castle, has been 
promoted and transferred to the new women’s Convict Prison at 
Aylesbury.” 
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I 

UNSIGNED MAGAZINE ARTICLES^ 

Keats- Jones* “I say, just look what some anonymous Ass in 
Tbs Knacker says about those Sonnets op mine, which you 

TOLD MB YOU CONSIDERED AS GOOD AS WoEDSWOETH’S 1 

SMley-Brown, “My dear Fellow, we ’eb in the same Boat I 
You know that last Book op mine that you said you liked 
so MUCH? Well, just see what ’s said op it in The Gadfly! 
I WONDER WHO THE FoOL IS 1 ” 

[Keats- Jones is the Author of the “ Gadfly ” remew of BtowtCs hooJc, 
amd Shelley-Brown writes all the literary notices in the Knacker J 


BEOWNING AT BROWNING HALL; 

Or, Love amongst the {Human) Buins, 

Me. Asquith took part, on Ifovember 21, in the public inangura- 
iion of ihe Robert Browning Social Settlement, York Street, 
Walworth Road, a district with more than 115,000 inhabitants, 
mostly poor, to the square mile. The hall where the meeting was 
held, known of old as Lock's Fields Meeting House (built in 1790), 
was once a Congregalional chapel in what was long a well-to-do 
neighbourhood, and was attended by Robert Browning’s family, 
the ;^et himself having been baptised there. Mr. Asquith well 
described the business as “ an attempt to grapple with some of the 
most pressing, and at the same time intractable of the social problems 
of metropolitan life, by planting in the very heart of districts whose 
necessities were greatest colonies or settlements of educated men and 
women,^^ 

Shade of the Author of Sordello^^ sings : — 

Can the poet, memory-warmed, do aught but smile 
On that mile 

Of poverty’s scanty pastures, where toil’s sheep 
Herd and creep, 

That square mile of clustering tenement, coster- crop. 

And small shop r j 

’Twas the home once of the well-to-do and gay, 

(So they say,) 

But the sordid misery settled on it since 
Makes me wince. 

Choky court, o’er crowded labyrinth spreading far. 

Toil and jar I i 


How the square mile hardly boast a spindly tree. 

As you see. , 

Slime and slop replace old verdure ; onal nils 

Outter-rills, xt, « 

Muck you soiree can give a name to shames the sun. 

As they run. 

Where the Congregational Chapel which I knew,^ 

Well-to-do, , . , . 1 . 11 

Stood, they now have got a building which they call 
Browning Hall I 

Whence at eve you hear the husky coster squalls 
From their stalls. 

Where a multitude of cits breathed joy and woe. 

Long ago, 

Love of fellows pricks the hearts up of a itw, 

Brave and true. 

To make a “ Social Settlement,” called, I see, 

After me I 

Well ! It does me truer honour, I protest 
Than ihe quest 

Of my minor mystic meanings, cryptic, crude, 

By the brood 

Of “ disoiphs ’’ who at meetings Browning-CLibbish 
Talk such rubbish I 

Herbert Stead, the worthy warden, plies the tatk, with 
Aid from Asquith ; 

It was tireless Canon Barnett put in motion 

This good notion, ^ ^ 

Though some chaffed him, as the votaries of Pcoh-rcoh 
Always do. 

For “ respectables ” to settle in such slums, 

Where toil hums, 

And to dwell amidst much dirt and noise and vie 3, 

^ Is not “nice”; 

And Walworth is no Eden (with suck smells), 

For bland swells I 

But here Culture, in the spirit of true neighbou’*, 

Lives with Labour ; 

And with wisdom, love, and unsectarian piety, 

Lends variety 

To that gloom which for poor workers and their w’vas 
Spoils their lives. 

There are lectures, classes, clubs, “ larks ” not a few, 
Outmgs too 1 

In- and out-door recreation they all share. 

For their care 

Is to “ chum-iu ” with poor folk in grief or joy, — 

Girl and boy ! 

Well, a Walworth chap may not quite grasp Bordello^ 
Poor, good, fellow I 

But the author of Bordello hath the whim 
To grasp him ; 

And for Hall and Settlement to bear his name, 

He holds fame I 

With this Robert Browning Social Settlement 
I ’m content. 

Over poverty, pain, folly, noise and sin. 

May they win. 

As I sang, despite wit, wealth, fame, and the rest, 
^^Loveishestr** 

* Last line of Browning’s ** Love among the BuinsJ^ 


Good Old Times revived, and a Suggestion.— Years ago, The 
Fiudiug of the Body of Harold used to be considered the subject 
par excellence to he tackled by all aspirants for Royal Academical 
honours. How it is “ The Finding of Moses^^ which has procured 
a gold medal and travelliug studentship of £200 for Harry Robert 
Mxlcham. The fact of this picture having won the first prize at the 
hands of Sir Frederic Leighton, P.R.A.,— whom Mr* Bunch 
welcomes hack again, as perfectly restored as a Tandy ck at an 
exhibition of Old Masters,— should suggest to the successful young 
artist a companion subject in ** The Finding of the Jury*^^ 

Startling 1— The Marquis of Lorne has been, taken up by Ai 
Constable,— that is, his Lorddiip, as an Author, has been taken up by 
Messrs. A. Constable & Co., who have published the Markis’s hook 
From Shadow to Sunlight* 
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Born, Nov. 24, 1828. Died, Dec. 8, 1895. 

Most graphic pictnrer of the Passing Show 
We wayfarers call life, he passes too, 
Midst sorrow’s requiem reverent and low ; 

He who knew all, and whom the whole 
world knew. 

The curtain falls upon the pageant strange 
He loved, and limned in its most striking 


“ Theworld’s great raree-show,” whose motley 
range, 

Its wars, its f^tes, its courts, its crowds, 
its crazes, 

His keen eye followed, his quick pencil caught. 
In all its surface tints and shifting humours. 
That wondrous pageant with quaint follies 
fraught, 

And echoing to strange voices and wild 
rumours. 

Incarnate echo he, of year, week, day, 

Or Dionysius-ear through which there 
sounded 

An Affe’s gossip genial, graphic, gay ; 

And though that Age with ana has 
abounded. 

Bis will be missed ; and that distinctive voice, 
Trenchant, inimitahle, quaint, strong- 
hearted. 

At which, in youth, we elders did rejoice, 

And from whose spell we never wholly 
parted. 

Many will long remember and regret, 

Tmce Round the Clock in London years 
aaro. 

He, and McConnel, took us. Even yet 
We feel the graphic warmth, the humorous 
glow. 

Of many a well-told story, vivid sketch. 

And ^rambling gossip in that young-old 
name. 

When it required, in sooth, less force to fetch 
Praise to our lips for passing prose or 
rhyme. 

When Household Words, with plain, un- 
p' ctured pages, [men,’ ’ 

Moved by “the Master ” and his “ merry 
Came to us as the voice of wits and sages. 

WeU, quidnuncs tell us ’tis not now as then. 
Nor is it, verily, since we now are plumbing 
A more profound and pessimistic day, 
Sadder, and far more shrieky, more be- 
numbing 

To instinct genial, and to impulse gay. 

But memory will not, cannot doff it wholly, 
The poor old motley now so out of 
fashion ; 

Nor yield to the new modish melancholy, 
Muddy profundity and monstrous passion. 
To deal with Bicuens as a fallen Bagon, 

And with his “ boys ” as a mimetic rush. 
Old mirth as bom of folly and the ffagon. 

And old humanities as bleat and gush. 

May please our younger “ Hons ” when they 
bray. 

But the “young Hons” of Geoege Saxa’s 
prime, 

Roared, in the Daily Telegraph, their day, 
Whereat let whoso wiU tilt nose sublime. 
Punch parts with an old friend in kindly 
sorrow, j 

Loses an old contributor with grief, i 

Amd tmsts his kindred solace sure may I 
borrow [leaf, 

From knowledge that his fame is green of 
Althox^h the days seem dry-as-dust and 

For ther^e manv in the haunts of men 
Who’ll miss the fossip gay, the wisdom 
♦ cheery, 

That feU for forty years from Sala’s pen. 
Anagram.— “ S ala” .... “Alas I” 



HER FIRST PLAY. 

Mamma {who has taken Miss JEffiz, as a greoil treat, to a morning performance), “Hush, 
DEAR I You mustn’t TaLH 1 ” 

Miss Bffiz {wiXh clear sense of injustice, and pointing to the stage), “ Bur, Mumm v , — msT ’re 
Talking i 


TO A WESTERLY GALE IN LONDON. 

Hail, western wind which blows away 
The fog, of all things most depressing ; 
You are, on any winter day, 

A blessing I 

And if instead of rain you bring 
Some sunshine to this sombre city, 

In praise of you we weU may sing 
A ditty. 

You dry the streets, 0 welcome breeze I 
No fog, no mud, no pavements sb'my, 
And London thus at times one sees 
Less grimy. 

We almost think of country, you 
Blow through the streets, dark, stuffy, 
narrow. 


With fresher air that comes from Kew, 
Or Harrow. 

Forgive me if, when praising snoh 
A benefactor, I shonld mildly 

Snggest that you might do as much 
Less wildly. 

In London, though a cyclone blows, 
Sou’westers aren’t considered proper ; 

Oae must be neat— By Jove, there goes 
My topper I 

Comparison. — “ Ah I ” q^oth onr own 
School-boy, “I dare say Christmas in the 
olden time was very jolly. I ’m no laudator 
temporis acti Bother the Christmas Bast. 
What I like is the Christmas Present,— and 
lots of ’em.” 
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xitxi iKinQ which, stung: to the quick at so unprovoked and unpre-i| 

JOTTlIMGS AND TiTTLINGoi meditated an affront, I accosted him severeljr through the bars of the 

(By Baboo Httrst Bungseo Jabbbrjbb, B.A.) wicket, demanding sarcastically, “Is this your boasted British 

„ T Jurisprudence?” ^ . 

No. I. The savage heart of the Collector was moved by my expostulation, 

Wheu" I first received intimation from the supernal and spanking and he consented to open the gate, and imprint a perfora^^d hole on 
hand of Hon’ble Mr. Punch, that he smiled with fatherly benignity my ticket : but, alack 1 his repentance was a day after the fair, for 


the moon for jubilation and spnghtfolneas, was quiescent, stepped, into a compartment, wnerein i was dismay ea j 

But, heigh-ho! surgit amari aliquid, and his condescending and terrified to find myself alone with an individual and two lively 
patronage was dolefully alloyed with the inevitable dash of bitters young terriers, which barked minaciously at my legs, 
which, as Poet Shaxspeaeb remarks, withers the galled jade until But I, with much presence of mind, protruded my head from the 
it winces. For with an iron heel has Hon’ble Mr. P. declined window, vociferating to those upon the platform, “Let out! Let 
sundry essays of enormous length and importance, composed in out 1 1 Fighting dogs are here III” 

Addisonian, Johnsonian, and Gibhonian phraseology on assorted Andthey met my appeal with unmannerly jeerings, until the con- 
topics, such as “ Love,” “ Civilization,” “ Matrimony,” “ Sapersti- troller of the train, seeing that I was firm in upholding my dignity of 
tion,” “Is Courage a Yirtue, or Vice Versa and has reoom- British subject, and claiming my just rights, unfastened the door, 
mended me instead to devote my pen to and permitted me to escape ; but, while 


mended me instead to devote my pen to 
quite ephemeral and fugacious topics, 
and merely commit to paper such reflec- 
tions, critical opinions, and experiences 
as may turn up in the potluck of my 
da^ career. 

What wonder that on reading such a 
sine qua non and ultimatum my vox 
faucwus hmit and stuck in my gizzard 
with bashful sheepishness, for how to 
convulse the Thames and set it on ’fire 
and aB agog with amazement at the 
humdrum incidents of so very ordinary 
an existence as mine, which is spent in 
the diligent study of Homan, Common, 
International, and Canonical Law from 
I morn to dewy eve in the lecture-hall or 
the library of my inn, and. as soon as 
the shades of night are falling fast, in 
returning to my domicilium at Ladbroke 
I Grove with the undeviating punctuality 
lofatickP 

However, being above all things de- 
sirous not to let slip the golden oppor- 
tunity and pocket the sinews of war. I 
decided to let my diffidence go to the 
wall and boldly record every jot and 
tittle, however humdrum, with the criti- 
cd reflections and censorious observa- 
tions arising therefrom, remembering 
that, though the fabulous and moun- 
tain-engendered mouse was no doubt at 
the time considered hut a fiasco and flash 
in the pan by its maternal progenitor, 
nevertheless that same identical mouse 
rendered yeomanry services at a subse- 
quent period to the lion involved in the 
compromising intricacies of a landing- 

Benevolent reader, de tefdbuJa narra- 
tur. Perchance the mousey hautlings of 
my insignificant brain may nibble away 
the oords of prejudice and exclusiveness 



** Let out ! Let out I! " 


I was yet in search of a compartment 
where no canine elements were in the 
manger, the train was once more in 
motion, and I, being no daredevil to 
take such leap into the dark, was a 
second time left behind, and a loser of 
two trains. Moreover, though I have 
written a hnmbly indignant petition to 
the Hon’ble Directors of the Company, 
pointing out loss of time and incon- 
venience through incivility, and asking 
for small pecuniary compensation, they 
have assumed the rhinoceros hide, and 
nilled my request with dry eyes. 

But 1 shall next make the further 
complaint that, even when making every 
effort to do the civil, the result is apt 
to kill with kindness; and—as King 
Chablbs the Fibst, when they were 
shuffling off his mortal coil, politely 
apologised for the unconscionable time 
that his head took to decapitate—so I, 
too, must draw attention to the fact 
that the duration of formal, oeremonions 
visits, is far too protracted and long 
drawn ont. 

Crede experto. A certain young 
English gentleman, dwelling in the 
Temple, whose acquaintance I have 
formed, earnestly requested that I 
should do him the honour of a visit; 
and recently, wishing to he hail fellow 
well met, I presented myself before him 
about 9.30 a.m. 

He greeted me with effusion, shaking 
me warmly by the hand, and begging 
me to be seated, and making many 
inquiries, whether I preferred India to 
England, and what progress I was 
making in my studies, &c., and so forth, 
all of which I answered faithfully, to 
the best of my abilities. 


now encircling many higMy respectable British lions. Be not angry 1 After that he addressed me by fits and starts and hngo intervalh. 


lor rs. 20 per week, is of lofty lineage, though fallen from that high ceived to leave him* 

estate into the peck of troubles, ^d wmpeUed (owing to highly And thus he detained me there hour after hour, until five minutes 
sociu disposition) to receive a number of small and select boarders, past one B.ir., when he recollected, with many professions of chagrin, 
LikeiJciJjJAa/*, in pe playof Mamlet, she has one fair daughter that he had an appointment to take Ms tiffin, and dismissed me 
and no more, a hemtching and weU-proportioned damsel, as fine as a invitiug me cordially to come again. 

hvepence or a May-day queen. Notwithstanding this, when I If, however, it is expected of me that I can devote three hours and 
snn^on up my courage to adless her, she receives my laborious a half to oeremonial civilities, I must respeotfuUy answer with a 
politeness with a cachinnati<m uke that of a Cheshire cheese, which JSFolo episcopari, for my time is more precious than rubies, and so I 
strikes me all of a heap. Her female parent excuses to me such will beg not only Mr. Hotseybalx, Esq., Banister-at-law, hut aU 
flabbergasting demeanonr, on the plea that her daughter is afflioted other Anglo-Saxon friends and their families, to accept liiis as a • 
inth great sh^ess and maid^y modesty, hnt, on perceiving that sop. and wiak to a blind horse, 

she can be skittish and genial in the company of other mas onlines. I 

am forced to attribute her contumeliousnees to the circumstance that •" — • • ' ' ' 

^ by the success achieved hy 


snbterraneMi bowels of the earth to ae 5>mple, and on a recent competition with what is, perhaps, the best known hook published in 
oc^on, when I was deluding the stsMs in haste to pop into the ae ragn of Jambs xhb Sbooito. The first essay m liteiatore was 
tram, lo ^ behold, jnst m I reached ae gate, it was shut m my printed for oironlatiatt among ae Baron’s personal friends. It is to - 
nose by th e wnrlishness of ae jaok-m-offloe ! be hoped that Ms magnum opus may reach even a wider o^role. 
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SCENE FROM SHAKSPEARIAN PANTOMIME." 

* Where oot*st thoit that Coose ?~ioob: I Act T., Se. 3.) 


EGO! 

[“Personal reminiscences are to-day all the 
rage.’’— Vide Daily Dress. 1 

To begin with, I must make an apology. 

In my cbaraeter of antobiograpber I 
apologise to Mm who (seeing how illns- 
iriotis and important a man I am) would 
have been deputed, ox would have deputed 
himself, to write-after my dissolution— 
the record of my life. I “ spoof Mm— to 
use a latter-day term— by setting dqwninan 
eere perennius form my own reminiscences. 

I beg Ms pardon for tMs act of spoofery. 

If there is anything to be made, pecu- 
niarily, from the recorded events of a 
career more or less— I know more — dis- 
tinguished, coram puhlico^ let that profit 
“say fall into his hands whose few 
years’ course of usefulness may be thought 
worthy of recapitulation. 

I consider the events of my past years 
sufficiently important. My would-be hio- 
l^rapher, I am told, is of opinion that there 
is in my career mattier sufficiently in- 
teresting to be handed down to posterity. 
I therefore sit down to write my own bio- 
graphy my self • I am extremely sorry for 
my would-be biographer, but following the 
advice of the immortal Scotchman, Sahiuel 
Smiles, I help myself to myself and rejoice 


.THE GHRISTMAS-KEEPER’S VADE MECUM. 

{Cynical Version,) 

Qtiesi{on,\‘Wha.t is your [opinion of the Merry 
Season P 

Answer, ^ThB,tf sis it cannot be cured, it must be 
endured. 

Q. Then you do not consider it j ovial P 

A, Certainly not, with its bills, colds, and sad I 
memories. 

Q. Are not children’s parties pleasant ? 

A, Only to the doctors, who take a professional 
interest in the results of gormandising and over- 
excitement. 

d H h?/ 1 think that a family gathering is 

A, Only from a humorons point of view. It is 
certainly grimly amusing to see relatives who meet 
but once a year at loggerheads. ' 

Q, Bat is a quarrel inevitable when kinsman 
meets kinsman P 

A, Certainly ; unless strangers are present to 
preserve appearances and the peace. 

Q, Is there not poetry in the turkey, roast 
beef, and plum pudding ? 

A, Scarosly. Indigestion would be nearer the 
mark. 

Q, And yet you would keep Christmas ? 

A, In my own way. I would carefully forget 
all about it, and spend the last days of December 1 
either in Paris or at Brighton, 


duoth Dunraveu “Nevermore,” 

[It is reported in yachting circles that Sir Georob 
jN'e'wkes will challenge for the America Cup next year.] 

0 1 BOLD Sir Georse, be warned hy me, 

And stay your eager hand I 
Don’t waste yonr Tit Bits on the sea, 

But cleave unto the Sfcraud I i 



that, after the oom;pletion of this volume, 
there will he nothing more to he said on 
the subject That, in once, settles the bio- 
grapher, There is notMug more harrowing 
to a respectable Shade than the idea that 
some corporeal nonenti^ is writing, or 
about to write, a six-shilling post- 
mortem {\) dissertation upon Ms embodied 
exi(*tenoe. 

My life has been an arduous one, and 
though, as I have reason to believe, no one 
has ever had occasion “to write me down 
an ass,” I have excellent reasons for think- 
ing that tMs volume will be generally found 
hound in calf. 

In the following chapters I have taken 
pains to deal with incidents in my life 
wMch, according to my conception, I fancy 
to be of some interest to the reading public. 
Thus early days in the nmrsery, tantrums 
and spankings, surreptitious hirdnesting 
expeditions, and wading in the duck-pond. 
My first (and last, <f cowm) wMte^ lie, and 
its consequendes. A precocious pipe, ele- 
mentary erudition, and the mastery of 
“tears without learning,” Am sent to 
Cheam School, thence to Eton College, 
where am stigmatised as a blockhead, and 
rapidly introduced to the Warre Office, 
&o„ &c. [And to wasie-paper hashet To 
he 
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“THE COMPLIIVIEIMTS OF THE SEASON!!” 

Pre&ident Olcvelo/ndt **Waai., SalisbubTi SiBi whsteeb toit like it or not, We propose to arbitrate on this matter Our- 
selves, AND, IN that event, Wb SHALL ABIDE BT OUR OWN DECISION.” 

. C'* to the tme diyiswnal Hne between the Republic of Yenezuela and British Guiana) should, of course, be conducted carefully and 

judxoiaUy. . . . When report is made (by a Conmnssion appointed by Congress) and accepted, it ^ill, in my opinion, be the duty of the United States' 
to resist by every means in its power, as a wilful agression upon its nghts and interests, the appropriation by Great Britain of any lands,” &c., &c., 
‘‘which after investigation we have determined of right to belong to Yenezuela,”-— Cleveland's Message to Ccngress, vide Times Pec 18 ] 
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STUDIES IN MODERN JOURNALISM. 

No. II. — At the Sion of the Snip. 

To return once more to a very interesting* 
topic. I picked up at a second-hand book- 
stall the other day a ourions Httle tempe - 1 
ranee tract, by a M. Fttkiste, of Paris. 1 
Now he asserts in it that JeAlNNE d’Arc 
was a rabid teetotaller, and that she made 
all her followers wear blue ribbons, a theory 
which is of the utmost importance. But 
can we believe it? One must remember 
that almost all the great warriors used to 
drink — ^wisely, of course, and not too well 
—before battle. Thus did Achtlles and 
Micey Free, and the celebrated Aztec 
general, AsgEMPATOHL — they all “took 
their whack,” like Mr. Harry Fozee, and 
why not the soldiers of La PccelleP There 
is plenty of hard drinking, too, in the Sagas. 
Anyhow, M. Fdmiste’s argument hardly 
seems oonvincinjr. Then he attempts to 
prove that the Maid liked her eggs hard 
boiled. Well, that is too big a question for 
me to go into now, but I hope to say a little 
about it in my next six monthly instalments. 

Now let us talk a little about the dear i 
spooks. ^ Here is an interesting and well- 
authenticated storjr of second sight. Mrs. 

A. , a widow living in Devonshire, fell 
asleep in her chair one morning, and dreamed 
that she saw her son, B., who was in 
London at the time, fall into the Serpen- 
tine. Directly she awoke she jotted down 
the hour (1.15 p.m.), and told her dream to 
the other members of her household. Now 
comes the strange part of the story. At 
that very moment, as it afterwards proved, 

B. had been eating pigeon-pie in a Fleet 
Street restaurant. The association of ideas 
peculiar to the sub-conscious self is thus 
strikingly illustrated, and the whole story 
is a very remarkable one. 

Ie one may praise a book which has re- 
freshed a reader weary with the ordinary 
novel, let me recommend you to read Usque- 
hagh^ the Ited Indian, It is only nine 
hundred pages long, and there are full 
descriptions of three battles in the first five 
chapters, in which about five hundred people 
are killed. The whole volume reeks of gore, 
and the accounts of the scalping are bravely 
done. This is, indeed, the true Bomanoe, 
and what a pleasant change from the New 
Pathos, and the New Humour I 

Somebody has been sending me verses 
again, and I wish they wouldn’t ; I always 
mislay the stupid things; and then the 
authors — genus irritahile ! — are vexed. And 
these aren't even good verses ; they are not 
about Prince Charlie, or salmon-fishing, 
or golf ; the only subjects worth a cent., as 
Mr, W. D. Howells would say. In fact, 
they are so bad, that I prefer to give some 
of my own instead. 

Ballads of bogies and books, 

Paragraphs witt'^ ‘^nd deep, 

Subtly allusive, and highly conducive 
To calm and enjoyable sleep, 

Scorn of the decadent scribes 
(WhoEe works you are bidden to skip), 

And praise of the writingwith plenty of fight- 
Are sold *‘At the Sign of the Snip,** [ing, 

Homer and JEschylus here, 

With Haggard and Weyman you’ll find, 
Versions of Horace with tales of Tom Morris 
Are sweetly and neatly combined ; 

If Jem d" esprit, juggling, or Joan, 

Can please you, with confidence dip 
In the excellent pages for those of all ages, 
l^titled “ The Sign of the Snip.” 

A. L-no. 



SCENE FROM A SUBMARINE PANTOMIME. 

TANTALisiNa Position of a Sitsoeptiblb Diver. 


THE MESSAGE. 

A Highly Seasonable {American) Version of a 
Popular Song, 

President Cleveland sings : — 

I HAD a Message to send it, 

The Congress, which so snubbed Me ; 
But Jhad my term to finish, 

Aud then the elections I See ?— 

My prospects at those elections 
Were 0, so far from clear I 
So methought I ’d say to the Congress 
What I reckoned it wished to hear. 

1 bad a Message to send it. 

And I thought I could hardly fail. 

To that applause from both sides. 

If I — ‘‘twisted the Lion’s tail,” 

The British Lion’s tail I 

If I based it on Free Trade fancies, 

Or that Behring’s Award, I jessed 
1 should raise the national dander ; 

Mere right will not pay-out West, 
The true Yank Spread-Eagle, Booming 
AH limits, must soar and soar ; 


If its pinions seem faint or flabby 
Its keeper will get what-for I 
I cried in my passionate longing, 

“ Has the earth no angel-friend 
Who will whisper the sort of Message 
It will suit me best to send, 

Pay my Party -best to send ? ” 

Then I heard a strain of clamour. 

So swagger, so loud, so clear I 
It came from our Yankee Jingos, 

And I Hstened— you het !— to hear. 

It came, like our Eagle, rushing. 
Abusing all British things, 

And I skillfully laid mv Message 
On good old Spread-Eagle’s wings. 

I watched them spread farther and farther, 
(My Monroe doctrine to teach ;) 
Farther than sense can foHow, 

Farther than right can reach, 

Far, far, f ar-ther I 

And I know that at least this Message 
WOl echo from State to State ; 

For I ’ ve twisted the tail of the Lion, 
And— well, J’m content to wait I 
As the Lion (I reckon) will wait I 
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PHIL AND JERRY ABOUT TOWN. 

At ‘*Lb Boxb.” 


“Tommt^s getting too old for this work/’ said a gentleman on , 
other side of the mild-visaged man in white necktie. I 

“Yes,” that authority remarked ; “ Tommy’s been trotting rou^ 
for some years. Out of condition, too; carries qiute a little tub. 
But I expect you wouldn’t care to be standing^ up before him. ^ 
Jerry would have liked to ask why this veteran professional 


By the device of plastering his hair straight down over his^fore- But I expect you wouldn’t care to be standing up betore nm. 
head, Phil succeeds in investing himself with a certain meretricious W bVht i 

respectability. He says he has been taken for a monk, but that must should carry^a little tub. Probably stored cold <^r I 

have been in the dusk. Jerry has a profound respect for Phil, who, refreshment m it, Jm^ry could not see any sign oi it, concluaea 
he believes, knows London Life with a minuteness equalled by few. Tommy had left tlw tab outside. 

“I’ll show you round some night,” Phil had often said to his ‘*Mr. Horace Kino,” said the Master of the Ceremonies, lutro- 
friend, but had not descended to particulars. How he had pro- duoing the heavy-weight amateur champion oi the 94 brand, and 


have been in the dusk. Jerry has a profound respect for Phil, who, mreshment m i 
he believes, knows London Life with a minuteness equalled by few.^ Tommy h^ left 
“I’ll show you round some night,” Phil had often said to his *‘Mr. Horaci 
friend, but had not descended to particulars. How he had pro- duoing the heav 
posed to begin with what he called a visit to “a glove establish- Franz Craio. 
ment.” When he explained that this meant a boxing match, Jerry This nice disti 
I felt a cold chill in the neighbourhood of his spine. the amateur am 

“ Do they hurt each other ? ” he inquired, colour, tc 


This nice distinction in the use and omission of the Mr. indicated 
the amateur and the professional. Franz Craig is a gentleman of 
colour, known to a section of the civilised world as the Coffee Cooler. 


Hot much,” said Phil, “ There ’s a knock out occasionally, yon At cry of “ Time I ” he advanced from comer and walked round tne 
know, hut you’ll soon get used to that.” amateur with springy step, his white teeth shining in ecstatic smile. 

Jerry had often heard of “knock onts” at mock anctions, and However it may be with others, the ©bffee Cooler is out to enjoy 
though he did not clearly see the connection, it was all part of himself. His walk is a dance; his sparring rhythmical. J:^^Y 
London Life. The evening opened under the expected every moment to see him produce 

best auspices. They dined at Jerry’s club, ^ bauj’o and hear him break forth in song 

perhaps the most respectable in London. At from the far off pl^tation. , 

.ihe table next to theirs sat a bishop. ‘ * eating * Instead of which, as the inffd-visaged 

soup like an ordinary <man,’^ as Phil re- gentleman said, he^ got on witn a rignt- 

marked. Jerry reflected with pride that handedpunchin the jaw.’ 

Phil didn’t know everything. Evidently he When the ^ round was over, and tne men 

expected there was a well-deflned episcopal retired to their respective corners, Jerry oh- 

famion of eating soup. Jerry was con- <53*^ served that whilst the cloth was brought mto 

scious of a certain criminal elation foreign f ^ diligent use, waving about the face and chest 

to his breast. “ If he only knew where we 1 of the amatenr, no approaches were made in 

are going after dinner ! ” he murmured. that direction towards the Coffee Cooler. ^ 

Inoidentalljr Phil mentioned that, when “ Why is that?” asked Jerry, thirsting 

dining alone in his den, he usually drank for information. . . _ 


London Life. The evening opened under the 
best auspices. They dined at Jerry’s club, 
perhaps the most respectable in London. At 
^the table next to theirs sat a bishop, “eating 
soup like an ordinary -man,’^ as Phil re- 
marked. Jerry reflected with pride that 
Phil didn’t know everything. Evidently he 
expected there was a well-deflned episcopal 
faShion of eating soup. Jerry was con- 
scious of a certain criminal elation foreign 
to his breast, “If he only knew where we 
are going after dinner ! ” he murmured. 

lucidentalljr Phil mentioned that, when 
dining alone in his den, he usually drank 
his wine out of a skull. 

“ Do you ever,” asked Jerry, with vague 
reooUeonons of doings at Hewstead Abbey in 
Lord Byron’s time, * ‘ drink blood out of it ? ” 

“ Sometimes,” said Phil boldly. 

When Phil and Jerry reached the Temple 
of the Hoble Art they found it crowded to the 
outer ring of chairs and benches. Most of 
the spectators were in evening dress. Every 
one was smoking. Jerry at first thought 
they had tumbled into a fog. Looking down 
from the gallery he made out a square plat- 
form, covered with white cloth and roped 
in. It was a great night m the sporting 
world. A popular manager was taking his 
heneht, and tbe Fancy flocked round him. 

“ Yon ’re in luck,” said Phil. “ It isn’t 
often yon might drop in and find such a 
galaxy of talent. You 11 see Peter Jaczson, 
champion of the world ; Dicz Burge, light- 
weight champion of the world ; Jem Mace, 
echoes of whose name may have rippled 
round your desk at school ; Billy Pummee, 
bantam-weight champion of the world; 
Jerry Driscoll, champion of the navy; 
and Franz Craig, the Coffee Cooler, for a 
while the middle-weight champion. These 
only a few. But if you feel inclined to do 



“ The Coffee Cooler is out to enjoy himstlf.” 


“ Well,” said Phil, “you see, he ’s black. 
The flies don’t show on him, so what ’s the 
use,” 

Aleck Korerts and Pat Condon — 
“ Patty,” the mild-visaged gentleman calls 
Mm, as if he were a singer— had a set-to. 
A patter of blows rang through the crowded 
arena, like a thunderstorm falling on forest 
leaves; “only more so,” Jerry added. 
When it was over, both men shook hands 
affectionately, had the flies driven away, 
and walked off as if they had been merely 
conversing on the state of the weather. 

Item : An eight-round fight between two 
soldiers, one a drummer in the Grenadier 
Guards, the other a corporal in the Hussars. 
Both splendid specimens of manhood. Hatu- 
rally the drummer heat, the corporal being 
knocked out in third round. At this stage a 
touch of pathos was judiciously introduced 
on scene verging on the severe. The M.C. led 
on to theplatf ormPEDLAsPALMER and Billy 
Plimmer, who were down for a round or so. 
But the Pedl&r, alack I had his ear en- 
vironed with cotton wool, evidence of an 
accident in Scotland, while Plimmer had 
put his shoulder out. The two were in 


only a few. But if you feel inclined to do morning dress, and looked ve:^ sheepish as 

thing. I’ll g^ you np a list, out of which you ’re sure to be suited.” the strange ooincidence of misadventure was explained. It was 
Two men, dncking under rop^, presented themselves on platform, disappointing ; hut the audience generously cheered, and, ducking 
™ waist, wrth black tights, displaying legs all muscle, their heads, the damaged athletes withdrew. 

With thein a comfortably stout gentleman in evening dress, who Spirits, temporarily depressed, were raised to highest pitch by ap- 
mtroducea them by name. He mentioned with pride that one of the pearance of those old favourites Jem Smith and Dick Burge. A 
twm 8^ articles to-morr^ for a fight with George Dixon, big, heavy man, Jem, in spite of a long life of hard woik, Dick 
{Oneers). The two men in Mack tights, and nothing else, walked Burge in Mack tights, slim, puny in comparison with his opponent. 
oiJigently round each other. How and then they met in fierce fray. What he lacked in weight he made up in skill and activity. Spun 
^ ext to J]^Y sat a mild-lookmg gentleman in evening clothes, round like a grasshopper. Jem, as the mild-visaged gentleman truly 
who TOok an intelligent interest in the episodes. remarked, was “ usuMly there or thereabouts.” But before he drew 

1 jsi. 1 watch, he said, to no one particular, how Bill’s straight back after striking, Dick Burge, the pink of courtesy, was sure to have 
u ® ^ paid a return visit. ‘ ‘ If Dick ever wants money, I ’m behind him,” 

lime was oalled. The two men suddenly stopped, unlacing said the mild-visaged gentleman with exceptional emphasis, 
arms from about each others necks, temporarily looked in fond About tMs time, the hearts of the audience uplifted by this hit of 
embrace, ^tired to oppo^te comers of platform. Sat down on science, the wily M.C. worked off another disappointment, Peter 
three-legged stools. To either came a man dressed in wMte calico, Jackson, Champion of the World, was down to do something. But 
01 ^nfectioner out of work. Brought with Mm a towel, no one seemed to want a try with Mm. As he shuffled across the 
with either hand on a comer he waved it before the seated stage, amid loud applause, you could almost see the Mushes mantling 
^ his coal-Mack countenance. So the Champion, who owns in the 

ft rr j X? ‘ asked. Coffee Cooler a brother, walked across the platform to show he was 

To dnve away the flies,” said Phil. ^ there if lie were wanted. “ Shall we have a round or two, Phil,” 

Jerry thought that precaution was effectually taken whilst the two Jerry asked, as they walked out into the fresher air, 
men were temping each other. But these people knew their own “ I think not,” said Phil, “ Yonr Mood is dangerously up.” 
business. Tommy Orange and Jim Brock” were next announced; Jerry thought none the worse of Ms fnend for tMs judicial 
evidently old acquaintances. remark, based upon keen ohseivation. 
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ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 

A Caiote Engagement, 

^ The other day my brown spaniel, R^fus^ approached me and 
mtimated in the usual manner that he wished to have a private 
conversation with me. I may mention, by the way, that I have 
now attached a Canine Cogitatograph to every dog in my pos- 
session, and I have therefore no difficulty in discussing matters 
with them and in registering their thoughts. Rvfus's manner 
of declaring his desire for conversation is peculiar. He raises 
himself on his hind legs, places his fore-paws on your knee, 
throws his head back and glares at you with eyes that almost 
bulge out of their sockets. He then scrapes at you with one of 
his fore-paws, wags his tail (it is a mere stump, I regret to say), 
and hurls himself forward until he has almost buried his head 
in your lap, 

I iMMEDiiTELT requested aU the other dogs to retire from the 
room, and then addressed Ri/fus, “ Well, Rvfus^ old man,” 1 
said, “ what do you want ? ‘ * 

‘I I want to talk to you particularly about a little matter, 

which about something I the fact is, I scarcely know how 

to put it.” 

Here Rvj^us blushed. Of course you know how a dog blushes. 
He drops bis eyes, then suddenly cuils himself round and seizes 
his tail in his teeth, as if entirely absorbed in the pursuit of a 
legion of deas. As I have said, Rvfas^s tail is short, and the 
effort of blushing is therefore a very severe one for him. I 
gently removed his head from Ms tail and encouraged him to 
proceed, “ Hobody can hear us, my dear boy ; pull yourself 
together, and tell me what is on your mind.” 

Hereupon Rufus sighed, looked round at the garden window 
to see whether the St, Bernards were about, metaphorically 
cleared his throat, and made this astounding declaration. 
am in love with Nellie^ and have asked her to be my wife.” 

Now Nellie is a deerhound, a lady with a most aristocratic 
head and deep brown, expressiTe eyes. I had noticed for some 
time that Rxjetjs had been particularly attentive to her. He 
had constituted himself her guardian, and had growled with 
more than ordinary fury when any of the other dogs had ap- 
proached her. On one occasion she had abstracted from him a 
remarkably succulent cutlet-bone, and he had suffered the 
indignity without protest. All this I had noticed, but I confess 
that it had not prepared me for Rufush avowal. 
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CHRISTMAS SCHOOL TREAT. 

Athletic Curate, ” Now, wait a bit thbeb, wait a bit I 


‘‘My dear Rufa8;\ I said, ‘‘this comes upon me rather 


You mustn’t 


suddenly. Is there not a slight disparity in size and general ap- 
pearance between you and Nellie f Your legs, for instance — 


IRecollects himself and “ rushes^" grace, 
been like that myself and know what it is.” So the three capered 
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disdamf^y. Is a dog to consider his on ahead leaving and iVieZ/ia at my heels. Their conversation 

<nrViATi hia hooTf. la l-n-c-Al'STeH r Kfiainftfl hft nrtTITITlTIPd- ** Nfi.lltP. S • t t i i-L * 5x 


legs when Ms heart is involved ? Besides,” he continued, “ Nellie's 
legs are quite long enough for both of us, and, after all, if Nellie has 


was so interesting that I here transcribe it. 

” Darling Nellie^'^ said Rufus, in Ms most pathetic manner, “ I 


7 -" , * - ^-r t "^J-I I X/CW.XXXIS OGIXVL / MfO, XXX XXXO XXXVOV M^AUXXWXW IMLMii i > i %*x , * 

the longer legs, I have the keener nose, and that makes up for jove you awfully. I am sure I love you much more than you 

them.” love me.” 

i.Trr MX .3 i.x3-3^rM- 1 OM “ Nouscnse, you ouly ssy thcse tbiugs to uimoy mc. Hove 

« ^ elliex&^Y ? 1 -3 iv . you very, very much, really much more than you love me — there I ” 

“ Nelhe told me that she had no objection to me ”---as he said this, •* Oh, but what can you see in me to make you love me at all ? I 
Rufus hung his head in a most affected manner that, in fact, she only a short, little, bandy-legged dog, and you are the most 
rather liked me, and that she would connder herself engaged to me heautiful being in the world. No, I ^m sure you don’t love me more 
if her dear master didn’t object. She didn t know where her mother thantMs,” and with that he pointed to the little extra claw on his 
was, and as for her father, she had never known him at all, so she fore-paw, 

was unable to refer me to either of^erparenW “ said with a certain amount of asperity; ‘‘if you 

“ But look here, Rufus, put m, how do you propose to hve ?” i{^q tMs I really shall have to bite you. You make me doubt 
“ I have thought of that, he said. ^ There be room enough -whether you love me even a teeny weeny little bit.” 
for both of us to live quite comfortably m one of the kennels. I shall •» xhere, there, my own,” said Rufus, ‘‘ I didn’t mean to vex you, 
settle upon her my collar, my chain, and a considerable store of But oh, s we be happy ? ” 
bones, which I have invested in a corner of the garden. Besides, I ^ 

intend to give her a life interest in my tail.” this moment there was a tremendous scurry amongst the three 

dogs who had gone on in front. They had seen a tabby oat at the 

Will, to cut a long matter short, Rufus was so eager, so press- distance of one hundred yards, and were off, helter skelter, in purrait. 
ing, so energetic, that I was forced at last to yield to Ms request. The instinct of the chase asserted itself in the two lovers, andm a 
I then called Nellie in, and communicated my decision to her, wMle moment they, too, had joined in the racket. The cat, I am glad to 
Rufus retired under the table, and blushed with great vigour. Nellie, say, escaped up a tree, but for the time all further love-makmg was 
I am bound to sav. showed no special enthusiasm in the matter, but suspended, 
accepted the situation with a placid dignity aH her own, I then ex- 

tracted Rufus from beneath the table, joined their paws together, “The Missing Link.” — ^At a meeting of the Berlin Anlbropo- 
and gave them my blessing. As it was now time for the morning logical Sooie^ last week. Dr. Dubois, of Leyden, exhibited and 
walk, I called the other dogs^ Roy and Don, the two youthful lectured upon the fossil bones of what he contended had been an ape- 
St, Bernards, and Ben, the retriever, and we all went out together, man, found in Java. But Professor TmcHow argued that the skull 

and bones were not those of an ape-man but “of a large gibbon.” 

In some mysterious way the intelligence of an engagement between Surely this was going one better than Dr, Dtoois, who only asserted 
Rufus and Nellie must have been communicated to the others, for that the remains of the skeleton had on<» belonged to a mere ape- 
thev all frisked round the happy pair and barked their oongratula- man. But to have been connected with a Gibbon,” was an honour 
tions. “ Look here, you two,” said Ben to the St, Bernards ; “ we of wMch any admirer of the Dechne andFaU^ moXu^z Mr. Boeein, 
had better get on ahead a hit and leave these two fools together, might well be proud, ^ese Gibbon Bones” ought to he placed on | 
They are snre to have a lot of tMngs to say to one another, I have the shelves of a pnbho library next to Bohn’s Gibbon.” 
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NECESSITIES OF LIFE. 


“Yes, my Lady. James went this morniho with the Hunters, and I 'vb sent on 
THE Heavy Luggage with Charles. But I ’ve got your Penoil-oase, the Bicycle, 
YOUR Ladyship's Golf Clubs and Hunting Crop and Billiard Cue, the Lawn Tennis 
Racket, the Bezique Cards and Markers, your Ladyship’s Bbtong Book and Racing 
Glasses and Skates and Walking-stick— and if I ’vb forgotten anything I can 
easily wire back for it from the first Station we stop at.** 


I SHE AGREED. 

For Routs they lingered down tRe glade 
BeneatR tRe leafy trees, 

To take Rer Rand Re seemed afraid, 

‘ MncR more Rer waist to squeeze, 

“ All flesR is grass.” at lengtR Re sigRed ; 

TRe maid replied “It’s true, 

As all mnst know wRo Ve sat Reside 
A yontR so green as yon,” 

Certain and Appropriate Accompani- 
ment TO A Christmas Pantomime,— 
Waits. 


A Doll Drum. — First-rate sRow of dolls 
at Albert Hall. That ’s TrntR, — witR a 
“HigR T” and refresRments for visitors. 
TRis Rail is now tRe Rome of dolls at 
CRristmas. “Do^c« Dowww.” Or as a 
little girl said to Rer motRer, “Doll seel 
Do mum-my I ” 

Honoris Causa.— WRen Sir Walter 
Besant Ras completed Ris exRaastive 
History of London, of course tRe name 
of onr Metropolis will be oRanged to Be- 
santinm, in Rononr of tRe antihor’s labours in 
the East. 


WINTEE CHEEK 

A 8ecvZa/r Ghristmas Ga^oh 

[“ Winter Cheer,” the name of a crimson 
Carnation.] 

“ Christm:as comes but once a year, 

And when it comes it brings good cheer. ’ 

So runs the good old saying, 

Drawn from the days men scarce remember, 
WRen Britons danced in drear December 
As lightly as when Maying. 

TRe brave old folk 1 They loved their j oke, 
Hor, donkey-like, to Dullness’ yoke, 

Mere Issaehars, went croncRing. 

They named their very dowers as though 
They saw the sun above the snow. 

Good hope and pluck avouching. 

WRen “ millr came frozen home in pail,” 

They warmed their hearts with song and tale, 
-^d cheered their souls with carol. 

Cheeks reddened at the CRristmas -rose, 

Hot like our pessimistic crows, 

All “ black as a tar-barrel.” 

They did not “ pull a kite ” and sniff. 

Or cock a cynic nose, as if 
All love and fun were folly. 

They plucked bright dowers in Sammer s 
prime, 

Yet knew to cheer white Christmas-time 
WitR mistletoe and holly. 

And why not we ? Let Mirth and Glee, — 
Not Tweedledum and Tweedledee 
In everlasting shindy, — 

Be onr companions for the hour; 

Though frosts may chill, or rains may sRow’r, 
Or nights be wild and windy. 

There ’s Winter cheer, — ^for those who look, — 
In home, and child, and friend, and book. 
Despite the dismal croakers. 

Trouble returns, maybe, to-morrow. 

To-day avaunt with brooding sorrow I 
Hurrah for honest jokers I 

To those who fret old griefs and whims on, 
The old carnation dushed and crimson, 

And named so patly, prettily. 

Might teach a lesson good to learn. 

When boards are piled, and Tnle-Iogs burn. 
And girlish eyes gleam jettily. 

When Christmas comes it brings good cheer I 
But there are regions dim and drear 
Which never know his coming. 

Where boards a:?e bare and grates are void. 
Whose very children ne’er enjoyed 
The season’s mirth and mumming. 

What “Winter cheer” have such poor souls 
In their foul slums and stuffy holes 
Where sunrays are a rarity ? 

Hone, none !— unless the outcast band 
Are succoured by the open hand 
Of Christian Christmas Charity I 

3 So Punch, whilst preaching pluck and mirth, 
J For generous goodwill on earth 
^ ^ An earnest prayer must mingle. 

Since Christmas comes but once a year, 

= Let the poor share your Winter cheer ! 
g A good old tag, though trite, yet clear, 
g To close his Christmas jingle ! 

i. ^ = 

^ The Prophetic Sage of Fleet Street. — 

. A.t this particular moment Mr. Punch refers 
^ his readers, which means everybody, every- 
where, to his cartoon for Hovemher 2, where 
to Master Johnny’s question as to the mean- 
R ing of “The Monroe Doctrine,” Master 
e Jonathan answers, “Wa-al— guess it’s that 
e everything everywhere be-longs to USP 
1 - Which “ DS” of course stands, as usual, for 
n the United States. President Cleveland 
has pointedly illustrated the illustration. 
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REQUEST OF AMOROUS ARGOHAUT. 

You always loved to be afloat 
In skiff or in canoe, 

Or any other sort of boat 
With only room for two. 

To feather you would not be taught, 
Did not know stroke from bow. 

And what a lot of crabs you caught ! 

I wish you caught them now. 

Can you recall the dreadful shock 
You caused when you would steer, 
You meant to make for Molesey Lock 
But went to Molesey Weir, 

In agony you cried “ Which string?” 

Too late, as we upset. 

I would that now to me you ’d cling 
As you did dripping wet. 

On Boatrace Day you ^d always don 
The dark and azure blue, 

So when the match was lost and won 
You wore the victor’s hue. 

You asked, on Henley’s classic stream, 
What time the tide was low ? 

And why they didn’t race by steam, 
Yor rowing was so slow ? 

If living ninety years from hence 
(I wish you no such fate), 

You ’ll never know the difference 
’Twixt four-oar and an eight ; 

But this perhaps you’ll comprehend, 

I ’ve house-boat room to spare, 

And single sculling I will end 
If you will make a pair. 


Effects of the President’s Message 
—News from Madame Tussaud’s 1 {JBy 
Our Own Schoolboy,)— Mi the figures are 
awfully waxy, 

A SciENTiFio Paradox. — A druggist, 
in the very act of using drugs, dispenses 
with them. 


CHASMtNC CHRISTMAS HOLIDAY SUBJECT. 

FAITCY POETRAIT. 



«the new usher op the black, rod.” 

General Sir Robert Biddulbh, G.C.B., has accepted 
the post of Usher of the Black Rod.] 

“Hush 1 ’Tis the Bogey Man I ” 


ALL BUT A JOKE. 

The following replies to a message 
seemingly emanating from President 
Cleveland, and apparently couched in 
the same terms as that referring to Eng- 
land, has been forwarded to 85, Fleet 
Street, presumedly with a view to their 
being transmitted to America, Mr, 
Punchy however, prefers to retain them 
for his own columns. In the cause of 
peace the Sage of sages has suppressed 
the signatures. 

{Post-mark^ Pans,) 

You tell the greatest nation of the earth 
that yon are going to adjudicate, on yonr 
own responsibility, in a matter affecting 
exclusively that great nation’s interests ! 
Yon are insolent I You are absurd I You 
are Americau roast beef I No ; a thousand 
times, no! Your folly is not magnificent, 
but it may cause the war I 

{Post-mark, St, Petersburg,) 

You are not of course serious 1 But if 
you are, I have the honour to inform you 
that I shall be glad to discuss the matter 
further with you when I have got you 
safely landed— in Siberia. 

(Post-mark, Constantinople,) 

Infidel dog ! Take away yonr station- 
aries ; you will want them to defend New 
York. All that is good about you is your 
doctrine of Munrob Pasha ! I shall adopt 
it in Turkey. But as for yonr preten- 
tions, spesdc to me again when you are 
ready for war— in 1900 1 

{Postmark, Berlin,) 

Oh, goodness gracious I Oh, dear me I 
What, insult my army I and insnlt me ! 
Oh, yon degraded, insolent, pig-headed 

(remainder of reply is dbs’ • itely unfit 

for publication). 

At Christmas time every woeful tale 
ought to end with a tip. 


^^MAEIA, THE BEUNETTE.^^ 

(Framework of a Cfhristinas Story ^ Old Style, but Topically up to Date,) 

The three city men, while they waited, exchanged experiences. 
Their stories had been told before, hut to a different audience. As 
it happened, when each had his biography related by an expert, the 
others had been away. Bnt now they were together. They had not 
much leisure for recollections. Every moment they expected .the 
attendant who was to “personally conduct” them on tneir tour. 
Not that they would be long with him ; they were soon to part 
company. One was going after a week’s delay to the south coast ; 
anottier to the extreme west ; another to the bracing air of a northern 
suburb of the metropolis. 

They laughed as they recognised one another. They had met 
before, but with different surroundings. 

“ How shall we pass the time ? ” a&ed one. 

“ By follov/ing the precedent set by Charles Diczens years ago, 
and telling one another stories,” was the prompt response ; “ and I 
beg to move that our friend who has hitherto kept silence should 
lead the way. Q-entlemen, attention for a yarn.” 

Thus encouraged, the third man commenced. 

The PrasT City Man’s Story,— Company Promoter, 

I had half-a-crown in my pocket, &c., &c. (for ten pages), and so, 
in spite of aU my toil and trouble, the Wooden Nutmegs Company 
turned out a failure. 

“Dear mel” observed City Man Number One, “you had dis- 
tinctly hard luck. Well, I suppose we must consider it the fortune 
of war.” 

“Can yon not teU ns something about your own adventures?” 
said the original speaker. “ Ah, I see you have uo objeotion.” 

Thus invited, the man in the white hat commenced. 

The Second City Man’s Story.— TAe African Bxphrer, 

1 had not. been happy at home, and was partial to a roving life. 
I had quaireUed with all my relatives ; so, securing eighteen pence 


in copper (my entire capital), I commenced my wanderings. I went to 
Africa, &o., &o. (for ten pages). Then when the official receiver 
issued his report I found that the Par Above Rubies Hold Mine had 
not been (to put it inildly) the safest of investments. 

“ We should think not,” said the others with a smile, “ We should 
think not.” 

Time was now running short. And consequently, in compliance 
with Ms promise, the last merchant commenced. 

The Third City Man’s Story,— JAe Stock-Exchange Jobber, 

I had just fivepence. However, tMs carried me into the House. 
I was not ambitious, I took a broom, and used it. This gradually, 
&c., &c. (for ten pages), so the shares ran down like the mouse in 
“ Dickory Dock I ” The slump came, I went with it, and you see 
me where you find me. 

At tMs ^int the personal conductor entered. 

“ Here, you three,” he said roughly, “ stir yourselves.” 

“ Where are we going ? ” 

“ To Holloway, in the first instance.” And without further fuss 
he pushed the convicts into Black Maria. 


ODR BOOEING-OPFICE. 

A CAPITAL book of “ nonsense” verses and pictures, quite the best 
thing of the kind since Mr. Lear’s illustrated rhpnes, has been pro- 
duced anonymouslv by “A Nobody,” and “ obligingly published” 
by Gardner & Co. The Baron, at Christmas time, ca^ot do a 
better turn to young and old friends than by recommending them, 
one and all. to procure tMs book, wHcfa provides a store of lore for 
Christmas holidays. The Baron likewise advises them to add to their 
purchases The Adventures of Two Dutch Dolls, written by Miss 
Bertha, Upton, and capitally illustrated by her sister. Miss 
Florence. “ * Doli sine ratUme non possunt,^—yfbi^ being trans- 
lated, means that these * Dolls (Doli) couldn’t do wRat they do do 
unless they had all their wits about ’em,’ ” quoth 

The L earn ed and CHBiSTKASsr Baron de Book-Worms. 
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ALL THE DIFFERENCE. 
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ShorUigUed SportsTnan {thrown owt^hmmg followed inmeerd-looHng Youth down to comer of field), * Confound the Fellow 1 I thought 

HE WAS GOING TO OPEN A GaTB ! ” 


THE EOA8T BEEE OE OLD ENGLAND. | 

{Some Seasonable Encore Stanzas dedicaied by Mr, Pwfich to the BuTce of 
Westminster,) 

[The Duke op "Westminster is reported to have presented Hogarth’s 
celebrated and patriotic ma8ten)iece, “ Calais Gate; or, the Roast Beef of 
Old England^'* to the National GraUery.] 

When mis:hty Eoast Beef was the Eaglishman’s food, 

They painted some pictures the world allows good. 

Kow the Duke makes a gift, in munidoent mood, 

Of Hogarth’s JRoast Beef of Old England^ 

Sing Oh ! this old English Eoast Beef I 

The Eoast Beef Harry Fielding and Loyeridge praised, 
Britons still have a love for, in days crank and crazed. 

So Punch holds that a stave to our Duke should be raised, 
Who gives Bull this Beef of Old England^ 

Sing Oh I the old English Eoast Bed I 
If ever a true English painter we had. 

It was William Hogarth, free from freak and from fadj 
So a true English Duke makes true English hearts glad 
With this timely “ Boast Beef of Old England,’^ 

Sing Ho I the Duke’s English Eoast Beef ! 


PLITIHG OH THE BEICH. 

Dear Mr. Punch,— A fter selling my wife’s trinkets to pay income- 
tax, judge of my astonishment on reading this ; — 

In repljdng to the toast of “Her Majesty’s Ministers,” the Chancellor op 
THE Exchequer said he had only had a single representation asking for 
remission of taxation. 

The Chancellor of the Exchequer seems actually to be offended 
because only one individual has asked to have his money hack I 
Just to undeceive him, I may say that a cheque for £1 5a. 4d, (the 
amount of my aforesaid income-tax) will be most welcome to 

.A.TTHEL A STGA S P 

P.8.— I look upon the income-tax this year as a “ Hicks Beach- 
’em pill ” which aE have to swallow. 


VAN WINKLE ON THE MONROE DOCTRINE. 

{A Sequel to the Hwndred Tears' Sleep,) 

Eip awoke after a slumber of a hundred years. He was too weary 
to talk, so he listened. There were two strange persons speaking 
with an accent that he recognised of Devonian origin. In their 
features, too, he recognised a trace of faces of Plymouth extraction. 
He thought that some more excursionists had ccme over from 
England to settle in the youngest of British colonies. 

I tell you what it is,’’ said the first of the two men, “ we cannot 
tolerate foreign interference.” 

“That is so,” returned the other; “these Britishers must keep 
their distance. We are going to boss our own land, and that’s a 
fact.” 

“ You are about right. The great American Continent belongs to 
tbe great American People, and they claim their inheritance.” 

“ I say,” said Rip, sitting up and rubbing his eyes. “ What are 
you talMng about ? And as I have been asleep for a long whUe, teU 
me first, how is King George ? ” 

“We know nothing about kings,” was the reply, “We are 
citizens of the United States, and we are not going to stand any 
foreign interference from Britishers.’^ 

“ Foreign interference I ” exclaimed Eip. “ What are you talking 
about I Why, England was in America ages before your new- 
f angled EepubHo. And how about Canada, and the British posses- 
sions in the Souths’ 

For Rip, although he had been asleep for a century, had managed 
to keep his dreams decently up to date. 

“We know nothing about history,” cried the citizens of ihe 
U.S.A, “All we feel is that we ain’t going to brook any foreign 
interference.” 

“What rot I” returned Rip. “Because Nephew (not Uncle) Sam 
has declared himself independent of John Bull, that does not give 
him a right to call all Transatlantic Britain his own. If J ohn were 
to turn nasty and turn you all out, what would you do theni' 

“Well, I suppose we should have to go back home. After all, 
England isn’t such a bad place to live in,” 

Bat Rip was dissatisfied with the situation in spite of this 
assurance. So he returned to his slumbers. 



“ After the Call was over,’ 69 1 

After the Congress was over, 6 

“ After the Deputation had retired,” 289 

“ After the Play is over,” 137 

Age of Culture (The), 62 

Age of Love (The), 141 

All but a Joke, 309 

Amateur Actor's Vade Mecum (The), 278 
Amnesia Bacillus (The), 123 
Angling Extraordinary, ]f0 
Another Conference of Women Workers, 
213 

Another Dialogue of the Night, 129 
Arcades Ambo, 77 
Arithmetical Exercise, 73 
'Arry on Harry, 90 
*Arry on the Electors, 39 
Art is Measurement, 251 
Asinine Performance (An), 150 
As the Law should be, 147 
At Cromer, 160 

“ Athelstane the Unready,” 192 
At Last, 132 
Au Revoir to Opera, 63 
Bachelor “ Bowl’d " (A), 192 
Ballade of the Sacred Song (The), 280 
Ballad of Bechuana (The). 183 
Ballast for that Balloon, 

Ball versus Ball, 143 
Battle in a Soda-Water Bottle (A), 129 
“ Be it Cosiness,” 297 
Benn and Jim, 219 
Bike V. Bicycle, 901 
Bonne Bouche (A), 72 
“Bonnie Dundee ! ” 192 
Boy and the Bat (The), 5 
Boy on the Busby Celebration (A), £73 
Briggs of Balliol, 21, 25 
British Bather (The), 118 
Brown and Me, 48 
Browning at Browning Hall, £93 
! By a Reasonable Rad, 71 
By our Notes-and-Query Man, 75 
By-way of History (A), 2fc0 
Cabby, 101, 113, 125, 137, 149, 168, HO, 
189, 197, 208, 237, 277 
Candidate’s Vade Mecum (The), 3 
Canine Sagacity in excelsis, 228 
Carlo the Cynic, 269 
Caution in Right Direction, 198 
Chance for Somebody (A), 251 
Character of the Happy “ Copper,” 111 
Cheek 1 69 

“Cheer, Boys, Cheer. I” 155 
“Children’s Country Holidays Fund” 
(The), 102 

Chip to the Champion (A), 71 
Christmas Exam, 287 
Christmas m Somerset, 294 
Christmas Keeper’s Vade Mecum (The), 801 
Christmas Number Producer’s Vade 
Mecmn (The), 279 
Clerical Mistake (A), 195 
“Collar Work,” 196 
“ Coming of Arthur ” (The), 226 
Coming Struggle (The), 269 
Command of the Army (The), 188 
Company Promoter's Vade Mecum (The), 
258 

Concerning a Public Nuisance, 58 
Congratulations, 227 
Conqueror (The), 141 
(Contemporary (Conundrum (A), 252 
Council of War (A), 192 
Country of Cockaigne (The), 76 


* Court of Common Sense ” (The), 278 
Court on again, 174 
“ Crawl to the South” (The), 161 
Crazy Tales, 193 
Cricket Three (The), 130 
Cry from Chicago (A), 118 
Cry of the Counter (The), 88 
Crystallised Palace’d Fruits, 167 
Cue for Canvassers, 27 
Curious Spell (A), 275 
Cursory Rhyme, 185 
Cycle and the Camera (The), 213 
Cycling in Russia, 239 
Daly News, 17 
“ Daly News ! Special 1 ” 8 
Delightful Discoveries, 62 
Dialogue of the Night (A), 120, 135 
Discovery in Liqueurs (A), 12 
Dissolving Views, 40 
Dod the Dodger ! 274 
Dress k la Premiere Mode, 6 
Drinking Scene of the Future, 87 
Dude the Diffuse, 286 
Echoes from the PoEs, 80 
Edith Mary Ledingham, 147 
Ego ! 301 

Election Intelligence, 17, 36 
Election Notes from the West, 41, 51 
Election Pleasant Phrase-Book (The), 69 
“ Encore ‘ Moatlhodi ’ 1 ” 262 
End of Georgie’s and Jacky's Holidays, 
183 

English Wife (The), 207 
Essence of Parliament, 11, 23, 77, 96, 107, 
119, 181 

Bx-Hon. Private A. Briefless, Jan., on 
the I. 0. 0. R. V. C at Bisley, 33 
Fashions for the Fifth, 225 
“ Finis,” 195 

For a' that, and a’ that, 267 
For Butter or Worse, 260 
For the Tailors' Congress at Verviers, 66 
For Wheel or Woe, 109 
Found in the Ministerial Letter-Box, 2£6 
Found Wanting, 186 
Frozen Flowers, 276 
General Election (The), 46 
George Augustus SaJa, 299 
Georgie’s and Jacky’s Holiday.®', '’00 
Gil Blas-^, 166 
Good Badminton, 66 
Good News, and Strange too, 59 
Goose and Gander, 143 
Grand Old Gardener (A), 169 
Great Wheel Gossip, 15 
Half-and-Half, 10 
“ Happy Evenings,” 249 
Happy Harrogate, 123 
“ Hare Apparent ” (The), 275 
Harry on ’Arry, 81 
Henley Barcarolle (A), 27 
Henry Richard Howard, 138 
Her Heart and Hand, 267 
Heroes and Hat Worship, 285 
Her Previous Sweetheart, 15 
Hibernian Arithmetic, 246 
“ Hoi Adelphoi," 186 
“ Honours Easy,” 42 
Hot-Water Bottel (The), 286 
How I lost my PoU, 60 
How Kipper slew the New Forest Hornet, 
204, 216, 228 

How the Topers came down to the Polls, 
46 

How to he Happy, 253 


Humpty-Dumpty's Song, 102 
Ideal and the Real (The), 288 
n “ True Blue ” Inglese, 30 
Imperial Federalist’s Vade Mecum, 238 
Independent Feather Party (The), 106 
In Pity for Sprague, 222 
In re the I. 0. C. R. V. 0., 82 
Interesting Case of Mr. Briefless (The), 121 
In the Earl’s Court India, 16 
“ I promessi Sposi,” 222 
JoEYiNG at the Prince of Wales’s, 61 
JoUy young Waterman (The), 183 
Joseph’s Dream, 288 
Jottings and Tittlings, 800 
Jove’s Jester interviewed, 78 
Keeping his “I” in, 278 
La Belle Dame sans Merci, 114 
Labour Gallio (The), 45 
' Lacteal Laxity, 246 
La G^ographie de Londres, 64 
L^t Knight of the Season (The), C6 
Last of Mowgli (The), 165 
Last Page from Somebody’s Diary, 59 
Last Turnpike (The), 177 
Last Words, 238 
Latest Danger (The), 94 
Lay of the Lancashire Lass (The), 130 
Leave of Absence to August-out Daly 
Co, 69 

Leaves from the Highland Journal of 
Toby, M.P., 220, 246, 256 
Legal Lunching, 108 
Lesson from the New Lizard (A), 107 
Letters from a Fiancee, 159, 207 
Letters to a Fiancee, 149, 169 
L’lle de Wight, 158 
Literary Turn (A), 36 
Little Dinner of the Twentieth Century 
(The), 268 

Little Holiday (A), 88 
Long Ago Legends, 276 
Lost Record (The), 37 
Magnificent— and War (if necessary), 291 
Magnificent Opportunity (A), 195 
Many Licenses and only one Fi&h Saucp, 
225 

“ Maria, the Brunette,” 309 
Marv'elloas Feat of Tree-ilby Svengali- 
vanised, 232 

Matter for further Consideration (A), 274 
Maximus Orellius, 169 
Meeting of Fairy Folk, 287 
Meeting of the Water-Ratepayers, 69 
Message (The), 303 
Meteorological Misgivings, 54 
Michaelmas Term at Cambridge, 174 
Minister of Fme Arts (The), 205 
Minor Oritie on Minor Poet, 239 
Misoneogyny, 85 
(Miss) Brown Study (A), 289 
“liissing Link”, (The), 305 
Moatlhodi, 262 

Modest Proposal from Baboo Jabberjee, 
£65 

Monopoly, 78 
“Montagu I" (A), 257 
More Knights Hospitallers, 246 
Most Inviting, 282 
Mr. Briefless is Interviewed, 185 
Mr. Briefless, Jun., on the Long Vaca- 
tion, 22 'I " 

Mr. Briefless on Legal Education, 243 
Mrs. Mammon, 158 
“Mr. Speaker! ”53 

Music Hall as Others would see it, 210 


Music minus Charms, 118 
Name 1 Name I 289 
Naval Manoeavres (The), 49 
N.B. in N.B., 209 
Nearly-reached Shilling (The), 87 
Net Profits, 179 

New Battle of Hastings (The), 94 

New Carillon at the Royal Exchange, 18 

New Norrible Tale (The), 34 

New Swan Song (A), 195 

New Version, 136, 267 

New Woman in Somerset (The), 229 

Not the Cheese, 150 

Not without a Precedent, 276 

Novel Education (A), 265 

Now and Then, 198 

Nursery School Examination, 288 

Obbrlanded h la Mode, 147 

Ode to a Water Company, 51 

“0 Honey! "260 

Old Chieftain's Farewell (The), 18 

Old Doctrine named after Monroe, 210 

“ Old Order changeth ” (The), 258 

Old Saw re-set, 180 

Ollendorf Guide to Knowledge (The), 42, 
78, 97 

Ollendorf System of Invasion (The), 263 

On a Sympathetic Actress, 219 

One Thing wanting (The), 204 

On the Cards, 78 

On the Senior Sculls, 51 

On View at Henley, 23 

Open Confession, 294 

Operatic Notes, 5, 13, 29, 41 

Order! Order! SO 

Our Booking-Office, 1, IS, 25, 45, 67, 65 
101, ISO, 162, 178, 185, 204, 2tl9, 217, 
240, 241, 263, 274, 288, 289, 309 
Our Conductor Leeds, 177 
Our Family Exchange Column, 180 
Our Fashion Letter, 144 
Our Napping Fatherland, 270 
Our New Knight Hospitaller, 221 
Our Own Torrtet in North Devon, 136, 14S 
Our Thespians, 53 
Over-Behrii'g Conduct, 270 
Passion and Poetry, 71 
Pasteur, 173 
Path of Peace (A), 1 
Peace and Plenty, 229 
Phil and Jerry about Town, 304 
Piece full of Point (A), 120 
“‘Pinerian’ Spring "tat the Comedy, 
(The), 215 

Plain Tale of Cinderella (The), 264 
Playing at Work, 158 
Playing on the Beach, 310 
Plea for our Trees (A), 222 
“Please to remember the Ninth of 
November," 227 
Pleasure and Profit, 209 
Poetic Licence, 146 
Poet-Laureate Stakes (The), 198 
Political Ugly Duckling (The) 66 
Pot-luck, 186 

Problem Playwright’s Vade Mecum, £01 
Prophetic Sage of Fleet Street (The), £06 
Psalm of August (A), 61 
Psychophilophrenophysiognomy, 155 
Punch to ‘ * Lomsa P j ne, ” 286 
Punch to the Rugby Union, 168 
Putney Spook CThe), 160 
Q. B. D., 123 
Query (A), 73 

Question of Frankness (A), 273 
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Quite Correct, 192 
Bailwat Race (Tlie), 109 
Bailway Travelling, 167 
Beaetion, 1895, 83 
Real Eastern Question (The), 29 
Real School for Scandal (The), 287 
Beal School for Scandal again (The), 292 
Reciprocity, 41 
Bed Orchid (The), 87 
Beely ! Reely 1 285 
Re-Incarnation, 49 
Request of Amorous Argonaut, 309 
Retreat of the Fifteen Thousand (The), 157 
Rhyme by a Bad, 106 
Rivals at the Court, 252 
Riverside Rondel (A), 138 
Roast Beef of Old England (The), 310 
Robert Burns to the Rescue, 99 
Robert under the Greenwood Tree, 85 
Robing-Room Rumours, 221, 276 
Roehampton Gate and the L. C. C., 162 
Romance of the Future (A), 202 
Romeo Robertson and Juliet Faula 
Campbell, 161 

Roundabout Readings, 9, 13, 47, 60, 72, 


' Aute, xjriwmiijroi ; 1 1 

Scientific Investigation of Infancy (The), 
244 

Scraps from Chaps, 10, 21, 29, 87, 62, 61, 
82, 85, 97, 118, 121, 141, 146, 167, 177, 
186, 195, 205, 227, 240 
Seasonable Dialogue, 219 
“ Secret of Success ” (The), 78 
Sermons, 145 

Serving out Blank Cartridges, 268 
Shakspeare on the Situation, 1 
Shakspeare without the Musical Glasses, 
289 

She agreed, 306 
Shooting Stars, 262 
“ Sic transit gloria Hoodi,” 167 
Sims Beeves at the Empire, 179 
Sir B, Clarke and the Bar, 203 
Sketches from Scotland, 172, 184 
Skittish Skirt-dancers (The), 241 
Smorltorkiana, 179 
So like them 1 275 

Soliloquy in St. James’s Park (A), (3 
Somalis at Sydenham (The), 4 
Some Minor Hypocrisies and their Mean- 
ings, 252 

Something Attractive in a Kame, 180 
Something like Jastioe, 226 
Song for Bobbies on Bikes, 250 
Song for the Shipbuilding Trade, 229 
Song of the Powers, 249 
Song of the Shrimper (The), 93 
Song to Sims Reeves, 261 
Sportive Songs, 280, 297 
Sport per Wire, 209 
Stambuloff, 45 

Stnctly according to Precedent, 126 
Studies in Modern Journalism, 297, 3£8 
Suggestion (A), 250 
Summer out of Season, 165 
Tale of the Toll’d (A), 238 
Thames Talk, 221 
That poor Irish Harp I 94 
That poor Penny Dreadful 1 109 
That Tune ! 201 
Theatrical Intelligence, 292 
Thirty-one-and-sispenny Dreadful, 1£1 
Thonms Henry Huxley, 22 
Three Choirs (The), 126 
Three Weird Writers of Drury Lane (The), 
168 

To A, Balfour, 253 
To a Friend of Mine, 174 
To a Lady Humorist, 25 
To a Westerly Gale in London, 299 
To Cedle, 251 
To Chloe, 75 
To Constance, 292 
To Dr. W, G. Grace, 45 
Toiler to a Twitterer (A), 215 
To Julia, Knight-errant, 67 
Tom the Golfer, 155 
To prevent Misunderstanding, 275 
Torr-restial Notes, 124 
To Trickasta, 84 
To Trilby, 268 
Town versus Country, 101 
Traveller’s Conversation-Book, 156 
Trifles Light as Hair, 84 
Trio (A), 202 

Trip ** per Sea” (A), 93, 106 
True Sportsman’s Tip (A), 85 
“ Twenty Minutes on the Continent,” 112 
Two Soldiers’ Tears, 219 
Ugly, 153 

Ulysses at Taplow, 291 

Union v. Disunion, 249 

Urbs in Rure— the Farmer’s Future, 268 

Yajx Winkle on the Munrpe Doctrine, 310 

Very latest “ Hittdte ” Seal (The), 166 

Very Likely, 226 

Vir^bus.pueris^ue, 147 


Voice from the Table (A), 94 

Warning (A), 226 

Wasting her Sweetness, 28 

Way they haye at the Bar (The), 216 

Welcome Home ! 166 

“ Well Played ! ” 281 

Wheel of Fate (The), 178 

Wheels within Wheels, 261 

Where not to go, 72 

Who wouldn't be an Alderman ? 6 

Winter Cheer, 306 

Winter Covent Garden Operatic Notes, IJ 8 
Woman and her Wheel, 245 
Woodman, spare not that Tree, 186 
Yebl from the Yellow (A), 219 
“ You are most apt to play the Sir,” 45 
Young Primrose’s Party, 64 
“ Youth wanted,” 263 

LARGE ENGRAVINGS. 

After the Battle, 55 
“Are you Ready?" 19 
Armenia’s Appeal, 295 
Ashanti again 1 247 
“ Bung ” in Africa, 139 
Calm and Peace," 91 
Christmas Puzzle (A), 207 
Colonial Matnmonial Agent (The), 283 
“ Dead-Lock " (The), 271 
Empty Cupboard (The), 116 
“ Forty Wmks'l ’’ 127 
“ Good Dog 1 " 175 

Great Political Combination Troupe 
(The), 7 ^ 

Hercules and the Parmer, 259 
“ Kismet I ’’ 234, 235 
“ La Gloire 1 " 187 
New Keepers (The), 67 
Old Warder William, 81 
PoorSmikel 163 
Rescue 1 199 

Simple Definition (A), 211 
“ Sooner the Better ’’ (The), 79 
Spill! (The), 43 
Taking the Reins, 223 

SMALL ENGRAVINGS. 

Admiral Punch welcomes Italia, 14 
’Arry’s Definition of Collar Day, 273 
Asking defeated Rival to be Best Man, 71 
Athletic Curate at School Treat, 805] 
Athletic Yankee and John Bull, 182 
Attending Lecture on Criminal Law, 221 
Aunt Maria as Trilby, 253 
Authoress and Lady Friend, 174 
Automatic Gate for Hunters, 267 


Balaclava Sexton’s Drinks (A), 107 
Barber’s Long-faced Customer, 249 
Beach Musician and Non-Subscnbor, 141 
Bear disguised as Chinaman, 206 
Benevolent Gent and Crying Boy, 226 
Benevolent Lady and Workgirl, 27 
Big Farmer and Little Minister, 21 
Brown and a Highland Tailor, 54 
Cambridge Athlete’s Work (A), 237 
Chamberlain as Hansom Cabman, 38 
Chief Chamberlain and his Braves, 260 
Children and Dead Birds, 181 
“Ooeky-Leckie I” 285 
Columbia and Britannia Yachting, 184 
Congratulating Engaged Couple, 246 
Cook and her Bicycle (A), 66 
Coster’s Village at Uganda Exhibition, 190 
Coster who had been “Wheelin’," 177 
Country Lady and Tramp, 99 
Country Young Man and ’Bus Driver, 73 
Crying for Mamma, ISO 
Curate and the Bad Egg, 222 
Cyclists on their Honeymoon, l!i9 
Cyclists’ Opinions on the Great Wheel, 157 
Cyclists returning from Shopping, 120 
Cyclist who went down (A), 262 
Daddy’s Waistcoat, 153 
Dealer pricing a Ring, 118 
Defeated Napoleon-Rosebery, 50 
Dismounted Htlntsman and Old Horse, 
243 

Diver and the Mermaid (The), 803 
Dolly and Mr. Punch, 801 
Don Josd Chamberlain, 201 
Dressmaker and Customer’s Maid, 231 
Dressmaker and her Bicycle, 167 
Drink on the Way to the Meet, 196 
Edwin’s Knots in his Handkerchief, 138 
Effie at her First Play, 299 
Effie's Vanity, 160 
Emperor Art Salesman (The), 242 
Emperor of Russia Shocked I 278 
Eton Boy and Fresh Lobsters, 15 
Extinct Parliamentary Specimens, 68 
Father Thames and Water Companies, 86 
Fife Native’s Accent (A), 145 
First Cousin and Last Cousin, 49 
Fowl’s Leg at Sunday Dinner, 47 
Fox-hunter and Cigarettes, 279 
Future Bride and Bridegroom, 210 
Gambling Husband's worthless Heart, 87 
Gentleman and Cadging Boy, 189 
Gentlemen entitled to Bare Arms, 88 
Going to Dine— not Dressed, 51 
Guest’s Nice Drive Home, 6 
Guttersnipe Model and Artist, 250 
Harvesting the Public Revenue, 170 
j Heavenly Frock (A), 18 
1 Horse-dealer and his Mare, 64 



Horses and Mfechanical Locomotion, ’110 
Housemaid winning the Sweep, 25 
Huntsman and Gamekeeper, 183 
Husband whom everybody pities, 275 
Husband won in a Cheap Ralfle, 78 
Inebriated Pugnacious Politician, 69 
Irish Housemaid on Black Blood, 129 
Irish Political Paction Fight, 290 
Irish Waiter and Diner’s Bill, 238 
Irish Waiter and Plate of Pork, 37 
John Bull and Maid of Athens, 26 
Judge’s Dream (The), 142 
Justin the Terrible and Hoaly, 81 
Kmdhearted Stranger and Sportsman, 291 
Kirk Elder and the Bawbees, 183 
Ladies discussing a Dull^rty, 186 
Ladies* Hats preventing Kissing, 12 
Ladies’ Whist Party next Door, 84 
Lady at Railway Crossing, 282 
Lady Bicycling at Battersea, 46 
Lady Deity, 1895 (A), 61 
Lady incommoding Male Passengers, 268 
Lady on Shying Bicycle, 69 
Lady presenting Flower, 39 
Lady’s Maid and Lady’s Luggage, 803 
Last Salute to the Duke, 218 
Liking the longer Sonnet, 287 
Little Groom and Rearing Horse, 85 
Little Peddlingtonian Angler (A), 162 
Little Timmins’s Large Hat, 239 
Local Colour in her Letters, 97 
Lord Salisbury and President Cleveland, 
302 ’ 

Lord Warden and Cinque Ports Forces, 214 
Madge's Basket of Figs, 263 
Magistrate and Constable, 230 
Mamma’s and Effie’s “Sets,” 286 
Mamma’s Cook’s Influenza, 198 
Meeting of Duke and Mr. G., 62 
Middle-aged Bicyclist and Friend, 191 
Millionaire’s Guinea Donation (A), lt9 
Moderate Drunkard (A), 86 
Mr. Jones’s Son’s Violin-playing, 22 
Mr. Punch driving to the Meet, 205 
Mr. Punch First in the Field, 217 
Mr. Punch invites Shahzada to North 
Pole, 74 

Mr. Sorney and Harry’s Accident, 102 
Mrs. Snape’s Husband’s Accident, 179 
Neither a Baron nor an Heiress, 8 
Nelson and Britannia, 194 
New Man at a Ball (The), 42 
New Usher of the Black Rod, 3C9 
Nothing comes off- except Buttons. 126 
Old Gent’s “ Safety ” Bicycle, 121 
Old Hnntmg Gent and the Timber, 219 
Old Lady and ’Bus Conductor, 261 
Old Lady and Carol Boys, 292 
Old Lady in Smoking Compartment, 67 
Opening of the Uganda Exhibition, 178 
Packed Governmental Party, 70 
Page-boy who is High Church, 155 
Papa and Daughter after the Play, 46 ^ 
Papa putting a Button in Bag, 294 
Parlourmaid’s Knowledge of Oxford, 9 
Paterfamilias and School Principal, 82 
Policeman and Clown’s Goose, 301 
Portrait of Letter-writer to “ Times," 227 
Prize-fighters in a Swell’s Box, 207 
Prize Revenue Pig (The), 266 
Professor from the North Pole, 30 
Professor prefers Bad Conversation, 114 
Publisher cautioning Author, 274 
Railway Porter and late Passenger, 218 
Railway Race in Africa, 154 
Reckless Irish Driver’s Old Mare, 95 
Rector and Runaway Tandem, 106 
Rickety, rackety Crew (A), 135 
Rosebery and Harcourt’s Holiday, 2 
Rotten Row closed for Alterations, 23 
Beene in Picardy (A), 131 
Screever’s Test of drawing in Chalks, 10 
Scotch Ladies on Clever Preacher, 297 
Sculling hurts his Head, 168 
Shocked at Trilby’s Bare Feet, 240 
Sister’s Opinion on Extravagance (A), 90 
Sketches of Medieeval Gunnery, 146 
Smelling Orange-Blossoms, 62 
Socialist Loafer in St. James’s Park, 63 
Solitary Gent with the Hounds, 266 
Spring-heeled Hunting “ Bike,” 171 
Stout Man in Hot Weather, 143 
Suggestions for Novelties in Sleeves, 266 
Susan and the Dusty Table, 258 
Three Tourists discussing Lager, 123 
Toby’s Deputation on Wheel Tax, 254 
Toper’s Large Cups (A), 270 * 

Tramp on Hotel Visitors’ Seat, 165 
Turtle-dove Lord Mayor (The), 122 
Two Authors and their Critics, 298 
Two Judges Discussing Business, 277 
Ugly Man and an Artist, 94 
Waiter and Object in Beer-Glass, 75 
What caused his Stoutness, 109 
When Sohlumpenhagen plays a Flute. 147 ' 
Why an Apple falls, 261 
Wolseley en route to the Horse Guards, 98 
“ Woman who wanted to ” (The), 202 
Young Photographer atyi Pig-killhi, 264 . 
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